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FOE A STATUE OF CHAUCEK

AT

WOODSTOCK.

SccB WAS OLD Chaucer ; seen the placid mien

Of HI3I WHO FIRST WITH HARMONY INFORM'd

The lakgdage of oitb fathers. Here he dwelt

Foe many a cheerfol day. These ancient walls

Have often heabd him, while his legends blithe

He sang; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles

Of homely life : through each estate and age,

The fashions and the follies of the world

With cunning hand pocetbaying. Though perchance

From Blenheim's towers, O strangee, tuoc art come

Glowing with Chuechill's trophies; yet in vain

Dost thou applaud them, if thy beeast be cold

To him, this otheb hero; who, in times

Dark and untaught, began with charming verse

To tame the rudeness of his native land

Akenside.





THE PREFACE.

The first object of this publication was to give the text of the Canterbury Tales as

correct as the MSS. within the reach of the Editor would enable him to make it.

The account of former Editions, in the Appendix to this Preface (a), will shew, that this

object had hitlierto been either entirely neglected, or at least very imperfectly pursued. The

Editor therefore has proceeded as if his author had never been published before. lie has

formed the text throughout from the AISS. and has paid little regard to the readings of any

edition, except the two by Caxton, each of which may now be considered as a Manuscript. A
List of the MSS. collated, or consulted, upon this occasion is subjoined (b).

In order to make the proper use of these MSS., to unravel the confusions of their orthogra-

phy, and to judge between a great number of various readings, it was necessarj' to enquire

into the state of our language and versification at the time when Chaucer wrote, and also, as

much as was possible, into the peculiarities of his style and manner of composition. Nor was

it less necessary to examine with some attention the work now intended to be republished ; to

draw a line between the imperfections, wliich may be supposed to have been left in it by the

author, and those which have crept into it since ; to distinguish the parts where the author

apj)ears as an inventor, from those where he is merely a translator, or imitator ; and throughout

the whole to trace his allusions to a variety of forgotten books and obsolete customs. As a

certain degree of information upon all these points will be found to be necessary even for the

reading of the Canterbury Tales with intelligence and satisfaction, the Editor hopes lie shall

be excused for supposing, that the majority of his readers will not be displeased with his

attempt to shorten at least the labour of their enquiries, by laying before them such parts of

the result of his own researches, as he judges will be most conducive to that purpose. lie has

therefore added to the text, 1. Ax Essay' on the Language and Versification of

Chaucer; 2. An introductory Discourse to the Canterbury Tales ;
and 3. Notes,

» In this Essay, Part the third, §. 1—6. is contained a short view of English Poetry to the time of Chaucer, the

trouble of compiling which the Editor might perhaps have saved himself, if he had foreseen, that Mr. Warton's

HisTORv OF English Poetry would have appeared so soon. Both the Essai/ and the Introductory Diecourse were

printed hefore Mr. Warton's book was published ; which is mentioned, not so much to obviate any suspicion of

plagiarism, as to apologise for whatever defects there may bo in either of those treatises, from a want of the lights,

which that learned and elegant writer has thrown upon all parts of this subject.
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into which ho has thrown an account of the most material various readings ; illustrations of

particular passages ; and explanations of the most imcommon words and phrases, especially

such as are omitted, or ill explained, in the Glossary to Urry's Edition.

He luid once an intention of adding a Glossary*, and a Life of Chaucer. From the former

of these undertakings he was deterred by the bulk to which this publication had already

swollen, and by tlie consideration that a Glossary, adapted to a part only of Chaucer's writings,

must necessarily be a very imperfect work, the utility of which would by no means be propor-

tionable to the labour employed in compiling it. If this attempt, to invite the attention of the

public to their too much neglected bard, should so far succeed as to bring to light any INISS.

by the help of wliich, together with those in the Bodleian and other Libraries, the remainder

of the writings of Chaucer might be restored to a tolerable degree of purity, a good Glossary

to the wliole would be a most useful work, and indeed would answer all the purposes of a

Dictionary of our antient Language.

With respect to a life of Chaucer, he found, after a reasonable waste of time and pains in

searching for materials, that he coud add few facts to those, which have already appeared in

several lives of that poet ; and he was not disposed, either to repeat the comments and inven-

tions, by which former biographers have endeavoured to supply the deficiency of facts, or to

substitute any of his own for the same laudable purpose. Instead therefore of a formal life of

his author, which, upon these principles, must have been a very meagre narration, he has

added to this Preface (c) a short Abstract of the historical passages of the Life

OF Chaucer, with remarks, which may serve to separate for the future those passages from

others, which have nothing to recommend them to credit, but the single circumstance of

having been often repeated.

He will detain the reader no longer than just to observe, that in the following edition of the

Canterbury Tales he does not recollect to have deviated from the MSS. (except, perhaps, by

adding the final n to a very few words) in any one instance, of which the reader is not adver-

tised in the notes.
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(a) an account of former editions of the canterbury tales.

The Art of Printing had been invented and exercised for a considerable time, in most

countries of Europe, before the Art 'of Criticism was called in to superintend and direct its

operations. It is therefore much more to the honour of our meritorious countryman William

Caxton, that he chose to make the Gauterbury Tales one of the earliest productions of his press,

than it can be to his discredit, that he printed them very incorrectly. He probably took the first

518. that he coud procure to print from, and it happened unluckily to be one of the worst in all

respects that he coud possibly have met with. The very few copies of this Edition, which are

now remaining*, have no date, but ilr. Ames supposes it to have been printed in 1475 or C.

It is still more to the honour of Caxton, that when he was informed of the imperfections of

his edition, he very readily undertook a second, " for to satisfy the author," (as he says himself,)

"whereas tofore by ignorance Ae had erred in hurting and diffaming his book." His whole

account of this matter, in the Preface to this second Edition, is so clear and ingenuous, that I

shall insert it below in his own words ''. This Edition is also without date, except that the

Preface informs us, that it was printed six years after the first.

• The late Mr. West was so obliging as to lend me a complete copj* of this Edition, which is now, as I have heard, in

the King's Library. There is another complete copy in the Library of Merton College, which is illuminated, and has

a nilcd line imder everj- printed one, to give- it the appearance, I suppose, of a MS. Neither of these books, though

seemingly complete, has any Preface or Advertisement.

•> Pref. to Caxton's 2d Edit from a copy in the Library of St, John's Coll. Oxford. Amet, p. 55.—Whiche book I

have dylygently oversen, and duly eiamj-ned to the ende that it be made accordyng unto his owen makync ;
for I

fj-nde many of the sayd bookes, whiche wiyters have abrydgj-d it, and many thyngcs left out, and in some places have

sette certajTi versys that he never made ne sette in hys booke ; of whyche bookes sti incorrecte was one broughte to me

vi. yere passjd, whiche I supposed had ben veray true and correcte, and accordyng to the same I dyde do enprynte a

eertayn nomber of them, whyche anon were solde to many and dyvcrsa gentyl men, of whom one gentylman cam to

me, and sayd that this book was not according in many places imto the book that Gcfferey Chaucer had made. To

whom I answered, that I had made it accordyng to my copye, and by me was nothj-ng added ne mj-uushyd. Thenne

he sayd, he knewe a book whyche hys fader had and moche lo>-y<i, that was verj- trewe, and accordyng unto hys owen

first book by hym made; and sayd more, j-f I wold cnprj-nte it agayn, he wold gete me the same book for a copye. How

be it he wjst well that hys fader wold not gladly departe fro it. To whom I said, in caas that he coude gete me suche

a book, trewe and correcte, yet I wold ones endevoyre me to enprj-nte it agayn, for to satisfy the auctour, where as

tofore by ygnoraunce I errjd in hurtj-ng and dj-ffamyng his book in dj-rerce places, in setting in somme th>-nge3 that

he never sayd ne made, and leving out many thjTiges that he made, whyche ben requysite to be sette in it. And thus

we fyll at accord, and he full gentylly gate of hys fader the said book, and delyvered it to me, by whiche I have

corrected my book, as heere after alle alonge by the ayde of almighty God shal folo'tve, whom I humbly beseche, &o.
h2
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Ames mentions an Edition of Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, " Collected by William Caxton,

and printed byWynken de Worde at Westmestre, in 1495. Folio." He does not appear to have

seen it himself, nor have I ever met with any other authority for its existence ; which however

I do not mean to dispute. If there was such an Edition, we may be tolerably sure, that it was

only a copy of Caxton's.

This was certainly the case of both Pynson's Editions. He has prefixed to both the intro-

ductory part of Caxton's Prohemye to his 2d Edition, without the least alteration. In what

follows, he says, that he purposes to imprint his book [in the first Edition] by a copy of the said

Master Caxton, and [in the second] by a copy of WUliam Caxtoii's imprinting '. That the Copy,

mentioned in both these passages, by which Pynson purposed to imprint, was really Caxton's

second Edition, is evident from the slightest comparison of the three books. Pynson's first

Edition has no date, but is supposed (upon good grounds, I think) to have been printed not

long after 1491, the year of Caxton's death. His second Edition * is dated in 1526, and was the

first in which a Collection of some other pieces of Chaucer was added to the Canterbury Tales.

The next Edition, which I have been able to meet with, was printed by Thomas Godfray in

1532. If this be not the very Edition which Leland speaks of as printed by Berthelette, with

Mr. Lewis in his Life of Caxton, p. 104, has published a minute account of the contents of this edition from a copy

in the Librarj' of Magdalen College, Cambridge, but without deciding whether it is the first or the second edition.

It is undoubtedly the second ; but the Preface is lost. There is an imperfect copy of this edition in the Museum, and

another in the Library of the Royal Society. Both together would not make a complete one.

c See the Prohemies to Pynson's 1st and 2d Editt. in the Preface to Urry's Chaucer. There is a complete copy of

PjTison's Ijt Edit, in the Library of the Royal Society.

d I venture to call this Pynson's 2d Edit, though Ames (from some notes of Bagford) speaks of Editions in 1520 and

io22. He does not appear to have seen them himself. Jlr. West had a copy of the Edition of 1526, in which the name

of the printer and the date of the impression are regularly set down at the end of the Canterbury Tales. After that

follow " Troihis and Creseide" and " The Boke of Fame," at the end of which last is a note, copied from Caxton's edition

of the same book, with this addition, And here foloweth another of his workes. But in Jlr. West's copy nothing

followed. The HTiter of the Preface to Ed. Urr. seems to have had the use of a copy of this Edition in 1526, which

contained some other pieces of Chaucer's, and several by other hands. See the Pref. to Ed. Urr.

e I think it necessary to state Leland's account of the editions of Chaucer in his own words, from Tanner's Bibl

Brit. V. Chaucer. "Xon alienum meo erit instituto palam facere, Gulielmum Caxodunum, hominem nee indiligentem

nee indoctum, et quern constat primum Londini artem exercuisse typographicam, Chauceri opera, quotquot vel pretio

vel precibus comparare potuit, in nnum volumen collcgisse. "Vicit tamen Caxodunicam editionem Bertholetus noster

opera Gulielmi Thynni, qui multolabore, sedulitate, ac cura usus in perquirendis vetustis exemplaribus, multa prima

adjecit iditioni. Sed nee in hac parte caruit Briamts Tucca, mihi familiaritate eonjunctissimus, et Anglieae linguae

eloquentia mirificus, sua gloria, edita in postremam impressionem prafatione elimata, luculenta, eleganti. Sequar

igitur codicem paucis abhinc annis impressum, et promissum adponam syllabon." He then gives a Syllabus of the

works of Chaucer, contained in that Edition, as follows: " FabiilcE CantiaiKB xxiv, quarumduae solutaoratione scriptae ;

sed Petri Aratoris fabula, quse communi doctorum consensu Chaucern, tanquam vero parenti, attribuitur, in utraque

editione, quia malos sacerdotum mores vehementer increpavit, suppressa est. De arte amandi alias Komaunce of the

Rose," &c.

Before I make any remarks upon this account, I must observe that it was drawn up by Leland before the year 1540.

This appears from his " New Year's gift to Henry VUI. in the xxxvii yeare of his raygne," (1 Jan. 1546.) in which he

says expressly, that he had spent the last six years in travelling about the kingdom, " all his other occupations inter-

mitted." [Ed. 1745. p. xxii. prefixed to Leland's Itin. v. i.] so that his book Be Viris iUustribus, which he speaks of as

finished in the same piece, p. xxi. must have been finished before he set out upon his travels. I will observe too, by

the way, that the Biographers of Leland seem to have confounded these last six years travels with his former travels,

in execution of the Commission granted to him by Henry VIII. to serche the Libraries of Jlonasteries, Colleges, &c.

That Commission was granted in the year 1533, 25 H. VIII. but how many years he spent in the execution of it, there

is no authority, that I can find, for determining with precision.

In the account above-quoted, Leland is certainly mistaken in saying that Caxton collected the works of Chaucer

into one volume- He printed two Editions of the Canterbury Tales by themselves, as has been shewn above. He also
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the assistance of Mr. William Thynne, (as I rather suspect it is,) we may be assured that it

was copied from that. ISIr. Thyune's Dedication to Henry VIII. stands at the head of it;

and the great number of Chaucer's works, never before published, which appear in it, fully

printed Boethius, TroilusandCressida.and theBokeof Fame; but each in a separate volume; and some smaller pieces

of Chaucer, intermixed with several of Lydgate, <Scc. in another volume, of which the contents may bo seen in Mid-

dleton's Dissert, p. 263. n. [</] ; but it does not appear that lie ever attempted to collect these separate publications

into one volume.

Leland is also inaccurate, at least, in representing the edition by Thynne as coming ne.\t after that by Caxton,

without taking any notice of the intermediate editions by Pynson, and especially that in 1526, in which an attempt

was really made to collect the works of Chaucer into one volume.

It may appear presumptuous to go further, and to charge him with inaccuracy in his description of that very

edition by Thynne, which he seems to have had before his eyes, but I am much inclined to suspect, (as 1 have inti-

mated in the text,) that the edition which he speaks of as printed by Berthelette was really printed by Godfray, and

that the Preface of Briaitus Tticca (Sir Brian Tuke) which he commends so much, was nothing else but tlie I'refatory

address, or Dedication, to the King, which is prefixed to Godfray's and other later editions in the name of Mr. William

Thynne. The mistake may not have been so extravagant, as it appears to be at first. It is possible, that Berthelette

might be concerned in putting forth the edition of 15.32, though it was printed by Godfray; and it is very probable,

that the Dedication, (wliich is in such a style as I think very likely to be commended by Leland,) though standing in

the name of >Ir. William Thynne, was composed for him by Sir Brian Tuke. Mr. Thynne himself, I apprehend, was

rather a lover, than a master, of these studies.

In support of this suspicion I observe, 1. that the syllabus, which Leland has given of the contents of Berthelette's

edition, agrees exactly enough with the contents of the edition by Godfray, a few small pieces only being omitted by

him. 2. The date of Godfray's Edition in 1532 agrees perfectly with what Leland says of the edition in question, (viz.

that it was printed a few years be/ore,) and with the probable date of Sir- Thynne's edition, which appears to have

been published not earlier than 1530, and certainly not later than 1532. It was not published earlier than 1.^30,

because thi French Grammar made by an Eniilishman, mentioned in the Dedication, must mean, in all probability,

L'esclairciscment de la langue Franfoise by John Palsgrave, the printing of which was finished by John Hawkins,

xviii July, 1530, and the Privilege granted on the 2 September following. It was not later than 1532, because the Dedi-

cation appears in Godfray's edition of that year. 3. If Berthelette had printed Sir. Thynne's edition, in 1531 (we will

suppose), it is inconceivable that Godfray should set about another edition so immediately as to be able to publi.-,h it the

very next year. Though the printers of tliat age had a very imperfect notion, I apprehend, of Copy-right at Common

Law, they may be presumed to have had always a certain Common Sense, which would re-uain them from under-

taking a new impression of a book, while a considerable number of copies of a former impression remained unsold,

whether those copies belonged to themselves or to others. Besides, Godfray's edition has no appearance of a hasty,

piratical impression. It is upon a fine paper, and the types and presswork are remarkably neat and elegant. 4. I think

we have Berthelette's own authority for believing that he did not print Mr. Thynne's edition of Chaucer. In the pre-

face to Gower's Confessio Amantis, which he published in this very year 1532, after having mentioned Troylus and

Creteyde,he goes on thus: "The whiche noble warke andmanyother of thesaydeChausers, that never were before im-

printed, and those that very fewe men kneweand fewer hadde them, be now of late put forthe together in a fayre volume."

There can be no doubt that in tiiis passage he refers to Mr. Thynne's edition, and if he had printed it himself, I think

he would certainly have claimed the honour of it. At the same time, the favourable manner in which he speiiks of it,

would lead one to imagine, (as has been suggested above,) that he had some concern in it

Upon the whole therefore I am persuaded, that the edition by Godfray in 15.32 is the edition which Lel.ind speaks of

as printed by Berthelette I have given above what I conjecture to have been the probable grounds of his mistake.

But indeed, when we recollect the hurry in which this work of Leland must have been compiled, and that it was left

by him unfinished, we need not seek for any other causes of the inaccuracies with which it abounds. In the latter

part of the passage cited above, be speaks of The Ploughman's Tale by the title of Petri Aratoris fabula, confounding

it, in the title at least, with Pierce Ploughman's Visions. For I do not suppose that ho meant to attribute the Visions

to Chaucer ; though in fact the one might as well be attributed to him as the other.

Notwithstanding the immoderate lengtb of this note, I must not suppress another testimony, which may be produced

in favour of the existence of an Edition of Chaucer by Mr. Thynne, distinct from that printed by Godfray. Jlr.

Speght in his Life of Chaucer has the following passage : " M. William Tliynn in his first printed booke of Cliaucers

works with one columbe on a side, had a Tale called the Pilgrims tale, which was more odious to the Clergie, than the

speach of the Plowman. The tale began thus : In Lincolneshire fast by a fenne: Standcth a religious house leho doth

it kenne. The argument of which tale, as also the occasion thereof, and the cause why it was left out of Chaucera

works, shall hereafter be shewed, if God permit, in M. Fran. Thyns coment upon Chaucer: and the Tale itselfo

published if possibly it can be found."

It must be allowed that this description of Mr. Thynne's first edition, " with one columne on a side, and a tale called

the Pilgrim's tale," does not suit the edition printed by Godfray, which is in two columns and has no Pilgrim's tale
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entitles it to the commendations, which have always been given to Mr. Thynne's edition on

that account. Accordingly, -it was several times reprinted as the standard edition of Chaucer's

works, without any material alteration, except the insertion of the Plowman's tale in 1542, of

which I have spoken in the Discourse, &c. n. 32.

As my business here is solely with the Canterbury Tales, I shall take no notice of the

several miscellaneous pieces, by Chaucer and others, which were added to them by Mr,

Thynue in his Edition, and afterwards by Stowe and Speght in the Editions of 1561, 1597, and

But I observe that Mr. Speght does not pretend to hare seen this book. He even doubts whether the tale can be found.

If therefore I should be able to prove, that the Tale, which he speaks of, coud not possibly be m Mr. Thynne's first

edition, I presume no great stress will be laid upon the other part of his evidence, in which he supposes that edition to

have been printed with only one columne on a side.

It appears very strange, at first sight, that the Plo^vinan's Tale (according to Leland) should have been suppressed

in Mr. Thynne's edition, quia malos sacerdotum mores vehementer increpavit, and that he should have inserted this

Pilgrim's Tale, which, as Mr. Speght tells us, was still more odious to the Clergie. A few years after, when the Refor-

mation was further advanced, in 1542, the Plowman's Tale is inserted among Chaucer's works and the Pilgrim's Talc

is suppressed ! But there is no occasion to insist upon these little improbabilities. Though Mr. Speght did not know

where to find the Pilgrim's Tale, and the Printer of the Edit, in 1687 assures us, that he had searched for it " in the

public libraries of both Universities," and also " in all private libraries that he could have access unto," I have had

the good fortune to meet with a copy *. It is entitled, " The Pijlgrymse tale," and begins thus :

In Lincolneshyr fast by the fene

Ther stant an hows and you yt ken.

And callyd sempynham of religion

And is of an old foundation, &c.

There can be no doubt, I think, that this is the piece of which Mr. Speght had received some confused intelligence

It seems to have been mentioned by Bale among Chaucer's works, in the following manner. " Narrationes diver-

sorum, Lib. i. In comitatu Lincolnicnsifuit—" Script. Bril. p. 526. Ed. 1559. But it is impossible that any one who

had read it should ascribe it to Chaucer. He is quoted in it twice by name, fol. xxxiii. and fol. xlv. and in the latter

place the reference seems to be made to a printed book. The reader shall judge.

—

He sayd he durst not it disclose.

But bad me reyd the Romant of the Rose,

The thred leafc just from the end,

To the sectmd page ther he did me send,

He prayd me thes vi. staWs for to marke,

Whiche be Chancers awn hand wark.

^ Thus moche woU our boke sygnify

That while Peter hath mastery, &c.

[Then follow four more lines from Chaucer's R. R. v. 7^63—8 Ed. Urr.] It is not usual, at least, to cite MSS. by the

leaf and the page. But if this citation was really made from a printed book, the Pilgrim's tale must have been

written after Mr. Thynne's edition, for Chaucer's translation of the Romant of the Rose was first printed in that

edition. Another passage wiU fix the date of this composition still more clearly. In fol. xxxix. xl. are the following

lines

:

Perkin iverbch and Jak straw

And now of late our cobler the dawe.

One would not expect to find.any mention of Perkin Warbeck in a work attributed to Chaucer ; but, passing that over,

I think it is plain, that our cobler, in the second line, means the leader of the Lincolnshire rebels in 1536, who, as

HoUinshed tells us, p. 941. " called himself Captaine Cobler, but was indeed a monk, named Doctor Mackarell." 'ITie

Pilgrim's tale therefore was not written till after 1536, and consequently coud not possibly be in Mr. Thynne's first

Edition, which, as has been shewn above, was printed at latest in 1532.

* The copy, of which I speak, is in the black letter, and seems to have once made part of a volume of miscellaneous

pnems in 8vo. The first leaf is numbered xxxi. and the last xlv. The Pilgrim's tale begins about the middle of fol.

xxxi. vers, and continues to the end of the fragment, where it breaks off imperfect. The first leaf has a running title

Venus The Court o/—and contains the ten last lines of one poem, and another whole poem of twenty lines, before

the Pilgrim's tale.

This curious fragment was purchased at the Auction of Mr. West's library, in a lot (N° * 1040) of Sundry fragments

of old black-letter hooks, by Mr. Herbert of Gulston's Square, who very obligingly permitted me to examine it.
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1602. With respect to the Canterbury Tales, I am under a necessity of observing, tliat, upon

the whole, they received no advantage from the edition of 1532. Its material variations from

Caxton's second edition are all, I tliink, for tlie worse. It confounds the order of the Siiuier's'

and the Frankdein's^ tales, which Caxton, in his second Edition, had set right. It gives the

Frankelein^s Troloj^ue to the Merchant, in addition to his own proper Prologue *. It produces

for the first time two Prologues, the one to the Doctour's, and the other to the Sktpnian's tale,

which are botli evidently spurious' ; and it brings back the lines of ribaldry '' in the Merchant's

tale, which Caxton, in his second Edition, had rejected upon the authority of his good MS.

However, this Edition of 1532, with all its imperfections, had the luck, as I have said, to be

considered as the standard edition, and to be copied, not only by the Booksellers, in their

several Editions' of 1542, 1546, 1555, and 1561, but also by Mr. Speght, (the first Editor in

form, after Mr. Thynne, who set his name to his work,) in 1597 and 1G02. In the Dedication

to Sir Robert Cecil, prefixed to this last edition, he speaks indeed of having " reformed the

whole work, both by old written copies and by ^la. "William Thynnes praise-worthy labours,"

but I cannot find that he has departed in any material point from those editions, wliich I have

supposed to be derived from Mr. Tliynne's. In the very material points abovementioned, in

which those editions vary from Caxt9n's second, he has followed tJiem. Nor have I observed

any such verbal varieties, as would induce one to believe that he had consulted any good MS.

They who have read his Preface, will probably not regret, that he did not do more towards

correcting the text of Chaucer.

In this state the Canterbury Tales remained " till the edition undertaken by Mr. Urry, which

was published, some years after his death, in 1721. I shall say but little of that edition, as a

very fair and full account of it is to be seen in the modest and sensible Preface prefixed to it

by Mr. Timothy Thomas", upon whom the charge of publishing Chaucer devolved, or rather

f See the Discourse, &C. §. xxiii. and Note on ver. 10293.

S See the Discourse, &c. §. xxv. and Note on ver. 109!ir).

•> See the same Section and Note.

' See them in all the Editt. since 1532

k See the Note on ver. 10227. TIic lines themselves are in all the common Editt

' There are some other Editions mentioned by Ames, without date, but it is probable that, upon inspection, they

would appear to be one or other of the Editions, whose dates are liere given. It seems to have been usual to print

books in partnership, and for each partner to print his own name to Iiis share cf tlio impression. See Ames, p. 252.

A Bible is said to be printed in 1551, by Nicholas Hill—"at the cost and charges of certayne honest mennc of tlio

occupacyon, whose ttames be upon their bokes."

" It may be proper just to take notice, that Mr. Speght's Edition was reprinted in 1087, with an Advertisement at

the end, in which the Editor pretended to publish from a MS. the conclusion of the Coke's Tale and also of the

Squires Tale, which in (fieprinted books are said to be lost or never finished by the author.—These Conclusions may be

seen in the Preface to Ed. tJrr. Whoever the Editor was, I must do him the justice to say, tliat they are both really

to be found in MS. The first is in MS. B. a. and the otlier in MS. B. 5. from which Ucarne has also printed it, as a

choice discovery, in his Letter to Bagford. App. to R. G. p. 601. If I thought the Reader had any relish for such

•supplements to Chaucer, I coud treat him from JIS. B. a. with at least thirty more lines, which have been inserted

in different parts of the Cook's Tale, by the same hand that wrote this Conclusion. It seems to have been an early,

though very unsuccessful, attempt to supply the deficiencies of that Tale, before any one had thought of tacking

Gamelyn to it.

° I learn this from a MS. note in an interleaved copy of Urry's Chaucer, presented to the British Museum by Mr.

William Thomas, a brother, as 1 apprehend, of Mr. T. Thomas. T. Thomas was of Christ-Church, Oxford, and died

in !751, agedlix. In another note Mr. W. Thomas informs us, that the Li/e of Chaucer, in that edition, was very uncor-

rectly dra>vn up by Mr. Dart, and corrected and enlarged by W. T. (i. e. himself.) The same Mr. W. Thomas has taken

a great de.il of unnecessary pains in collating that copy of Urry's Edit, with several MSS. The best part of the various
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was imposed, after Mr. Urry's death. The strange licence, in which Mr. Urry appears to

have indulged himself, of lengthening and shortening Chaucer's words according to his own

fancy, and of even adding words of his own, without giving his readers the least notice, has

made the text of Chaucer in his edition by far the worst that was ever published.

Since this there has been no complete Edition of the Canterbury Tales. A volume in 8vo

containing the Prologue and the Knightes Tale, with large explanatory notes, &c. was pub-

lished in 1737, by a Gentleman, (as I am informed,) who has since distinguished himself by

many other learned and useful publications. He appears 10 have set out upon the only

rational plan of publishing Chaucer, by collating the best MSS. and selecting from them the

genuine readings ; and accordingly his edition, as far as it goes, is infinitely preferable to any

of those which preceded it.

(b) a list of MSS. COLLATED, OR CONSULTED, WITH THE ABBREVIATIONS BY
WHICH THEY ARE CITED.

IN THE MUSEUM.

A. MS. Harl. 7335.

B. MS. Reg. 18 C. ii. In Urry's List, vii.

C. MS. Hail. 7334.

D. MS, Reg. 17 D. XV. In Urry's List, viii.

E. MS. Harl. 7333.

F. MS. Harl. 1758. In Urry's List, i.

G. MS. Sloane. A. 1685. xxii. D. In Urry's List, iii.

H. MS. Sloane. A. 1686. xxii. D. In Urry's List, iv.

1. MS. Harl. 1239. In Urry's List, ii.

AT OXFORD.

lu the Bodleian Library.

B. o. No. 2527. in the printed Catalogue.

B. S. No. 1234. Ibid.

B. 7. No. 1476. Ibid.

B. 5. No. 3360. Ibid.

B. €. No. 4138. Ibid.

B. C- No. 6420. Ibid.

N C. A MS. in the Library of New College.

AT CAMBRIDGE.

C. I. In the Public Library. No. D. d. 4. 24.

C. 2. Ibid. No. I. i. 3. 26.

T. MS. in the Library of Trinity College, No. R. '3. 3.

T t. Ibid. No. R. 3. 15.

Ask. I. 2. Two MSS. lent to me by the late Dr. Askew. The second has in it the Arms of Henry
Deane, Archbishop of Canterbury. 1501—3.

HA. A MS. lent to me by Edward Haistwell, Esq.

W. A MS. in the possession of the late Mr. P. C. Webb.

Ch. N. Two MSS. described in the Pref. to Ed. Urr. tlie one as belonging to Charles Cholmondeley,

Esq., of Vale Royal, in Cheshire, and the other to Mr. Norton, of Southwick, in Hampshire

The Editor quotes them from the Collations of Mr. W. Thomas, mentioned above in this

App. a. note n.

readings serves only to correct the arbitrary Innovations, which Mr. Urry had introduced into the text. He has

employed himself to better purpose upon the Glossary, where he has made many emendations and additions, which

may be of considerable use, if ever a new Glossary to Chaucer shall be compiled.
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Of these MSS. the most credit is certainly due to the five following, viz. A C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. and

H A. The four last exhibit the Tales in exactly the same order in which they are printed in this

edition ; and so does A. except that it wants the Cokes Tale [See the Discourse, &c. §. xiii.]

and has the Nonnes Tale inserted between the Sompnoures and the Clerkes. It is also unluckily

very imi)erfect ; beginning only at ver. 1204. and ending (with several intermediate breaks)

at ver. 12(110. in the Pardoner's Tale.

N.B. The Editt. of Chaucer by Caxton and Pynson are cited by these abbreviations ; Ca. 1. 2.

Pyns. 1. 2.—Sp. and Urr. are put for the Editt. by Speght and Urry.—M. stands for the Edit.

of the Prologue and Knight's Tale in 1737.—The other Editt. are cited by their respective dates.

If no date is mentioned, the reference is to the Edit, of 1542 by John Reyne.

(c) AN ABSTRACT OF THE HISTORICAL PASSAGES OF THE LIFE
OF CHAUCER.

The birth of Chaucer in 1328 has been settled, I suppose, from some inscription on his

tomb-stone, signifying that he died in 1400, at the age of 72. Of his birth itself we have no

memorial, any more than of his parents *. He calls himself a Londenoh, or Londoner, in the

Testament of Love ; B. i. fol. 325. and in another passage, fol. 321. speaks of the city of London

as the place of his engendnire.

We are more in the dark about the place of his education. In his Court of Love, ver. yi2. he

speaks of himself under the name and character of " Philogenet

—

of Cambridge, Clerk." This

is by no means a decisive proof that he was really educated at Cambridge ; but it may be

admitted, I think, as a strong argument that he was not educated at Oxford ; as Leland has

supposed, without the shadow of a proof". The Biographers however, instead of weighing

one of these accounts against the other, have adopted both ; and tell us very gravely, that he

was first at Cambridge, and afterwards removed from thence to complete his studies at Oxford.

It were to be wished that Mr. Speght had given us the date of that Record in the Inner

Temple, (which he says, a Mr. Buckley had seen,) where " Gefi'rey Chaucer was fined two

shillings for beating a Franciscane frier in Fleet-street '." Leland has also told us, that our

» Mr. Speght has referred to several Records in which the name of Chaucer occurs. There is mention in the

ilonast. Any. vol. iii. p. 326. of a Johannes le Ckauser, civis Londoniensis, an. 1299. who may possibly have been our

Poet's Grandfather. Tliough Leland says, that he was nobili loco natus, Mr. Speght informs us, that " in the opinion

of some heralds—he descended not of any great house, which they gather by his Armes." I am inclined to believe

the Heralds, rather than Leland.

The name of Chaucer is explained [Life of Ch. Urr.] to signify a shoe-maker ,- but it rather means un/aiseur de

ehausses ou culottiers. Diet, de Lacombe, v. Chancier. According to what is said to be the old spelling of it, Chaucesir,

it might be not improbably derived from Chau/ecire, an office, which still subsists under the title of Cha/ewax.

'1 The single circumstance, by which Leland has endeavoured to strengthen his supposition that Chaucer was

educated at Oxford, is another supposition that he was born in Oxfordshire or Berkshire. The latter has been shewn

above to be false.

>: Though this be but a blind story, it rather inclines me to believe that Chaucer was of the Inner Temple in the

early part of his life, before he went into the service of Edward III. The circumstance recorded is plainly a t/ou(!i/vl

sally. On the contrary, Leland supposes his principal residence in the Inns of Court to have been a/ter he had

flourished in France, about the last years of Richard II. ; which is totally incredible. Indeed Leland, through his

whole account of our author, seems to have considered him as living at least twenty years later than he really did.
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author "collegia Leguleiorum frequentamt after his travels in France, and perhaps before." I

must observe, that these travels in France rest entirely upon the authority of Leland, whose

account is full of inconsistencies.

The first authentic memorial, which we have of Chaucer, is the Patent in Rymer, 41 E. Ill,

by which that King grants to him an annuity of 20 marks, by the title of Vcdettus noster^. He

was then in the 39th year of his age. How long he had served the King in that, or any other,

station, and what particular merits were rewarded by this royal bounty', are points equally

unknown.

He takes no notice of the best authenticated circumstances of Chaucer's life In the time of Edward HI. and he repre-

sents him as highly esteemed by Henry IV. and his son, qui de Gallis triumphavit. Henry V. was scarcely twelve

years of age, when Chaucer died.

d Our Teoman. Mr. Speght, who omits this grant, mentions one of the same purport in the 45 E. IH. in which

Chaucer is styled VaUtlus Hospitii, which he translates—Grome ofthe Pallace. By this he sinks our author as much

too low as another writer has raised him too high, by translating the same words—Gentleman of the Kind's Privy

Chamber [Life of Ch. TJrr.]. Valet, or Teoman, was the intermediate rank between Squier and Grome. See the note

on ver. 101. See also the Will of Edward Duke of York, ap. Rymer, an. 1415. where his legacies to his menial servants

are thus arranged—a ua Escuier l. s. a [un] vadlet xx s. a im garc [on . . .] & a un page vi s. viii d.

Valettus is probably a corruption of Vassalettus, the diminutive of Vassallus. Hence this title was also given, not

as a name of service, to young men of the highest quality, before they were knighted.

H ot un fiz de sa mulier

Ki neit pas uncore chivaler,

Vallet esteit et beaus et gent.

—

Roman d'Ipomedon.

So that if Edward HI. as Mr. Speght says, " did entitle Laurence Hastings, Lord of Aburganey,— Valectum nostrum,"

I should guess, that the said Lord was 7iot " the King's grome, page, or servant," as he supposes, or his yeoman, as

Chaucer was, but his Ward.

« I should have been glad to have met with any ground for supposing, that this mark of Royal favour was a reward

of our author's poetical merits. That Chaucer had before this time distinguished himself by his poetical performances,

is almost certain. 1 have mentioned a suspicion [n. on vor. 1020.] that the Assemblee of Foules alludes to the Courtship

of Blanche of Lancaster by John of Gaunt, who married her in 1359, the 33d year of E. IH. And perhaps the Comr

plaint ofthe Blacke Knifjht might be written for John of Gaunt during the same Courtship. It is still more probable

that his Translation of the Roman de la Rose and his Troilus were both composed before 1367, the sera of which we

are speaking. But I think, if the King had really patronised Chaucer as a Poet, we must have found some clear

evidence of such a ooimection. If the one had been fond of verses, the other would certainly have given him some

;

especially as he might have exerted his genius in the praise of so illustrious a Patron without any necessity of

flattering. If we consider fmther, that, a few years after, the King appointed him to be Comptroller of the Custom of

Wool, Sac. in the Port of London, with the following injunction in his Patent,—" So that the said Geffrey write with his

own hand his rolls touching the said office, and continually reside there, and do and execute all things pertaining to the

said office in his own proper person and not by his substitute,"—we shall probably be of opinion, that His Majesty was

either totally insensible of our author's poetical talents, or at least had no mind to encourage him in the cultivation or

exercise of them. It should seem that Edward, though adorned with many Royal and Heroic virtues, had not the gift

of discerning and patronising a great Poet ; a gift, which, like that of genuine Poetry, if we may believe one, who

perhaps spoke feelingly upon the subject, is only bestowed on the chosen few by the peculiar favour of heaven :

—neque enim, nisi carus ab ortu
Diis suPERis, poterit magno favisse poet^.

Milton's Mansus.

I observe however, that, notwithstanding the petrifying quality, with whicli these Custom-house accounts might be

expected to operate upon Chaucer's genius, he probably wrote his House ofFame while he was in that office. I gather

this from B. ii. ver. 144. where the Eagle says to him,

—

For when thy labour al done is.

And hast made all thy rekenynges.

In stede of rest and of newe thjuges

Thou goest home to tbjne house anone, 4:0.
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From this time we fiud frequent mention of him in various public instruments'. In the

46 E. III. [«/>. liijmer.l the King appoints him Envoy, with two others, to Genoa, by the title of

Scuti/€r noster'. In the 48 E. III. he has a grant for life of a pitcher of wine daily [aj^. liymer.] ;

aud in the same year a grant, during pleasure, of the offices of Comptroller of the custom of

wools, and Comptroller of the parva custuma vinorum, &c. in the Port of London. Ibid. In

the 4ii E. III. the King grants to him the Wardship of Sir Edmund Staplegate's Ileir [MSS.

Rpner, E. III. vol. xi. n. 12.], for which he received 104^. [Ibid. R. II. vol. i. n. 16.] ; and in

the ne.>tt year some forfeited wool to tlie value of 71^ 4s. Gd. [Life of Ch. Urr.] In the last

year of Ed. III. he was sent to France, with Sir Guichard D'Angle and Richard Stan, or Sturry,

to treat of a marriage between the Prince of Wales, Richard, and a daughter of the French

King. FroUsart, v. i. ch. 323.

In the next year, 1 R. II. his annuity of 20 marks was confirmed to him, and another

annuity of 20 marks was granted to him in lieu of the pitcher of wine daily. See the Licence

to surrender these grants in the Life of Ch. Urr. It is probable too that he was confirmed in

his Office of Comptroller, though the instrument has not been produced*". In the Uth of

R. II. he had the King's Licence to surrender his two grants of 20 marks each in favour of

John Scalby'. In the 13th R. II. he appears to have been Clerk of the works at Westminster

&.C. and in the following year at Windsor \ In the 17th R. II. the King granted to him a new

' In the 44 E. HI. Galf. Ch. in obsequium R. ad partes transmarinas profecturus hab. lit. R. de protectioae, 20. Jun.

[MS. Harl. (i960, fol. 205.]

g Our Squier ; so that in the course of these five years our author had been promoted from the rank of Yeoman, to

that of Squier, attendant upon the King. Sciiti/er and Armiger, Lat. are sj-nonj-mous terms for the French Escuier.

The Biographers thinking, I suppose, the title of Squier too vulgar, have changed it into Shield-bearer, as if Chaucer

had the special office of carrj-ing the King's shield.

Some observations have been made upon this appointment of Chaucer, as Envoy to Genoa, in the Discourse, &c. n. 20.

^ This is probable, I think, because Chaucer, in his Testament of Love, frequently alludes to his loss of Oflice, as

one of the greatest misfortunes brought upon him by his meddling in those disturbances which happened in the City of

London in the 7th of R. II. WTien he fled, to avoid being examined in relation to those disturbances (as he says. Test.

of L. foL 329. b.), he was probably superseded in his ofiice.

In the Editor's JIS. additions the following grants, and the dates of them, are thus specified

:

1 R. n. New grant of Comptroller of Wools, 22 Jan. MS. Harl. 6961. fol. 2.

5 R. II. New grant of Comptroller of parva Custuma vinorum, 20 Apr. Ibid. fol. 51.

8 R. II. Grant to execute the office of Comptroller by a deputy, 17 Feb. Ibid. fol. 74.

i This Licence, reciting the two grants, is printed in the Life of Ch. Urr. and the author of that life has observed,

that this surrender was probably occasioned by our Author's distressed circumstances. Either he despaired of pro-

curing paj-ment of his pensions, or perhaps wanted to raise a sum of ready money. The same writer has extracted

from the Testament of Love almost all that is now to be known of the history of this distress, which he ascribes very

truly to Chaucer's imfortunate engagements with that party in the city of London, of which John of Northampton

was at the head. "What the real designs of that party were, and how a trifling City-riot, as it seems to have been,

came to be treated as a rebellion, are points of great obscurity. There is good ground to believe that Northampton

was connected with the Duke of Lancaster. At his trial, in August 1.384, he contended, " that he ought not to be tried

in the absence of his lord the Duke :" quo verba (says Walsingham, p. 310.) siiscitavit suspicioncm sinlstram tarn vulgi

quam procerum contra Ducem. He was condemned however to perpetual imprisonment; in which he remained till

July 1390, when (according to the Monk of Evesham, p. 122.) ad instantiam Ducis Lancastrke. Johannes Northampton

—etsocii sui nuper de Londoniis banniti, restituti stint ad prislinas libertates. The Judgement against him was

reversed in Parliament the next year, Rot. Pari. 14 R. U. n. 36. and he was restored to his lands, &c. the year follow-

ing. Rot. Pari. 15 R. U. n. 33. This connexion of Northampton with the Duke of Lancaster will account for the part

which Chaucer appears to have taken in this unhappy afl'air. He was verj- early attached to that Duke, and was at

this time married to a sister of Catherine Swinford, the Duke's mistress ; and it is observable, that the first mark of

royal favour, which he received after his distresses, was bestowed upon him at the same time that Northampton

received his pardon, and probably through the same mediation.

k See Tanner's Bib. Brit. v. Chaucer, n. e. It may justly be doubted whether these two offices together indemnified
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annuity of twenty pounds [ap. Rymer.'] ' ;—in the 21st, his Protection for two years [/6wZ.] ;

—

and in the 22d, a pipe of wine annually. Ih\d. In the next year, the 1st H. IV. his two grants,

of the annuity of 20/. and of the pipe of wine, were confirmed to him [MSS. Rymer, II. IV.

vol. i. n. 27.], and at the same time he had an additional grant of an annuity of 40 marks. lihl.

n. 15. He died, according to the inscription on his tomb-stone, in the beginning of the 2 H. IV

on the 25th of October, 1400.

These, I think, are the principal facts in Chaucer's life, which are attested by authentic

evidences". We learn from himself, in his Treatise on the Astrolabe, that he had a son, call: i

Lowis, who was ten years of age in 1391. It is the only circumstance, as I recollect, relating

to his family, of which he has informed us. A few other historical particulars relating to

himself, which may be collected from his writings, have been taken notice of already ; and

perhaps a more attentive examination of his works might furnish a few more. "We must be

cautious however, in such an examination, of supposing allusions which Chaucer uevcr

intended, or of arguing from pieces which he never wrote, as if they were his. We must ikjv

infer from his repeated commendations of the Daysie-flower, that he was specially favourt 1

by Margaret, Countess of Pembroke" ; and still less should we set him down as a foUotcer of

9

our author for the loss of his former office in the Customs. That was probably a very lucrative one. He complains of

"being berafte out of dignitie of Office, in which he made a gatheringe of worldly godes;"and in another place he

speaks of himself as "once glorious in worldly welefulnesse, and having suche godes in welthe as maken men riclie."

Test, of L. fol. 326. a. b. But that he should ever have been possessed of "lands and revenues to the yearly value

almost of a thousand pounds," according to the tradition repeated by Mr. Speght, is quite incredible.

' If Chaucer was ever possessed of Dunnington-castle in Berkshire, as his Biographers suppose he was, he must have

purchased it about this time ; for it appears to have been in the possession of Sir Richard Abberbury in the I6th year

of R. II. Monast. Ang. ii. 474. AVe have no proof of any such purchase, and the situation of his affairs makes it highly

improbable. The tradition, which Jlr. Evelyn mentions in his Sylva, of an oak in Dunnington-park called Chaucer's

oak, may be sufficiently accounted for without supposing that it was planted by Chaucer himself, as the Castle was

undoubtedly in the hands of Thomas Chaucer for many years.

™ It appears further from the Exitiis, Pasch. 4 R. II. [ JISS. Rymer, R. II. vol. ii. n. 3.] that Chaucer, on the 24 Jlay,

1381, received at the Exchequer a half-year's payment of his own two annuities of 20 marks each, and also a half-years

payment of an annuity of 10 marks, granted by E. III. and confirmed by R. II. to his wife Philippa, miper uni domi-

cellarum Philippa, miper Regince Anglice. The title given to her of domicella proves that she was unmarried at tlie

time of her being in the Queen's service. Tliere is a patent in Rymer, 43 E. III. by which the King, about f(uii-

moiaths after Queen Philippa's death, grants annuities to nine of her Domicella, viz. to four of them 10 marks, to two

5 pounds, and to three 5 marks. One of them is called Philippa Pykard, and might very well be supposed to be tlio

lady whom Chaucer afterwards married, if it were not for two objections, 1. that the annuity granted to her is only

5 pounds, whereas Chaucer's wife appears by this record to have had one of 10 marks ; and 2. that the Historians,

though they ovra themselves totally ignorant of the Christian name of Chaucer's wife, are all agreed that her surname

was Rouet, the same with that of her father and eldest sister, Catherine Swj-nford. The first objection might be gnt

over by supposing that her annuity, though at first only .5 pounds, was encreased, perhaps upon her marriage with

Chaucer, to 10 marks. As to the other point, it is not impossible that the father, and the eldest sister, who was his

heiress [See Pat. 13 H. IV. p. 1. m. 35. ap. Rymer.'], might bear the name of de Rouet, (or de Roelt, as it is in the Pat.

13 H. IV. just quoted,) from some estate in their possession, and yet the younger Sister might be called by the family-

name of Pykard.

If the records of payments at the Exchequer for the eleven years preceding 1381 are still in being, they may enable

us to clear up these doubts, and also, perhaps, to ascertain very nearly the time of Chaucer's marriage, as they will

probably shew when he began to receive his wife's annuity. If this last point were ascertained, we should know
better what to think of the relation of Thomas Cliaucer to our author. Mr. Speght informs us, "that some held

opinion, that Thomas C. was not the sonne of Geffrey," and there are certainly many circumstances which might

incline us to that opinion. I was in hopes of meeting with some light upon this subject in a Poem which Lydgate is

said to have written, entitled, " A Complaint upon the departure of Thomas Chaucer into France, upon the Kynges
Arobassate." A Poem, with this title, is extant in HIS. Harl. 30". 33. in the hand-writing of J. Stowe ; but upon
inspection I found it to be a mere love-ballad, without the least imaginable reference to Thomas Chaucer.

>' I can find no other foundation for this notion. Mr. Speght, who first started it, says, that " it may appeare in

divers treatises by him written : as in (he Prologue of the Legend ofgood Women under the name of the Daysie; and
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Alain Chartier", because his Editors have falsely ascribed to liim a translation of one of

Alain's poems.

likewise in a Dalhid, beginning, In the season of Fevcrier." The Ballad is among the additions made by John Stowe

to Chaucer's works in 1561, and, like the greatest part of those additions, is ofveryduhiousaulhvrity^ton^oVna

gentlest terms. But supposing it genuine, there is nothing in it to make us believe that it had any reference to the

Cojmtess of Pembroke. That its commendations of the Daysie ought not to weigh with us is very plain from the other

piece cited by Mr. Speght : for the Legende ofgood Women, in which ho imagines " the Lady Margaret to be honoured

under tlie name of the Daysie," was certainly not written till at le.TSt twelve years after that Lady's death. See the

Discourse, &c. n. 3. for the date of the Legcnde. The Countess Margaret must have died not later than 1370, as the

Earl's son, by his second wife Anne, was about nineteen years of age, when he was killed in a tournament in l.'iDl.

HoUinshed, p. 471. It is possible that le dit de lajleur de lis et de la Marguerite by Guillaume de Machaut [Acad.

des'-Insc. t. xx. p. 381.] and the Dilti^ de la jlour de la Margherite by Froissarl [Ibid. t. x. p. C69. t. xiv. hist. p. 223.],

(neither nf whicli had the least relation to the Countess of Pembroke,) might furnish us with the true key to those

mystical compliments, which our poet has paid to the Daysie-flower.

° Loland was the first author of this story, which is totally inconsistent with Chronologj'. The time of Alain's birth

has not been settled with precision ; but he was certainly living near 50 years after Chaucer's death ; which makes it

morally impossible tlaat the latter should have/ollowed him, in his attempts to polish his native language. La Balade

de Fongieret [ffiuvres d'Alain Chartier, p. 717-] was written upon the taking of that place by the English in 1443.

There is another piece attributed to Alain [Ibid. p. 779.], which is thus entitled, Complaiide/aite d Paris et presentc'e

d sa dame Van mil quatre cents cinquante deux. Instead therefore of supposing from the translation of La belle dame

sans mercie that Chaucer imitated Alain Chartier, we should rather conclude, that he was uot the author of that

translation ; which indeed in JIS. Harl. 372, is e.-tpressly attributed to a Sir Richard Bos.

I will just take notice of another opinion, (which has been propagated upon as little foundation,) that Chaucer

imitated the Frovenyal poets. Mr. IJymer, who, I believe, first made the discovery, speaks only of his having borrowed

from their language [View of Trag. p. 7f)-]. but Mr. Dryden found out, that he composed after their manner, particu-

larly his tale of the Floicer and the Leaf. Pref. to Fables. Mr. Warton also thinks, that the House of Fame " was

originally a Provencial composition." Hist, of Eng. Po. p. 389. 458.

How far Chaucer's language was borrowed, has been considered already, in the Essay, i&c. Part i. I will only add

here, that I have not observed in any of his %vritings a single phrase or word, which has the least appearance of having

been fetched by him from the South of the Loire. AVith respect to the manner and matter of his compositions, till sonic

clear instance of imitation be produced, I shall be slow to believe that in either he ever copied the poets of Provence,

with whose works, I apprehend, he had very little, if any, acquaintance.

[The following deposition was made by Chaucer Oct. 15, 1386, in the celebrated Scrope and Grosvenor controversy.

It was first printed in Godwin's Life of Chaucer (Appendix; i.), and has more recently appeared as a portion cf Sir

H. Nicolas's valuable publication, The Scrope and Grosvenor Roll (vol. i. 178)

:

" Geffiay Chaucere Esquier del age de xl ans et plus armeez par xxvii ans product pur la partie de mens. Richard

Lescropc, jurrez et examinez :

" Demandez, si lez armeez dazure ove un bende dor apperteignent ou deyvent apperteigner au dit mons. Rich.'ird

dn droit et de heritage, dist,

" Que oil; qar il lez ad veu estre armeez en Fraunce devant la ville de Retters, et mons. Henry Lescrope armez

en mesmes lez armeez ove un label blanc et a baner et le dit mons. Richard armeez en les entiers armez dazure ove

nn bende dor, et issint il lez vist armer par tout le dit viage, tanque le dit Geffrey estoit prls

:

" Demandez, par qei il sciet que lez ditz armez apperteignent au dit mons. Richard, dist,

" Que par oy dire dez veux chivalers et esquiers, et qils ount toutdys continuez lour possession en les ditz armez, et

par tout son temps pur lour armeez reputeez com commune fame et publike vols labourc ct ad labouree ; et auxi il

dist que quant il ad veu lez ditz armes en baneres, en verrures, en pejTitures, en vestemcntz, communement appellez

les armez de Lescrope

:

" Demandez, sil olast unques parler quele estoit le primer auncestre du dit inona Richard, qi portast primerment

lez ditz armez, dist,

" Que noun ; ne qil ne oiast unques autre mes qils estoient venuz de veille auncestre et dc dfcz veulz gentils hommes

et occupiez lez ditz armes

:
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«• Demandez, sU oiast unques parler com long temps que lez aimcestres du dit mens. Richard omit usez lez ditr

armes, dist,

" Que noun ; mes com il ad oy dire qil passe la memoir de homme

:

" Demandez, sil oiast unques dascun interrupcion ou chalange fait par mons. Robert Grcvenour, ou par oez aunces-

tres, ou par ascun en son noun, al dit mens. Richard, ou a ascun de cez auncestres, dist,

" Que noun ; mes il dist qil estoit ime foitz en Fridaystrete en Loundres, com il alast en la rewe il vist pendant

hors im novell signe fait dez ditz armez, et demandast quele herbergerie ceo estoit que avoit pendu hors cestez amies

du Sorope, et un autre luy respondist et dit, Neuyl, seigneur, ils ne sount mye penduz hors pour lez armez de Scrope,

ne depeyntez la pour cez armeez, mes il sount depej-ntez et mye la pour une chivaler del counte de Chestre, que

homme appelle mons. Robert Grovenour ; et ceo fuist le primer foitz que oonques il oiast parler de mons. Robert

Grovenour, ou de cez auncestres, ou de ascun autre portant le noun de Grovenour."

" The time of Chaucer's birth," observes Sir H. Nicolas, " has lately been much discussed in consequence of the

statement in his deposition in the Sorope and Grosvenor controversy, that he was in October 1386 of the age of ' forty

and upwards," and ' had been armed twenty-seven years,' which, if strictly correct, would make him to have been bom

about 1345, and to have served for the first time in tlie field in 1359 ; whereas the birth of the poet has been always

hitherto assigned, though without any positive evidence, to the year 1328. There are, however, strong reasons, derived

from many passages in his own works and in the writings of Gower, for believing that he was bom long before 134.5

;

and the many instances which have been adduced of the mistakes that occur respecting the ages of the deponents,

of whom some are stated to have been ten, and others even twenty years younger than they actually were, prevents

Chaucer's deposition being conclusive on the point. It is therefore possible that he was ten or even fifteen years

above forty in 1386. He had, he said, borne arms for twenty-seven years, on which subject the deponents were

generally more correct, so that assuming that he was about fifty-five when examined at Westminster, he did not

commence his military career until 1359, at which time he was above twenty-eight." Vol. ii. p. 404.

The following entries are from the Issue Roll of Thomas de Branii?i^ham, Sec. (edited by Blr. Devon) :

44 Edward iii,

Thursday, the 25th day of April.

" Geoffry Chaucer. ( To GeofiFry Chaucer, the King's valet, to whom the Lord the King, by his letters patent,

( lately granted 20 marks annually, to be received at the Excliequer during his life, for the

good service rendered by him to tlie same Lord the King. In money delivered to him, by the hands of Walter

Walssh, in discharge of the 10 marks payable to him for this his allowance,—to wit, at Easter Term last past,

hy his writ of iifteraie, amongst the mandates of this Term .... . £6134."

p. 19, (see also p. 289.)

44 Edward iii.,

Wednesday, the 7th day of November.

" Philippa Chaucer, i
'^^ Philippa Chaucer, to whom the Lord the King, by his letters patent, lately granted

I 10 marks yearly, to be received at the Exchequer during her life, (for the good service)

rendered by her to the same Lord the King. In money delivered to her by the hands of John de Hermes-

thorp, in discharge of the 10 marks for this her allowance £6 13 4."

p. 359.

The following entries occur in Issues of the Exchequer, &c. (edited by IMr. Devon)

:

Michaelmas, 51 Edward iii. " 27th November.—To Philippa Chaucer, one of the maids of honour of the chamber of

Philippa, late Queen of England, to whom the Lord the King granted 10 marks yearly,

to be received at the Exchequer during her life, or untU otherwise he should provide for

her estate. In money delivered to her by the hands of Geofi'rey Chaucer, in discharge of

the 5 marks payable to her for this her allowance,—to wit, at Michaelmas term last

past. By writ of liberate amongst the mandates of this term,—3?. 6*. 8d."

p. 203.

Easter, 2 Richard ii. " 2ithMay.—To Geoffrey Chaucer, to whom the present Lord the Kmg, on the 18th day of April

in the first year of his reign, by his letters patent, granted 20 marks yearly, to be received at the

Exchequer at the feasts of Saint Michael and Easter by equal portions, for the good services

performed and hereafter to be performed by him to the same Lord the King, and in recom-
pense of a pitcher of wine charged by the Lord King Edward, grandfather of the present

King, upon the port of the city of London, by the hands of the butler of the same King
Edward and his heu-s, also lately granted by letters patent to be received daily during the life

of the said Geoffrey. In money paid to him by assignment made this day in discharge of

121. is., paid to him for this his allowance,—to wit, as well rateably from the aforesaid )8th

day of April unto the feast of Saint Michael next following, as for the term of Easter last past
By writ, (ic.,—12?. 13^."

p. 210i
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Michaelmas, 4 Richard ii. " 2Sth November.—To Geoffrey Chaucer, in money paid to his own hands in discharge of

14/. due upon an account made with him at the Exchequer of account, for receipt of his

wages and expenses in going upon the King's messiige to Lombardy. in the 1st year of

the reign of King Richard ii. By >vrit of privy seal, <.Vc.,—14^"

p. 214

.—

^

"6lh March.—To Geoffrey Chaucer, an esquire of the ICing. In money paid to his own
bands, by assignment made to him this day, in discharge of 22/., which tlie Lord the King

commanded to be paid him of his gift in recompense of his wages, and the charges

by him incurred in going as well in the time of King Edward, grandfather of the present

King, as a messenger of the same grandfather, to Mounstrell and Paris, in France, on

account of a treaty of peace pending between the aforesaid grandfather and h is adversary

of France ; as in the time of thepresent Lord the King, to make a communication respect-

ing a marriage to be had between the same Lord the King and tlic daughter of his said

enemy of France. By writ of priyy seal, &c.,—22Z."

p. 215

Mioliaelm.ns, i3 Richard ii. " 7'ft October.—To Geoffrey Chaucer, clerk of the works of the Lord the King within the

palace of Westminster, Tower of London, and divers others the King's castles and

manors. In money paid to him by assignment made this day,—to wit, by the hands of

John Hermesthorp, clerk of the works near the Tower. By WTit of liberate pmongst the

mandates of Easter term last past,—66^ 13*. id. [_Note.—This Roll contains several

other paj-ments to GeolTrey Chaucer, as clerk of the King's works."]"

p. ?.39.]



AN ESSAY
ON

THE LANGUAGE AND VERSIFICATION OF

CHAUCER. •

CONTENTS.

IVTRODUCTIOM. The different judgements of the Lan-

guage and Versification of Chaucer stated. Plan of this

Essay, in three parts. 1. To vindicate Chaucer from the

charge of having corrupted the English Language hy too

great a mixture of French with it. 2. To make some
ohservations upon the real state of our language in his

time. 3. To apply those observations and others towards

illustrating the real nature of his Versification.

PART THE FIRST.

§ I. The French Language introduced into England
before the Conquest

; § ii. confirmed and propagated by
the new establishments at the Conquest ; § iii. was the

ordinary language of the Court ; § iv. was carried into the

Provinces by the great Barons and military Commanders
;

§ V. and especiallyby the Clergy ; § vi. who, both Secular

and Regular, were chiefly foreigners. § vii. The French
Language continued to be much used as late as the reign

of Edward III. § viii. Conclusion, that the mixture of

French in Chaucer's writings was not owing to any affec-

tation of his, but to the causes above-mentioned, which
in his time had generally introduced the Norman-Saxon
instead of the Saxon Dialect ; the same mixture being
observable in other contemporary authors.

PART THE SECOND.

§ I. The proposed observations upon the English lan-

guage confined to the actual state of it in the time of

Chaucer, § ii. and divided, so as to consider separately the

Saxon and Norman parts of it. § in. The Saxon part

considered in grammatical order. 1. The Prepositive

Article. 2. Nouns substantive and adjective. 3. Pro-

noims. 4. Verbs and Participles. 5. The indeclinable

parts of speech. § iv. The Norman part considered gener-

ally, § v. and more particularly with respect to Nouns,
substantive and adjective. Verbs, and Participles. § vi.

Additional causes of the introduction of a great number
of French terms into the English Language.

PART THE THIRD.

§ r. Preliminary observations upon English Poetry.

The form of English Poetry probably borrowed from the

Normans, there being no traces of Rime, or Metre, among
the Saxons before the Conquest. The Metres and Rime
of modern Poetry derived from the Latin. § ii. Progress

of English Poetry to the reign of Henry II. Early attempts

at riming. § in. Few English Poets known between the

reign of Henry IL and that of Henry III. § iv. The
Ormulum written in verses of fifteen syllables without

rime. § v. The number of Rimers increased between the

last mentioned period and the time when Chaucer began

to write. § vi. State of our Poetry at that time. § v;i.

Account of the Metres then in use ; § viii of those used

by Chaucer. § ix. The Heroic Metre probably introduced

by him, either from France or Italy. §x. A knowledge

of the ancient pronimciation of our language necessary in

order to form a judgement of the Versification of Chaucer.

§ XI. How a critic in the age of Augustus would have pro-

ceeded in judging of the Jletre of Ennius. § xii. The-
same method recommended with respect to Chaucer.

General reasons for believing that he understood and
practised the ordinary rules of Metre. § xiir. The offences

against Metre, in an English verse, enumerated, as arising

from 1. a superfluity, 2. a deficiency, of syllables; and 3. a

misplacing of Accents. § xiv. No superfluity of syllables

in Chaucer's verses. § xv. The seeeming deficiencies in

his Metre may generally be supplied by restoring the

antient pronunciation of certain syllables, § xvi. and espe-

cially of the e feminine. Reasons for believing that the

final e in our antient language was pronounced like the e

feminine of the French. § xvii. The third kind of irregu-

larity, arising from a misplacing of accents , may be recti-

fied, in many instances, by accenting certain words in a
manner different from that now in use, and more agree-

able to the French practice. Proofs that such a mode of

accentuation was used by Chaucer, in words of Saxon, as

well as of French original. The early poets in France and
Italy not exact in the disposition of their accents. § xvni.

Illustration of the foregoing Theory by a Grammatical
and Metrical Analysis of the first eighteen lines of the

Canterbury Tales.

The Language of Chaucer has undergone two very different judgements. According to

one ^, he is the " well of English undefiled ;" according to the other ^, he has corrupted and

' Spenser, F. Q. b. iv. c. ii. st. 32.

» Verstegan, c. 7- " Some few ages ages after [the Conquest] came the Poet Gefi'erj Chaucer, who writing his
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deformed tbe English idiom by an immoderate mixture of French words. Nor do the opinions

with respect to his versification seem to have been less discordant, llis contemporaries^, and

they who lived nearest to his time, universally extoU him as the " chief Poete of Britaine,"

" the flour of Poetes," &c. titles, which must be supposed to imply their admiration of his

metrical skill, as well as of his other poetical talents ; but the later critics ', though they leave

him in possession of the same sounding titles, yet they are almost unanimously agreed, that lie

was either totally ignorant or negligent of metrical rules, and that his verses, if they may be

so called, are frequently deficient, by a syllable or two, of their just measure.

It is the purpose of the following Essay to throw some light upon both these questions.

Admitting the fact, that the English of Chaucer has a great mixture of French in it, 1 hope to

shew, that this mixture, if a crime, cannot fairly be laid to his charge. I sliall then proceed

to state some observations upon the most material peculiarities of the Norman-Saxon, or

English Language, as it appears to have been in general use in the age of Chaucer ; and lastly,

applying these observations to the poetical parts of the Canterbury Tales, as they are faithfully

printed in this edition from the best MSS. which I coud procure, I shall leave it to the intelligent

Reader to determine, whether Chaucer was really ignorant of the laws, or even of the graces,

of N^'ersification, and whether he was more negligent of either than the very early Poets in

almost all languages are found to have been.

PART THE FHJST.

§ I. In order to judge, in the first place, how far Chaucer ought to be charged as the importer

of the many French words and phrases, which are so visible in all his writings, it will be

necessary to take a short view of the early introduction and long prevalency of the French

language in this country before his time. It might be suflicient, perhaps, for our purpose to

begin this view at the Conquest : but I cannot help observing, from a contemporary Historian,

that, several years before that great event, the language of France had been introduced into

the court of England, and from thence among the people. The account which Ingulphus gives

of this matter is ^, that Edward, commonly called the Confessor, having been educated at the

poesies in English is of some called the first illuminator of the English tongue. Of their opinion I am not, though I

reverence Chaucer as an excellent Poet for his time. He was indeed ayreat mingler of EnglUh with Frbkch, unto

which language (by like for that he was descended of Frencli, or rather Wallon race) he carried a great

affection."

Skinner, Etymol. L. A. Prasf. "Ex hoc malesano novitatis pruritu, Belgae Gallicas voces passim civifate sua

donando patrii sermonis puritatem nuper non leviter inquinarunt, et Chauceri's pocta, pessimo exemplo, integrit

vocum plaustris ex eadem Gallia in noslram linguam invectis, earn, niniis an tea a Normannorum victoria adulteratam,

omni fere nativa' gratia et nitore spoliavit."

3 Lydgate, Occleve, et al. See the Testimonies prefixed to Urry's Edit.

* I shall only quote Dryden, Pref. to his Fables. "The verse of Chaucer, I confess, is not harmonious to us;

—

They who lived with him, and some time after him, thought it musical ; and it continues so even in our judgment, if

compared with the numbers of Lidgate and Gower, his contemporaries;
—

'Tis true, I cannot go so far as he, who
published the last edition of him [Mr. Speght] ; for he would make us believe the fault is in our ears, and that there

were really ten syllables iu a verse where we find but nine. But this opinion is not worth confuting ; 'tis so gross and
obvious an error, that common sense (which is a rule in every thing but matters of Faith and Revelation) must
convince the Reader, that equality of numbers in every verse which we call Heroick, was either not known, or not

always practised, in Chaucer's age. It were an easy matter to produce some thousands of his verses, which are lame
for want of half a foot, and sometimes a whole one, and which no pronunciation can make otherwise."

This peremptory decision has never since, that I know, been controverted, except by Mr. Urry, whose design of

restoring the metre of Chaucer by a Collation of MSS. was as laudable, as his execution of it has certainly been

unsutcessful.

* Ingulph. Hist. Croyl. p. 62. ed. Gale. "Rex autem Edwardas natus in Avnlia, ted tt'itritiis in Hoimannia et
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court of his uncle Duke Ricliard II. and having resided in Normandy many years, became

almost a Frenchman. Upon his return from thence and accession to tlie throne of England in

1043, he brought over with him a number of Normans, whom he promoted to the highest

dignities ; and, according to Ingulphus, under the influence of the King and his Norman

favourites, the whole nation began to lay aside their English fasliions and imitate the manners

of the French in many things. In particular, he says expressly, that all the Nobility in their

courts h'<jan to spfiok French, as a great piece ofgentilitij.

§ II. This fashion however of speaking French, having been adopted only in compliance with

tlie caprice of the reigning prince, would not probably have spread very wide or lasted very

long ; but at the Revolution, wliich followed soon after in 106G, the language of the Norman

conquerour was interwoven with the new political system ^, and the several establishments,

which were made for the support and security of the one, all contributed, in a greater or less

degree, to the dififusion and permanency of the other.

§ Tii. To begin with the court. If we consider that the King himself, the chief officers of

state, and by far the greatest part of the nobility, were all Normans, and coud probably speak

no language but their own, we can have no doubt that French ^ was the ordinary language of the

court. The few Saxons, who for some time^ were admitted there, must have had the

strongest inducements to acquire the same language as soon as possible, not merely for the sake

of apprehending and answering insignificant questions in the circle, but because in that age

aiFairsof the greatest importance were publickly transacted in the King'scourt, and there they

might be called upon to answer for their possessions and even for their lives. In an ecclesias-

tical synod, held in the presence of the King in 1072, the venerable bishop of Worcester,

diiitissime iinmoraius, pene in Gallicura transierat, adducens ac attrahens de Xormannia plurimos, quos variis

dljnitatibuspromotosinimmeiuum exaltabat. Capit ergo iota terra sub Refie et sub aliis 2^or>nannis introduces

Anplicos ritus dii»it(ere,ei Francorum mores in multis imitari, Gallicum [scilicet] idioma omnes Magnates in suis

curiis tanquam magnum gentilitium loqui, chartas et chirographa Sua more Francoriim conjicere, ct propriam con-

suetudinem, in Jiis et in aliis multis erubescere."

^Robert Holkot (as quoted by Selden.ad Eadmer. p. 189.) says, that the Conquerour—" deliberavit quomodo linguam

Saxonicam posset destruere, et Anglium et Normanniam in idiomale concordare."—But Holkot wrote only in the

fourteenth century, and I do not find that the earlier historians impute to the King so silly a project. On the contrary

Ordericus Vitalis, 1. iv. p. 520, assures us that William

—

" Anglicam locutionem plerumque sategit ediscere : ut sine

interprete querelam subjectce legis posset infelligere, et scita rectitudinis unicuique (prout ratio dictaret) affectuose

depromere. Ast a perceplione kujusmodi durior cetas ilium compescebat, et tiimultus mtiltimodarum occupationum ad

alia necessario adtrahebat."—And several of his publick instruments, which are still extant in Saxon, [Hickes G. A. S.

p. 164.—Praef. p. xv, xvi.] prove that he had no objection to using that language in business; so that it seems more

natural to suppose, that the introduction of the French langtiage was a consequence only, and not an object, of his

policy.

' I apprehend that long before this time the Danish tongue had ceased to be spoken in Normandy. It was never

general there, as appears from a passage of Dudon, 1. iii. p. 112. Duke William I. gives this reason for sending his son

Richard to be educated at Baieux. "Qtioniam quidem Rotomagensis civitas Romana, potius quam Dacisea utilur

eloqucntid, et Ba}Oca.cens\s fruitur frequeniiits T>a.c\sca. lingud quam Romana, volo igitur ut ad Bajocacensia rfc/er-

atur quantocius mcenia," &c. If we recollect, that the Danish settlers under Rollo were few in comparison with the

original inhabitants, and had probably scarce any use of letters among them, we shall not be surprised that they

did not preserve their language for above two or three generations.

From two other passages of the same Dudon we learn, that the Danish language, while it lasted.in Normandy, was

very similar to the Saxon [p. 99.], and yet different from it [p. 100.] ; qualem decet esse sororem.

9 After the death of Edwin, and the imprisonment of Morcar in 1070, we do not read of any Saxon Earl, except

Waltheof, and he was executed for misprision of treason about three years after. Orderic. Vit. 1. iv. p. 536. It is

singular, that Waltheof, according to the Saxon law, suffered death for the concealment of that treason, for which

Roger de Breteuil, Earl of Hereford, being tried secundum leges Kormannorum, coud tmly be punished by a forfeiture

of his inheritance and perpetual imprisonment. Id, p. 535. From this time (says Ingulphus, p. 7C.) Comitaltis et

Baronias, Episcopatus et Pralatias totlus terrce stiis Normannis Rex distribuit, et vix aXiquem, Anglicum ad

honoris statnm vel alicujiis dominii principatum ascendere perniisit
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Wulstan, (whose Iwly shnpUcity, us tlie 9 Historian calls it, seems to have preserved him from the

degradation which almost all the other Engliyh Prelates underwent) was obliged to defend the

rights of his see by an interpreter, a monk (according to the same '" Iiistori;in) of rerrj little

eloquence, but who had a smattering of the Norman lamjuaije.

§ IV. If we consider further, that the groat Barons, to whom William " distributed a large

share of his conquest, when released from their attendance in the King's court, retired to

courts of their own, where they in their turn were surrounded by a numerous train of

vassals, chietly their own countrymen, we may be sure that the French language travelled with

them into the most distant provinces, and was used by them, not only in their common conver-

sation, but in their civil contracts, their judicial proceedings, and even in the promulgation of

their '- laws. The many Castles, whicli William built '^ in different parts of the island,

must also have contributed very much to the propagation of tlie French language among the

natives, as it is probable that the Foreigners, of whom the garrisons were '^ entirely composed,

would insist upon carrying on all their transactions with the neighbouring country in their

own language.

§ v. But the great alteration, which, from political motives, was made in the state of the

clergy at that time, must have operated perhaps more efficaciously than any other cause to give

the French language a deep root in England. The Conquerour seems to have been fully

apprized of the strength which the new government might derive from a Clergy more closely

attached to himself by a community of interests than the native English were likely to he.

Accordingly, from the very beginning of his reign, all ecclesiastical preferments, as fast as

they became vacant, were given to his Norman chaplains ; and, not content to avail himself of

the ordinary course of succession, he contrived '% upon various charges of real or ijretended

' Will. Malmesb. 1. lii. p. 118. Hie sancta simplicitas beati Vulstani &c. The story wliich follows perfectly

justifies this character. Slatt. Paris, ad an. 109.5, says that in another Synod there was a formal design of dejKising

Wmstan, and that he was saved only by a miracle. He was accused " simidicUatis it illiteratura
;

"

—" et quasi homo

idiota, qui linguam Gallicanam non noverat, nee regiis consiliis interesse poterat, ipso liege consentiente et hoc

dictante, decernitur deponendus."

i" Ibid. Ita datdbenedictione Monacho, minima; /acundia viro, sed Normanniccc liiiguce sciiilu, rem perornns

obtinuit.

" There is a curious detail of part of this distribution in Ordericus Vitalis, 1. iv. p. ."iai, 2. which concludes thus :

—"aliisque advenis, qui sibi cohaserant, magnos et multos honores contulit ; et in tantum quosdam provexit, ut

multos in Anylid diliores et polentiores haberent clientes, quam eorum in Neustrid fuerant parentes." There is an

acoount in the Monast. Angl. t. i. p. 400. of the Conquerour's giving the whole county of Cumberland to Ranulph de

• Meschines, and of the division which Ranulph made of it among his relations and followers, who appear to have been

all foreigners.

'* The antient Earls had apowcr of legislation within their Counties. William of Malmesbury, spealcing of William

Fitz-Osbeme, Earl of Hereford, says; "Manet in hune diem in Comilalu ijus apud Ilerefordum legum quas staluil

inconcussa firmitas ; ut nullus miles pro qualieunque commisso plus septem solidis solvat ; cumin aliis provinei is

ob parvam occasiunculam in transgressione prcecepti herilis, viginti vel viginti quinque pendantur." Lib. iii. p. 105.

13 Ordericus Vitalis, 1. iv. p. 511. observes, that before the Conquest, " Munitiones, quas Caslella Galli nuncupant,

Anglicis provinciis paucissimoe fuerant : et ob hoc Angli, licet bellicosi fuerint et audaces, ad resislendum tamen

inimicis extiterant debiliores." William, at his landing, placed garrisons at Pevensey and Hastings. After the battle,

he took possession of Dover, and left a garrison there. He caused " firmamenta qucedam " to be made at London, and

built a strong citadel at Winchester. Upon his return from Normandy, after the first insurrection of the English, ho

built a castle within the city of Exeter ; another at IVancick ; and another at Kottingham. In the city of York,

" munitionem firmavit, quam delectis militibus custodiendam tradidit." At Lincoln, Huntingdon, and Cambridge,

" castra locavit et tulelam eorum fortissimis viris commendavit." He had also garrisons at Montaeule in Somerset-

shire, and at Shreiesbury. He built fortifications at Chester and Stafford. We read also of castles at Arundel and States-

bury at this time ; and Norwich was so strong as to stand a siege of three months. Ord. Vit. p. 500—535.

i» Oideric. Vital. 1. iv. p. 506. Cusiodes in castellis strenuos vivos ex G.iUis collocavit, et op^deuta bencjicia, pro

quihus lobores et pericula libenter tolerarent, dislribuit.

'* See the transactions of the Council held at irinchi'slfr in the veaj 1070, ap. Flor. Vicom. p r.3fi Hflvini; spr.k.-'n
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irregularities, to remove several of the English Bishops and Abbots, wKose places were in like

manner inimediatoly supplied by Foreigners. In short, in the space of a very few years, all

the Sees of England were filled with Normans, or strangers naturalized, if I may so say, in

Normandy, and the greatest part of the Abbeys in the kingdom were under governours of the

same description.

§ VI. It must be allowed, that the confessed superiority '^ in literature of the Norman clergy

over the English at that time furnished the King with a specious pretext for these promotions
;

and it is probable, that the Prelates, wiio were thus promoted, made use of the same pretext to

justify themselves in disposing of all their best benefices among their friends and countrymen.

That this was their constant practice is certain. Nor were the new Abbots less industrious to

stock their convents ''' with Foreigners, whom they invited over from the Continent, partly

perhaps for the pleasure of their society, and partly, as we may suppose, in expectation of their

support against the cabals of the English monks. And when the great Barons, following the

royal example, applied themselves to make their peace with the Church by giving her a share

of their plunder, it was their usual custom to begin their religious establishments with a

colony '^ from some Norman Monastery.

§ VII. In this state of things, which seems to have continued ^^ with little variation to the

of the degradation of Stigand, Archbishop of Canterbury, and Agelmar, Bishop of the East Saxons, he proceeds thus

:

Abbaies eticm alicpn ibi degradati sunt, opcram ilante rege ul quamplures ex Anglis suo honore privarerUur, in

quorum locum sua gentis personas subrogavit, ob confirmationem sui (quod noviter acquisi»rat) regni. Ilic et

nonnuUus, tarn episcopos qiiam Abbaies, quos nulla evident! causa nee concilia nee leges seculi damnabant, siiis

honoribus privavit, et usque adjinevi vitce custodies mandpatos detinuit, suspicione, lit diximus, tantum inductus noi'i

regni.

In confirmation of what is said here and in the text, if we examine the subscriptions to an Ecclesiastical Consti-

tution in 1072, ap. 'Will. Malm. 1. iii. p II7. we find that the two Archbishops, seven Bishops out of eleven, and six

Abbots out of twelve, were Foreigners: and in about five years more the four other Bishopricks, and five at least of

the other six Abbeys, were in the hands of Foreigners.

Another Ecclesiastical Constitution made at this time has very much the appearance of a political regulation. It

orders "that the Bishops' seats shall be removed from towns to cities ;
" and in consequence of it the See of Liche-

field was removed to Chester ; that of Selesey to Chichester ; that of Elmham to Thetford, and afterwards to Norwich ;

that of Shireburne to Salisbury, and that of Dorchester to Lincoln. Will. Malm. 1. iii. p. 118. When the King

had got a set of Bishops to his mind, he would wish to have them placed where their influence coud be of most service

to bim.

'° Ordericus Vitalis, 1. iv. p. 513. says, that the Normans at the Conquest found the English, " agrestes et pene

illiteratos ;" and he imputes, with some probability, the decay of learning among them, from the time of Beda and

others, to the continual ravages and oppressions of the Danes. See also William of Slalmesbury, 1. iii. p. 101, 2. It

may be observed too, from Continuat. Hist. Croyland, by Peter of Blois, p. 114. that tlie first regular lectures (of which

we have any account) at Cambridge were read there by four foreign Blonks, who had come over into England with

Jeffrey, Abbot of Croyland, formerly Prior of St. Evroul. They are said to have read " diversis in locis a se divisi et

/ormam Aurelianensis sludii sectiti," three of them in Grammar, Logick, and Ehetorick, and the fourth in Theology.

" See the preceding note. Tliere was no great harmony at first between the English monks and their new
governours. See the proceedings at Glastonbury under Thurstin [Will. Malm. 1. iii. p. 110], and at Canterbury against

Wido. [Chron. Saxon, p. I/O, 180. ed. Gibson.]

18 The Conquerour had put Goisbert, » monk of Marmontier, at the head of his new foundation of Battle Abbey.

Ord. Vital. 1. iv. p. 505. In like manner Roger de Montgomery, Earl of Shrewsbury, sent for Monks from S6es to

begin his Abbey at Shrewsbury. Id. 1. iv. p. 581. Walter Espec also brought over Monks of Clervaulx to fill his two

Abbeys, of Rivaulx, and Wardun. Ailr. Rievali. ap. X Script, p. 338.

.Beside these and many other independent foundations, which were in this manner opened for the reception of

foreign Monks in preference to the natives, a considerable number of Religious Houses were built and endowed, as

cells to different monasteries abroad ; and as such were constantly filled by detachments from the superiour society.

They are frequently mentioned in our histories under the general name of the Alien Prioi-ics ; and though several of

them, upon various pretexts, had withdrawn themselves from their foreign connexions and been made denizens, no

less than cne hundred and forty remained in 1414, which were then all suppressed and their revenues vested in the

crown. See the List, Monast. Angl. v. i. p. 1035.

10 I suppose that, during this whole period of above 250 years, the English language was continually gaining ground,
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time of Edward III. it is probable, that the French and English languages subsisted together

througliout the kingdom ; the higher orders, both of the Clergy and Laity ^, speaking almost

by slow and almost imperceptible degrees, in proportion nearly as the English natives were emerging from that state

of depression in which tliey were placed by the Conquest. We have no reasim to believe that much progress was made
in either of these matters before the reign of King John. The loss of Normandy &c. in that icign, and the consequent

regulations of Henry III. and Louis IX. by which the subjects of either crow n were made incapable of holding lands in

the dominions of the other [JIatth. Paris, ad an. 1244], must have greatly diminished the usual conflux of Normans to

tbe English court; and the intestine commotions in this coimtry under John and Henry 111. in which so many of

the greater Barons lost their lives and estates, must eventually have opened a way for the English to raise themselves

to honours and possessions, to which they had very rarely before been admitted to a-pire.

In the year 1258, the 4-2 Henry III. we have a particular instance (the first, I believe, of the kind) of attention on

the side of government to the English part of the community. The Letters Patent, which the King was advised to

publish in support of the Oxford Provisions, were sent to each County in Latin, French, and English. [AnnaL
Burton, p. 416. One of them has been printed from the PateutroU, 4.'} H. III. n. 40. m. 15. by Somner in his Diet. Sax.

V. U.v.VAV, and by Ilcarne, Text. Roff. p. 391.] At the same time all the proceedings in the business of the Provisions

appear to have been carried on in French, and the principal persons in both parties are evidently of foreign extraction.

If a conjecture may be allowed in a matter so little capable of proof, I should think it probable, that the necessity,

which the great Barons were under at this time, of engaging the body of the people to support them in their opposition

to a new set of foreigners, chiefly Poitevins, contributed very much to abolish the invidious distinctions which had
long subsisted between the French and English parts of the nation. In the early times after the Conquest, if we may
believe Henry of Huntingdon [L. vi. p. 370.] " fo be called an Englishman was a reproach : " but when the Clares, the

Bohuns, the Bigods, &c. were raising armies for the expulsion of Foreigners out of the kingdom, they would not

probably be unwilling to have themselves considered as natives of England. Accordingly Matthew Paris [p. 833.]

calls Hugh Bigod (a brother of the Earl Marshall) viriim de terra Anglorum naiuralem et itigenuum; and in another

passage [p. 851.] he appropriates the title of " alienigence" to those foreigners, " qui Jiegina allinentes per earn intra-

ducti fuerant in Atigliam: " and so perhaps the word ought generally to be understood in the transactions of that

reign. None but persons born out of England were then esteemed as Foreigners.

About the same time we find an Archbishop of York objecting to Clerks (recommended to benefices by the Pope),

because they were " ignorant of the English language" [Mat. Par. p. 831.]; which seems to imply, that a knowledge

of that language was then considered among the pniper qualifications of an Ecclesiastick ; but that it was not neces-

sarily required, even in the Parochial Clergy, appears from the great number of foreign Parsons, Vicars, &C who had

the King's Letters of protection in the 25lh year of Edward I. See the Lists in Prynne, t. i. p. 709—720.

*" The testimony of Robert of Gloucester (who lived in the times of H. III. and E. I.) is so full and precise to this

point, that I trust the Reader will not be displeased to see it in his own words, or rather in the words of that

very incorrect MS. which Hearne has religiously followed in his edition.

Kob. Glouc. p. 304.

Thus come lo ! Kngelond into Normannes honde.

And the Normans ne couthe speUe tho 'bote her owe speche,

And speke Frenche as 'dude atom, and here chyldren dude al so teclie.

So that hey men of thys lond, that of her blod come,

Ifoldeth alle thuike speche, tliat hii of hera nonie.

' Vor bote a man couthe French, ' me tolth of hym wcl liite;

' Ac lowe men holdeth to Englyss and to her kunde speche 'yttte.

Ich wene ther ne be man in world contreyes none,

That ne holdeth to her kunde speche, bote Engelond one.

Ac wel me wot vor to conne bothe wel yt ys,

Vor the more that a man con, the more worth ne ys.

1 shall throw together here a few miscellaneous facts in confirmation of this general testimony of Robert of

Gloucester.

A letter of Hugh, Bishop of Coventry, preserved by Hovedcn [p. 704.] assures us, that William, Bishop of Ely,

Chancellor and Prime Minister to Richard I. " linguam Aiujlicanam prorsiis it/norabal."

In the reign of Henry HI. Robert of Gloticester, intending, as it should se^m, to give the very words of Peter,

Bishop of Hereford (whom he has just called "a Freinss bishop '"), makes him speak thus.

—

"Par Crist," he sede,

"Sir Toinas, tu is maviis. Meinl hen te ayfet." Rob. Glouc. p. 537.

There is a more pleasant instance of tbe familiar use of the French language by a bishop, as late as the time of

Edward II. Louis, consecrated Bishop of Durham in 1318, was unfortunately very illiterate—'-laicus ; Latinum nun

B Bui their own. ' For but « But kiiide, natural.

b Did al home. <* il/c" told—lite, little. ' Yet.
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universally French, the lower retaining the use of their native tongue, but also frequently-

adding to it a knowledge of the other. The general inducements which the English had to

acquire the Frencii language have been touched upon above ; to which must be added, that

the children, who were put to leai-n Latin, were under a necessity of learning French at the

same time, as it was the constant practice in all schools, from the Conquest -' till about the

reign of Edward III. to make the scholars construe their Latin lessons into French. From the

discontinuance of this practice, as well as from other causes, the use and, probably, the know-

ledge of French, as a separate language, received a considerable check. In the 36th year of

Edward III. a law 2- was made, " that all pleas, in the courts of the King or of any other Lord,

intelligens, sed cum difficultate pronuncians. TJnde, cum in consecratione sua profiteri debuit, quamvis per multos

dies ante instructorem habuisset, legere nescivit : et cum, auriculantibus [f. articulantibus] aliis, cum difficultate ad

ilXuil yeThum jnctropoUtica pervenisset, et din anbelans pronunciare non posset, dixit in Gallico ; Seit pur dite.—Et

cum similiter celebraret ordines, nee illud verbum in eenigmate proferre posset, dixit circumstantibus : Po.r Stint

Lnwys, il nefu, pas curteis, qui cesle parole ici escrit." Hist. Dunelm. ap. AVharton, Ang. Sac. t. i. p. 761.

The transactions at Norham, in 1291, the 20 Ed. L with respect to the Scottish Succession, appear to have been

almost wholly carried on in French, for which it is difficult to account but by supposing that language to have been

the language of the Court in both nations. See the Roll de Superior. Reg. Angl. in Prj-nne, t. i. p. 487, et seq.

Edward's claim of the Superiority is first made by Sir Roger Brabanson Sermone Gallico ; and afterwards the Bishop

of Bath and Wells, and the King himself, epeak to the assembly of English and Scots in the same language. Ibid,

p. 499. 501.

The answers of the Bishop of Durham to the Pope's Nuncioes in Gallico [Walt. Hemingf. ad aa. 1295.] may be

supposed to have been out of complaisance to the Cardinals, (though, by the way, they do not appear to have been

Frenchmen ;) but no such construction can be put upon the following fact related by JIatthew of Westminster [ad

an. 1301. p. 438.] The Archbishop of Canterbury informs the Pope, that he had presented his Hoiinesses letters to

the King in a full court, "quas ipse dominus rex reverenter recipiens, eas publice legi coram omnibus, et in Gallica

lingua fecerat patenter exponi."

21 Ingulphus, a contemporary writer, informs us that this practice began at the Conquest, p. 71- " Ipsum etiam,

idioma [Anglicum] tantum abhorrehant [Normanni], quod leges terra statutaque Anglicoriun regum lingua. Gallicd

tractareniur ; et pueris etiam in seholis principia literarum grammatica Gallice ac non Anglice traderentur ; modus

etiam scribendi Anglicus omitteretur, et modus Gallicus in chartis et in libris omnibus admitleretur."—And Trevisa,

the translator and augmenter of Higden's Polychronicon in the reign of Richard U. gives us a very particular

account of its beginning to be disused within his own memory. The two passages of Higden and Trevisa throw so

much light upon the subject of our present enquiry, that I shall insert them both at length, from MS. Harl. 1900. as

being more correct in several places than the MS. from which Dr. Hickes formerly printed them in his Pra^f. ad

Thes. Ling. Septent. p. xvii.

Higden's Polt/chron. b. i.e. lix. This apayringe of the birthe tonge is by cause of tweye thinges: oon is for

children in scole, azenes the usage and maner of alle other naciouns, beth compelled for to leve her owne langage,

and for to constrewe her lessouns and her thingis a Frensche, and haveth siththe that the Normans come first into

England. Also gentil mennes children beth ytauzt for to speke Frensche, from the tyme that thei beth rokked in

her cradel, and kunneth speke and playe with a cbildes brooche. And uplondish men wole likne hem self to gentil

men, and fondeth with grete bisynesse for to speke Frensche, for to be the more ytold of.

Trevisa. This maner was myche jTised to fore the first moreyn, and is siththe som del ychaungide. For John Corn-

waile, a maistre of grammer, chaungide the lore in grammer scole and construction of Frcnsch into Englisch, and

Richard Pencriche lerned that maner teehing of him, and other men of Pencriche. So that now, the zere of oure lord

a thousand thre hundred foure score and fj've, of the secunde king Rychard after the Conquest nyne, in alle the

gramer scoles of Englond children leveth Frensch, and construeth and lerneth an Englisch, and haveth therby

avauntage in oon side and desavauntage in another. Ber avauntage is, that thei lerneth her grammer in lasse tyme
than children were w. nt to do. Desavauntage is, that now children of grammer scole kunneth no more Frensch tha.-;

can lier lifte heele. And that is harm for hem, and thei schul passe the see and travaile in strange londes,

and in many other places also. Also gcntel men haveth now mych ylefte for to teche her children Frensch.

" This celebrated statute is said by Walsingham [p. 179.] to have been made " ad petitionem Communitatis ,-" but

no such petition appears upon the Parliament-roll : and it seems rather to have been an Act of Grace, moving from
the King, who on the same day entered into the fiftieth year of his age; « tmde in suo Jubileo populo suo se exhibuit

gratiositm." Walsing. ibid. It is remarkable too, that the cause of summons at the beginning of this Parliament

was declared by Sir Henry Greene, Chief Justice, en Engleis (says the Recordfor the first time) : and the same Entry
is repeated in the Records of the Parliaments 37 and 38 Edw. III. but not in those of 40 Edw. IH. or of any later

Parliament; either because the custom of opening the cause of summons in French was restored again after tl\nt
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ehall be pleaded and judged in the English tongue," and the preamble recites, "that the French

lotKjue (in which tiiey had been usually pleaded, &c.) was too much uiiknoicti" or disused ; and yet,

for near threescore years after this ^ the proceedings in Parliament, with very few exceptions,

appear to have been all in French, and the statutes continued to be published in the same
language, for above one hundred and twenty years, till the first of Richard III.

§ VIII. From what has been said I think we may fairly conclude, that the English language

must have imbibed a sti-ong tincture of the French, long before the age of Chaucer, and

consequently that he ought not to be charged as the importer of words and phrases, which he

only used after the example of his predecessors and in common with his contemporaries

This was the real fact, and is capable of being demonstrated to any one, who will take the

trouble of comparing the writings of Chaucer with those of - Robert of Gloucester and Robert

of Brunne, who both lived before him, and with those of Sir John Mandeville and WiclifF, who
lived at the same time with him. If we coud for a moment sui)pose the contrary ; if we coud

suppose that the English idiom, in the age of Chaucer, remained pure and unmixed, as it was

spoken in the courts of Alfred or Egbert, and that the French was still a foreign, or at least a

separate language ; I would ask, whether it is credible, that a Poet, writing in English upon

the most familiar subjects, would stuff his compositions with French words and phrases, which,

upon the above supposition, must have been unintelligible to the greatest part of his readers ;

or, if he had been so very absurd, is it conceivable, that he should have immediately become

not only the most admired, but also the most popular writer of his time and country ?

sliort interval, or, perhaps, because the new practice oi opening it in English was so well established, in the opinion

of the Clerk, as not to need being marked by a special Entry.

The reasons assigned, in the preamble to this Statute, for having Pleas and Judgements in the Tnglish tongue

might all have been urged, with at least equal force, for havingthe Laws themselves in that language. But tht limes

Were not yet ripe for that innovation. The English scale was clearly beginning to preponderate, but the slowness of

its motion proves that it had a great weight to overcome.

23 All the Parliamentary proceedings in English before 1422, the first of Henry VI. are the few which follow.

The Confession of Thomas Duke of Gloucester, taken at Calais by William Kickhill and recorded in Parliament,

intur Plac. Coron. 21 Ric. II. n. 9. It is printed in TjTrell, v. iii. p. 793.

Some passages in the Deposition of Richard II. printed at the end of Knighton, int. X Scriptores.

The ordinance between William Lord the Roos and Robert Tirwhitt, Justice of the King's Bench. 13 Hen. IV. n. 18.

A Petition of the Commons with the King's answer. 2 Hen. V. n. 22.

A Proviso in English inserted into a French grant of a Disme and Quinzisme. 9 Hen. V. n. 10.

At the beginning of the reign of Henry VI. the two languages seem to have been used indifferently. The Subsidy

of Wolle, &c. was granted in English. 1 Hen. VI. n. 19. A Proviso in French was added by the Commons to the

Articles for the Council of Regency, which are in English Ibid n. 33. Even the Royal Assent was given to Bills

in English. 2 Hen. AX and n. 54. Be it ordeined as it is asked. Be it as it is axed.—and again, n. 55.

I have stated this matter so particularly, in order to shew, that when the French language ceased to be generally

understood, it was gradually disused in Parliamentary proceedings; and from thence, I think, we may fairly infer,

that while it was used in those proceedings, constantly and exclusively of the English, it must have bsen very

'generally understood.

« Robert of Gloucester's Chronicle has been published by Hearne, Oxf. 1724, faithfully, I dare say, but from

incorrect MSS. The author speaks of himself [p. 560.] as living at the time of the Battle of Evesham in 12G5 ; and

from another passage [p. 224.] he seems to have lived beyond the year 1278, though his history ends in 1270. See

Hearne's Pref. p. Ixviii.

Robert Manning of Brunne, or Bourn, in Lincolnshire, translated into English rimes, from the French of Robert

Grosseteste, Bishop of Lincoln, a treatise called " Manuel de Pechis," as early as the year 1303. This work of his

has never been printed, but is preserved among the Harleian MSS. n. 1/01. and the Bodleian, n. 2323. He also

translated from the French an history of England: the first part, or Gesla Britonnm. from Master Wace: the

remainder, to the death of Edward I. from Peter of Langtoft. His translation was finished in 1333. The latter part,

with some extracts from the former, was printed by Heame in 1725, from a single MS.

Sir John Mandeville's account of his Travells was written in 1356. In the last edition. Lend. 1727, the text is said

to have been formed from a collation of several MSS. and seems to be tolerably correct.

Wicliff died in 1384. His translation of the New Testament was printed for the first time by Lewis, Lend. 1731.

There is an immense Catalogue of other works, either really his or ascribed to him, still extant in MS. See his Life

by Lewis ; and Tanner, BiW. Brit
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PART THE SECOND.

Having thus endeavoured to shew, in opposition to the ill-grounded censures of Yerstegan

and Skinner, that the corruption, or improvement, of the English language by a mixture of

French was not originally owing to Chaucer, I shall proceed, in the second part of this Essay,

to make some observations upon the most material peculiarities of that Norman-Saxon dialect,

which I suppose to have prevailed in the age of Chaucer, and which, in substance, remains to

this day the language of England.

§ I. By what means tlie French tongue was first introduced and propagated in this island

has been sufviciently explained above ; but to ascertain with any exactness the degrees, by

whicli it insinuated itself and was ingrafted into the Saxon, would be a much more difficult

task^', for want of a regular series of the writings of approved authors transmitted to us by

authentic copies. Luckily for us, as our concern is solely with that period when the incorpo-

ration of the two languages was completed, it is of no great importance to determine the

precise time at which any word or phrase became naturalized ; and for the same reason, we

liave no need to enquire minutely, with respect to the other alterations, which the Saxon

language in its several stages appears to have undergone, how far they proceeded from the

natural mutability of liuman speech, especially among an unlearned people, and how far they

were owing to a successive conflux of Danish and Norman invaders.

§ II. The following observations therefore will chiefly refer to the state, iA which the

English language appears to have been about the time of Chaucer, and they will daturally

divide themselves into two parts. The first will consider the remains of the antient Saxon

mass, however defaced or disguised by various accidents ; the second will endeavour to point

out the nature and effects of the accessions, Avhich, in the course of near three centuries, it had

received from Normandy.

§ III. For the sake of method it will be convenient to go through the several j^arts of

speech in the order, in which they are commonly ranged by Grammarians.

1. The Prepositive Article ]"e, j-eo, faC, (which answered to the o, ^, to, of the Greeks, in

all its varieties of gender, case, and number,) had been long laid aside, and instead of it an

indeclinable the was prefixed to all sorts of nouns, in all cases, and in both numbers.

2. The Declensions of the Noims Substantive were reduced from six to one ; and instead of

a variety of cases in both numbers, tliey had only a Genitive case singular, which was uniformly

deduced from the Nominative by adding to it es; or only s, if it ended in an e feminine ; and

that same form was used to express the -^Plural number in all its cases: as, Nom. Shour,

Gen. Bhoures, Plur. Skoures. Nom. Name, Gen. Names, Plur, Names.

The Nouns Adjective had lost all distinction of Gender, Case, or Number.

*5 In order to trace with exactness the progress of any Language, it seems necessary, 1. that we sUoald have hefore

us a continued series of authors ; 2. that those authors should have been approved, as having written, at least, with

paritj ; and 3. that their writings should have been correctly copied. In the English language, we have scarce any

authors within the first century after the Conquest ; of those, who wrote before Chaucer, and whose writings have

been preserved, we have no testimony of approbation from their contemporaries or successors ; and lastly, tlie Copies

of their works, which we have received, ar.e in general so fuU of inaccuracies, as to make it often very difficult for

us to be assured, that we are in possession of the genuine words of the Author.

S" It is scarce necessary to take notice of a few Plurals, which were expressed differently, though their number

u as greater in the time of Chaucer than it is now. Some of them seem to retain their termination in en from the

second Declension of the Sax.ins ; as oxen, eyen, hosen, &c. Others seem to have adopted it euphonice gratia ; ag,

brethren, eyren, instead of, bjioSpu, sejTlU. And a few seem to have been always Irregularly declined ; as,

men, wimmen, mice, lice, feet, &c. See Hickes, Or. A. S p. 11, 12.
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3. The Primitive Pronouns retained one oblique case-^ in eacli number : as, Ic, or /; Wc:
Obi. Me; Us:—Thou; Ye: Obi. Thcc; You.—He, She; Hl^, or Th^-,/ : Oh]. Ilbn, Hire ; Ilein,

or Them.

Their Pos?essives wore in the same state with the Adjectives ; J/i«, Thin, IJis, Hire ; Oure,

Yoitre, Ilir, or Their -^.

The Interrogative and Relative ^Vho liad a Genitive and Accusative case, Whos, and Whom,
but no variety of Number.

On the contrary, the Demonstrative, This, and That, had a Plural expression, 77tise, and Tho,

I ut no variety of case.

The other words, which are often, though improperly, placed in the class of Pronouns, were

all become undeclined, like the Adjectives ; except, Eyth.er, alterutei'; Neijther, neuter ; Other,

alter; which had a Genitive case Singular, Eytheres, Ncythcres, Otheres : Other, alius, had a

Genitive case singular, and a Plural number, Otheres ; and Aller (a corruption of ealjia) was
still in use, as the Genitive Plural of Alle^^.

'' I take no notice here of the Genitive cases, min, thin, oure, youre, &c. as being at tlijs time hardly ever distin-

guishable from Pronouns Possessive. How are wc to know whether min boke sliould be rendered liber mei, or liber

nieuff In the Plural number however, in a few instances, the Genitive case seems to have retained its proper

power. C. T. v. 825. cure aller cok—would be more naturally translated

—

nostrum omnium gallus, than, nosier

omnium. And so in P. P. fol. cxi. Youre aller hele

—

veslrum omnium salus; not, vestra.

28 It is very difficult to say from whence, or why, the Pronoims, They, Them, and Their, were introduced into our

language. The Saxon Pronouns, Hi, Hem, and Ilir, seem to have been in constant use in the timo of Robert of

(Jloucester. Sir John Mandeville and Chaucer use They, for Hi ; but never, as 1 remember, (in tlie JISS. of autho-

rity) Them, or Their.

2' The four last of these Possessive Pronouns were sometimes expressed a little differently viz. Hires, Ourcs,

Youres, and Hirs, or Theirs , as they are still, when the Noun to which they belong is understood, or when they

are placed after it in a sentence. To the question. Whose book is this? v/e answer. Hers, Ours, Yours, or Theirs

.

or we declare; This book is Hers, Ours, &c. I can hardly conceive that the final * in these words is a mark of the

Possessive or Genitive) case, as a very able writer [Short Introduction to English Grammar, p. 35, 6.] seems to be

inclined to think ; because in the instances just mentioned, and in all which I have been able to find or to imagine, I

cannot discover the least trace of the usual powers of the Genitive case. The learned Wallis [Gram. Ang. o. 7.J has

explained the use of these Pronouns without attempting to account for their form. He only adds ; " Nonnulli, hern,

ourn, yourn, hisn, dicunt, pro hers, ours, iScc. scd barbare, nee quisquam (credo) sic scribere solet." If it coud be

proved that these words were antiently terminated in 7i, we might be led to conjecture that they were originally

abbreviations of her own, our oicn, &c. the n being afterwards softened into s, as it has been in many other words.

'"^ It may be proper here to take a little notice of the Pronoun, or Pronominal Adjective, Se^, which our best

Grammarians; from Wallis downwards, have attempted to metamorphose into a Substantive. In the Saxon

language, it is certain that Syl/was declined like other Adjectives, and was joined in constr»cti(m with Pronouns

Personal and Substantives, just as ipse is in Latin. They said, lo sjlf. Ego ipse ; Min sylfcs, mei ipsius ; Me yylfne,

me ipsium, &c. Petrus sylf, Petrus ipse, &c. [See Ilickes, Gr. A. S. p. 2G.] In the age of Chaucer, Self, like other

Adjectives, was become undeclined. Though he writes. Self, Selve, and Selven, those varieties do not denote any

distinction of case or number; for he uses indifferently, fiimsel/a.nd himselven ; hemscl/ and hemsclven. lie joins it

with Substantives, in the sense of ipse, as the Saxons did. [See v. 2862. In that sclve grove. In illo ipso nemorc. v.

45.^^. Thy iitwe neighebour. Ipse tuus vicinus] But his great departure from the antient usage was with respect to

the Pronouns Personal prefixed to Self. Instead of declining them through the oases which tliey still retained, he

uses constantly, iMyself, for, I self, and. Me self ; Thyself, for, Tliou self, and, Thee self ; Him self and Hire self, for,

lie self and She self ; and in the Plural number, Our self, for, AVe self, and Us self ; Your self, for, Ye self, and

Yon self ; and Hem self, for, They self.

It would be vain to attempt to defend this practice of Chaucer upon any principles of reason or grammatical

analogj-. All that can be said for it is, that perhaps any regular practice was preferable to the confusion and uncer-

tainty which seems ti) have prevailed before. Accordinglj-, the writers who succeeded him following his example, it

lecame a rule, as I conceive, of the English language, that Personal Pronouns prefixed to Self were only used in one

case in each number ; viz. those of the First and Second Person in the Genitive case, according to the Saxon form.

and tbose of the Third in the Accusative.

By degrees a custom was introduced of annexing Se]f to Pronouns in the Singular number only, and Selres (a cor-
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4. The verbs, at the time of which we are treating, were very nearly reduced to the simjile

state in which they are at present.

They had four Modes, as now ; the Indicative, the Imperative, the Subjunctive, and the

Infinitive ; and only two expressions of Time, the Present and the Past. All the other

varieties of Mode and Time were expressed by Auxiliary Verbs.

In the inflexions of their Verbs, they differed very little from us, in the Singular number :

I lore, Thoulorest, He loveth : but in the Plural they were not agreed among themselves ; some""^

adhering to the old Saxon form ; We loveth, Ye loteth, They loveth ; and others adopting, what

seems to have been, the Teutonic ; We loven. Ye loven, They loven. In the Plural of the Past

Tense the latter form prevailed universally : I loved, thou lovedest, he loved : We loveden, Yc

loteden. They loveden.

The second person Plural in the Imperative Mode regularly terminated in eth ; as, Lorcth

ye^" ; though the final consonants, according to the genius of the language, were frequently

omitted, especially in verse.

The Saxon termination of the Infinitive in an had been long changed into en ; to loven, to

liven, &c. and they were beginning to drop the n ; to love, to I'lxe.

The Participle of the Present Time began to be generally terminated in ing ; as, loving

;

though the old form, which terminated in ende, or ande, was still in use ; as, lovende, or lovande.

The Participle of the Past time continued to be formed, as the Past time itself was, in ed ; as,

loved ; or in some contraction of ed^^ ; except among the irregular Verbs ^'', where for the most

part it terminated in en ; as,bounden, fonnden.

riiption, I suppose, of Selven) to those in the Plural. This probably contributed to persuade our late Grammarians

that StV/ was a Substantive; as the true English Adjective does not vary in the Plural number. Another cause of

tlieir mistake might be, that they considered ?)!y, ihi/, ovr, your, to which self is usually joined, as Pronouns

Possessive ; whereas I think it more probable that they were the Saxon Genitive cases of the Fersonnl Pronoun?.

The metaphysical Substantive Self, of which our more modern Philosophers and Poets have made so much use, was

unknown, I believe, in the time of Chaucer.

31 In the long quotation from Trevisa (which see above, n. 21.) it may be observed, that all his Plural Verbs of the

Present Tense terminate in eth ,- whereas in Sir John Mandeville and Chaucer they terminate almost as constantly in ni.

3« Mand. p. 281. And at certeyn houres—thei seyn to certeyn ofBceres

—

Maketh pees (i. e. JLike ye silence). Anfl

than sein the OiSceres, Noivpecs! hjstenelh (i. e. listen ye)—In the following page, Stondelh, is used for, Stand ye.- and

Pultelh, for Put ye.

33 The methods, by which the final ed of the Past Tense and its Participle was contracted or abbreviatrd, in tli'

age of Chaucer, were chiefly the following

:

1. By throwing awaj' the d.

This method took place in Verbs, whose last Consonant was t, preceded by a Consonant. Thus, caste, cosfe, hin-tc,

putte, slilte, were used instead of, casled, ccstcd, hurted, putted, slitled.

2. By transposing the d.

This was very generally done in Verbs, whose last Consonant was d, preceded by a Vowel. Thus, instead of, reded

leded, spreded,b!eded,/eded, it was usual to vrrite, redde, ledde, spredde, bledde,/edde.—And this same method of

transposition, I apprehend, was originally applied to shorten those words which we now contract by Syncope ; as,

lov'd, liv'd, smil'd, hear'd,fear'd, which were antiently written lovde, livde, sirJlde, herde,ferde.

3. By transposing the d and changing it into t.

This method was used 1, in Verbs, whose last Consonant was t, preceded by a Vowel. Thus, leted, swetcd, meted,

were changed into, lette, swette,mette.—2, in Verbs, whose last Consonant was li preceded by a Consonant. Thus,

bended, hilded, girded, were changed into, bente, bilte, girte.—Kni generally, in Verbs, in which d i changed into t, I

conceive that d was first transposed ; so that dwelled, passed, dremed, feled, keped, should be supposed to have been

first changed into, dwellde, passde, dremde,fdde, kepde, and then into, dwelle, paste, dremte,/eUe, kepte.

4. The last method, together with a change of the radical vowel, will account for the analogy of a species of Verbs,

generally reputed anomalous, which form their Past Time and its Participle, according to modem orthography, in

ght. The process seems to have been thus. Bring, bringed, brongde, brogde. brogte ; TIdnk, thinked, thcnkdc,

Viokde, thokte; Teche,teched, tactide, tactile, &c. Ou]y fought, from fghted, seems to have been formed, by throwing
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The greatest part of the Auxiliary Verbs were only in use in the Present and Past Tenses

of their Indicative and Subjunctive Modes. Tiiey were inflected in those tenses like other

Verbs, and were prefixed to the Infinitive Mode of the Verb to which they were Auxiliary.

I shall loven ; I will, or woU, loven ; I mai/, or mow, loven ; I can, or con, loven, &c. We shullen

loven ; We willen, or wollen, loven ; We moiren loven ; We coniten loven, &c. In the Past tense,

I ^ shulde loven ; I icvhle loven ; I mhjhte, or moiujlite loven ; I cvude loven, &:c. We shul/hn, we
voldeii, we mhjhten, or mouijKten, we coitden loven, &c.

The Auxiliary To Haven was a complete Verb, and, being prefixed to the Participle of tlie

Past time, was used to express the Preterperfect and Preterpluperfect Tenses. I hare loved,

Thou hared, or hast loved, lie haretk, or hath loved ; We haren, or ha/i loved, &c. I hadde^^ loved,

thou haddest loved, he hadde loved ; We, ye, they, hadden loved.

The Auxiliary To ben was also a complete Verb, and being prefixed to the Participle of the

Past time, with the help of the other Auxiliary Verbs, supplied the place of the whole Passive

voice, for which the Saxon language had no other form of expression. I am, thou art, he is

loved ; We, ye, they, aren, or ben loved. I icas, thou wast, he was loved ; We, ye, they, weren

loved 37.

5. With respect to the indeclinable parts of Speech, it will bo sufficient to observe here, that

many of them still remained pure Saxon : the greatest number had undergone a slight change

of a letter or two ; and the more considerable alterations, by which some had been disfigured,

were fairly deducible from that propensity to abbreviation, for which the inhabitants of this

island have been long remarkable, though perhaps not more justly so than their neighbours.

§ IV. Such was, in general, the state of the Saxon part of the English language when Chaucer

began to write ; let us now take a short view of the accessions, which it may be suj)posed to

have received at difterent times from Normandy.

As the language of our Ancestors was complete in all its parts, and had served them for the

purposes of discourse and even of composition in various kinds, long before they had any

intimate acquaintance with their French neighbours, they had no call from necessity, and

' away the d (according to method 1.) and changing the radical Vowel. See instances of similar contractions in the

Francic language. Hickes, Gramm. Fr. Th. p. 66.

[
" I consider those verbs only as irregular, in which the Past Time and its Participle diCfer from each other. Their

J
varieties are too numerous to be particularly examined here ; but I believe there are scarce any, in which the deviations

ifrom
the regular form will not appear to have been made by some method of contraction, or abbreviation, similar to

those which have been pointed out in the last note among the Regular Verbs. The common termination of the

Participle in en is clearly a substitution for erf, probably for the sake of a more agreeable sound ; and it is often

shortened, as ed has been shewn to be, by transposition. Thus, drawen. knowen, boren, stolen, were changed into

dratcne, knowne, borne, stolne.

*' Shulde and Wolde are contracted from Sludled, and Wollcd, by transposing the d, according to method 2.

Mighu and Moiighte are formed from mai/hed and moghed, according to method .3. Maghcd, maghde, maghte

;

Moghed, moghde, moglile.

Coude is from conmd, by transposition of the d, and softening the n into ti. It is often written couthe, and always

so, I believe, when it is used as a Participle. In the same manner Bishop Douglao, and other Scottish ^^Titer8, use

Brguuth as the Praeterit of Begin. Begonned, begonde, hegoude, begouthe.

** Hadde is contracted from Haved, as made is from maked. See Hickes, Cram. Fr. Th, p. fiC.

'' The verb To do is considered by Wallis, and other later Grammarians, as an Auxiliary Verb. It is so u.rcd,

though verj- rarely, by Chaucer. [See v. l-)742,4.] He more commonly uses it transitively : [v. 10074. Do stripen niB.

Falles me depouiUer.—y. 10075. Do me drenche. Failes me noyer.'] but still more frequently to save the repetition of

a verb. [y. 269.

His ejen twinkeled in his hed aright.

As DO.N the sterres in a frosty night.]

Dr. Hickes has taken notice that do was used in this last manner by the Saxons : [Gr. A. S. p. 77-] and so was/aire by

llie Frciich. and indeed is still. It must be confessed, that the exact power, which do, as an auxiliary, now has in

oar language, is not easy to be defined, and still less to be accounted for from analogy.
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consequently no sufficient inducement, to alter its original and radical constitutions, or even

its customary forms. Accordingly, we have just seen, that, in all the essential parts of Speecli,

the characteristical features of the Saxon idiom were always preserved ; and we shall see

presently, that the crowds of French words, which from time to time were imported, were

themselves made subject, either immediately or by degrees, to the laws of that same idiom.

§ V, The words which were thus imported, were chiefly Nouns Substantive, Adjectives,Verl's,

and Participles. The Adverbs, which are derived from French Adjectives, seem to have been

formed from them after they were Anglicised, as they have all the Saxon termination Itch or

hj^^, instead of the French ment. As to the other indeclinable parts of Speech, our language,

being sufficiently rich in its own stores, has borrowed nothing from France, except perhaps aii

Interjection or two.

The Nouns Substantive in the French language (as in all the other languages derived from

the Latin) had lost their Cases long before the time of which we are treating ; but such of

them as were naturalised here, seem all to have acquired a Genitive case, according to the

corrupted Saxon form, which has been stated above. Their Plural number was also new

modelled to the same form, if necessary ; for in Nouns ending in e feminine, as the greater

part of the French did, the two languages were already agreed. Nom. Flour. Gen. Floiinj.

Plur. Floures. Nom. Dame. Gen. Dames. Plur. Dames,

On the contrary, the Adjectives, which at home had a distinction of Gender and Number,

upon their naturalisation here, seem to have been generally stript of both, and reduced to the

simple state of the English Adjective, without Case, Gender, or Number.

The French Verbs were obliged to lay aside all their differences of Conjugation. Accorder.

sovffrir, recetoir, descendre, were regularly changed into

—

accorden, suffren, recehen, descenden.

They brought with them only two Tenses, the Present and the Past ; nor did they retain any

singularity of Inflexion, which coud distinguish them from other Verbs of Saxon growth.

The Participle indeed of the Present time, 'm some Veiijs, appears to Imve still preserved ils

original French form ; as, usant, stiffisant, &c.

The Participle of the Past time adopted, almost universally, the regular Saxon termination

in ed ; as accorded, suffred, received, descended. It even frequently assumed the prepositive

particle je, (or y, as it was latterly written,) which, among the Saxons, was very generally,

though not peculiarly, prefixed to that Participle.

§ VI. Upon the Avhole, I believe it may be said with truth, that, at the time which we are

considering, though the form of our Language was still Saxon, the matter was in a great

measure French. The novelties of all kinds, which the Revolution in 1066 had introduced,

demanded a large supply of new terms ; and our Ancestors very naturally took what they

wanted, from the Language which was already familiar to a considerable part of the Commu-

nity. Our Poets in particular, who have generally the principal share in modelling a

Language, found it their interest to borrow as many words as they conveniently coud from

France. As they were for a long time chiefly Translators, this expedient saved them the

trouble of hunting for correspondent terms in Saxon. The French words too, being the

remains of a polished language, were smoother and slid easier into metre than the Saxon,

which had never undergone any regular cultivation : their final syllables chimed together with

more frequent consonancies, aud their Accents were better adapted to Riming Poetry. But

more of this in the next Part.

38 As rarely, conthiiialli/, veraily, bravely, &c. wliich correspond to the French adverbs, rareiaent, (^nntimielli^mcnt,

veraiment, bravement, &c.



VERSIFICATION OF CHAUCER. xxuc

PART THE THIRD.

Befoue wc proceed in the third and last part of tliis Essay, in which wo are to consider tlie

Versirication of Chaucer, it may be useful to premise a few observations upon the state of

English Poetry antecedent to his time.

§ I. That the Saxons had a species of writing-, which differed from their common prose, and
was considered by themselves as Poetry ^^, is very certain ; but it seems equally certain, tiiat

tiieir compositions of that kind were neither divided into verses of a determinate number of

syllables, nor embellished with what we call Rime''*'. There are no traces, I believe, to be

S9 The account which Beda has given of Caedmon [Ecel. Hist. 1. iv. c. 24.] is sufficient to prove this. lie repeatedly

tails the compositions of Cjedmon carmina—poemala—and in one place, versus: which words in the Saxon trans-

lations are rendered Leol*, L/eob J'Onjej', or J'onjej'—and pepr : andarfcaneJirfi is translated, Leob

cpfflfC or fanj cpECfC

Asser also, in his Life of Alfred, speaks of Saxonica poemala and Saxonica carmina [p. 16. 43.] and most probably

the Canlileiice per successioties lemporum detrilce, which Malmesbury cites in his History,!. Jl. p. 52. were in the

Saxon language. The same writer [1. v. de Pontif. edit. Gale.] mentions a Carmen trivale of Aldhelm (the author of

the Latin Poem de Virginilate, who died in 709,) as adhuc vulgo cantilatum , and he quotes the testimony of King

Alfred, in his Liber manualis, or JIantlboc, as saying, " that no one was ever equal to Ahlhelm in English Poetry."

*" Both these circumstances are evident from the most cursory view of the several specimens of Saxon Poetry,

which Ilickcs has exhibited in his Gram. Ang. Sax. c. xxi. and they are allowed by that learned writer himself. Un-

willing however, as it should seem, to leave his favourite language without some system of versification, he supposes,

that the Saxons observed the quantity of syllables in their verses, " though perhaps," he adds, " not so strictly as the

Heroic Greek and Latin Poets."

He gives three reasons for this supposition. 1. Because they did not use Rime. 2. Because they transposed their

words in such an unnatural manner. *' Hoc autem cur facerent Anglo-Saxonum Poets, nulla, ut vidctur, alia assignari

causa potest, quara quce, ut idem facerent, Gra;cos et Latinos poetas coegit; nempe Metri Lex." 3. Because thcj' had

a great number of dis-syllable and polysyllable words, which were fit for metrical feet.

However specious these reasons may appear, they are certainly far from conclusive, even if we had no monuments of

Saxon Poetry remaining; but in the present case, I apprehend, the only satisfactory proof would have been to have

produced. o\itof the great heap of Poetical compositions in the Saxon language, some regular metrical verses; that is,

some portions of words, similar to each other in the nature and order of their component syllables, and occurring

either in a continued series, or at stated intervals. If all external proofs of the nature of the Roman Poetry were lost,

a few verses of Virgil or Horace would be sufficient to convince us, that their metres were regulated by the quantity of

syllables ; and if Caedmon had really written in a metre regulated by the quantity of syllables, a few of his lines must

have afforded us the same conviction with respect to the general laws of his versification.

For my own p.nrt, I confess myself unable to discover any material distinction of the Saxon Poetry from Prose,

except a greater pomp of diction, and a more stately kind of march.

Our ancestors affected a certain pomp of style in all their compositions. Angli (says Malmesbury, 1. i. p. 13.)

por.ipatice dictare amant. And this affectation, I suspect, was the true cause of their so frequently inverting the

natural order of their words, especially in Poetry. The obscurity arising from these inversions had the appearance of

Pomp. That they were not owing to the constraint of any metrical Laws (as Ilickes supposes) may be presumed from

their being commonly used in Prose, and even in Latin Prose, by Saxon writers. Ethelword, an Historian descended

in the fifth degree from King Ethelred [inter .Script, post Bedam, p. 831—850], is full of them. The following p.-issage

of his history, if literally translated, would read very like Saxon poetry. •' Ab:*trahuntur tunc
|
ferventes fide

|
anno

in eodem
|
Ilibernia stirpe

|
tres viri lecti

; |
furtim consuunt lenibum

|
taurinis byrsis ; | alimentum sibi

|
hebdo-

madarium supplent; elevant dies
|
per vela septem totidemque noctes," &c.

We do not see any marks of studied alliteration in the old Saxon Poetry ; so that we might attribute the introduction

of that practice to the Danes, if we were certain, that it made a part of the Scaldic versificatiou at the time of the

Danish settlements in England.

However that may have been, Giraldus Cambrensis [Descr. Camb. p. 88;t.] speaks of Jnnomination, which ha

describes to be what we call AUiteraliun, as the favourite rhetorical figure of both the Welsh and English in his time.

" Adto igitur hoc verhorum ornatu dua; nationes, Angli soil, et Cambri, in omni sermone exquisite utuntur ut nihil ab

his elcganter dictum, nullum nisi rude et agreste censeatur eloquium, si non schematis hujus lima plene fi;erit

expoUtuai." It is plain th.it Alliteration must have had very powerful ciiarms for the ears of our ancestors, as we
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found of either Rime or Metre in our language, till some years after the Conquest ; so that I

should appreheud we must have been obliged for both to the Normans, who very early *^

distinguished themselves by poetical performances in their Vulgar tongue.

The ]\Ietres which they used, aud which we seem to have borrowed from them, were plainlj

copied from the Latin ''- rythmical verses, whicli, in the declension of that language, were

current in various forms among those, who either did not understand, or did not regard, the

true quantity of syllables ; and the practice of Riming ^' is probably to be deduced from the

find that the Saxon Poetry, by the help of this embellishment alone, even after it had laid aside its pompou- phrase-

ology, was able to maintain itself, without Rime or Metre, for several centuries. See Dr. Percy's Essay on the Sletre

of Pierce Plowman's Visions. Rel. of Antient Poetry, vol. ii.

" I cannot find that the French Antiquaries have been able to produce any Poetry in any of the dialects of their

language, of an earlier date than the Conquest of England, or indeed than the beginning of the Xllth Century. How-

ever we read of a Thibaud de Vernun, Canon of Rouen, who, before the year 1053, "isultorum gesta Sanctorum, sed

et S'' Wandregesili, a sua latinitate transtulit, atque in communis lingua; usum satis facunde refudit, ac sic, ad

Quamdam tinnuli rythmi similitudincm, iirbanas ex illis cantilenas edidit. [De Jlirac. S" Vulframni. Auetore

Jlonaeho Fontanel!, tempt. Will. I. ap. Dacherii Acta SS. Ord. Ben. t. iii. p. 379.] It is probable too, that the

'• vulgares cantus," which, according to Raimond de Agiles [Gesta Dei, p. 180.], were composed against Arnoulph, a

Chaplain of the Duke of Xormandy, in the first Croisade, were in the French language ; and there can be little doubt

that William IX, Duke of Aquitain, upon his return from Jerusalem, in 1101, made use of his native tongue, when
" miserias captivitatis sua, ut erat jocundus et lepidus, multotiens retulil rythmicis versibus cum facetis modulatio-

nibus." Ord. Vital. 1. x. p. 793. The History of the taking of Jerusalem, which is said to have been ^\Titten by the

Chevalier Gregoire Bechada, of Tours in Limoges, maternd linyud, rylhino vulgari, ut populus pleniter intelligeret,"

[Labbe, Bibl. Xov. t. ii. p. 296] has not yet been brought to light ; so that probably the oldest French Poem of any

length now extant is a translation of Bestiarius by PhUlipe de Thaun, it being addressed to Aliz (Adeliza of Louvain)

I he second Queen of our Henry I.

There is a copy of this Poem among the Cotton MSS. Nero. A. v. The authors of the Ristoire Littiraire dela France,

t. ix. p. 173—90. suppose it to have been written about 1125, that is, thirty years before Le Brut, which Fauchet had

placed at the head of his list of French Poems.

I hhall take occasion in another place to shew, that the real author of Le Brut was Wace (the same who wTote the

Roman de Rou,) and not Wistaee, as Fauchet calls him.

*2 The Latin Rythmical verses resembled the Metrical in the number of syllables only, without any regard to

quantity. " Arma cano virumque qui primus Trojse ab oris " would pass for a very good Rythmical Hexameter. The

greatest part however of these compositions were in imitation of the Iambic and Trochaic metres; and in them, if

the Accents fell luckily, the unlearned ear would often be as well pleased as if the laws of Quantity were observed.

The two Rythmical Hymns quoted by Beda [De Jletris, edit. Putsch, p. 2380.] are sufficient to prove this. The first,

he obsei-ves, " ad instar Iambic) metri pulcherrime /actus est."

O res Kteme Domine

Rerum creator omnitmi, &c.

The uthcT is " ad /ormam metri Trochaici." ' •

Apparebit repentina dies magna Domini

Fur obscura velut nocte improvises occupans.

Intheformer of these Hymns, "Domine," to a modem ear at least, sounds as well as " nomine ;"—and in the latter,

"diM"and " velut," heing accented upon their fii'ft Syllables, afi'ect us no other wise than "d/cM " and " r«/«»»
"

would have done.

From such Latin Rythms, and chiefly those of the Iambic form, the present Poetical measures of all the nations of

Roman Europe are clearly derived. Instead of long and short Syllables, the Feet of our Poetry are composed of

c»vllables accented and unaccented, or rather of Sjilables strongly and less strongly accented ; and hence it is, that

we have so little variety of Feet, and consequently of Metres ; because the possible combinations of Syllables accented

and unaccented are, from the nature of speech, much more limited in point of number, than the combinations of long

and short Syllables were in the Greek and Latin languages.

<3 AVe see evident marks of a fondness for Rime in the Hymns of S. Ambrosius and S. Damasus, as early as the

fourth Century. One of the Hymns of Damasus, which begins,

" Martyris ecce dies Agathse

Virginia emicat eximiEB," &c.

is regularlj rimed throughout. Prudentius, who had a more classical taste, seems studiously to have avoido<l Rimes;
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siiiiie original, as we find that practice to have prevailed in Ecclesiastical llynuis, and other

compositions, in Latin, some centuries before Otfrid of Weisseubcrg, the first known Rimer in

any of the vulgar European dialects.

§ II. I wish it were in my power to give a regular history of the progress which our

Ancestors made in this new style of versification; but^'', except a few lines in the Saxon

Ciironicle upon the death of William the Conquerour, which seem to have been intended for

vprses of the Modern fashion, and a short Canticle, which, according to M;itt1uw Paris '^ tlie

but Sedulius and Fortunatus, in the fifth and sixth Centuries, use them frequently in their il\iuii». .>ci; their works,

and an Hymn of the latter ap. Fabric. Bib. Med. -litat. v. Fortunatus.

The learned JIuratori, in nis Dissertation de Rylhmicd Vderum Poesi, [Antiq. Med. JEvi, Dissert, xl.] has collected

together a vast heap of examples, which prove that Rimes were very generally used in Ilynms, Sequences, and other

religious compositions in Latin, in the Vllth, Vlllth, and IXth Centuries ; so that for my own part I think it as pro-

bable, that the Poets in the vulgar languages (who first appeared about the IXth Century) borrowed their Rimes

from the Latin Poetry of that age, as it is evident that they did the forms of their versification.

Otfrid of Weissenberg, the earliest Rimer that is known in any of the modern Languages, about the year 870, calls

Rime, in the style of the Latin Grammarians, Schema omccotcleuton [Praef. ad Liutbert. ap. Schilter. Thes. Antiq.

Teuton, t. i. p. IL] And when the Monk, who has been cited in n. 41. says, that Thibaud de Vernun composed his

Songs " ad quamdam tinnuli rythmi similitudhiem," he must mean, I think, that he composed them "in imitation of

[Latin] jingling Rythm." I say, Latin, or at least &omc/oreign, Rythm, because othersvise he would rather have said

in rythmo tinnulo. The addition of the epithet tinnulus seems to shew plainly enough, that Rythmus alone did not

then signify what we call Rime.

•* William of Malmesbury [de Gest. Pont. Angl. 1. iii. p. 271.] lias preserved two Riming verses of Aldrcd, Arch-

bishop of York, which that Prelate threw out against one Urse, Sheriff of Worcestershire, not long after the Conquest.

"Hatest thou Urse—Uave thou God's curse." "Vucaris Ursits—Habeas Dei maledictionem." Malmesbury says, that

he inserts this English, " quod Latina verba non sicut Anglica concinnilali respondent." The Concinnity, I suppose,

must have consisted in the Rime, and would hardly have been thought worth repeating, if Rime in English had not

then been a novelty.

The lines in the Saxon Chronicle, to which I mean to refer, are in p. 191. ed Gibs. The passage begins,

EajTrelaj- lie let pypcean.

•]eapme men j-piSe )-pencean

—

All the lines are not in Rime ; but I shall set do^\n a few, in English characters, which I thiuk eoud not have chimed

together so exactly by mere accident.

Thet he nam be rihte

And mid mycelan un -rihte

Of his leode

For littelre neode

—

lie sa;tte mycel deor- frith.

And he tegde laga ther with—
lie forbead tha heortas,

Swj-lce eac tha baras

;

Swa swithe he lufode tha headcor

Swjlce he wxre heora fa;der.

Eac he sa»tte be tham haran,

That hi mosten freo faran—

The concluding lines are

—

Se sel-mihtiga God

Kithe his saule mild-heortnisse

And do him his synna forgifenesse.

The writer of this part of the Chronicle (as he tells us himself, p. 189.) had seen the Conquerour.

» Hist. Angl. p. 100. Godric died in 1170, so that, according to tradition, the Canticle was prior to that period. The

first Stanza being incorrectly printed, I shall only transcribe the last.

—

Seinte Marie, Christes bur,

Meidenes clenhad, moderes flur,

Dilie mine sennen, rixe in min mod,

Bringe me to winne «ith selfe God

—
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blessed Virgin was pleased to dictate to Godric, an Hermite near Durham, I have not been

able to discover any attempts at Riming Poetry, wliicli can with probability be referred to an

earlier period than the reign of Henry the second. In that reign Layamon "'^j a Priest of

Eruleye near Severn, as he calls himself, translated (chiefly) from the French of Wace "''', a

Hoc CuiUicum (says M. P.) potest hoc modo in Latinum trans/erri

Sancta Maria, Christi thalamus,

virginalis puritas, matrisjtos,

dde mea crimina, regna in inente med,

duo nie adfcelicitatem cum solo Deo.

Upon the authority of this translation I have altered pinne (as it is in the print) to winne. The Saxon p is often

mistaken for a p.

*'' This work of Layamon is extant among the Cotton MSS. Cal. A. ix. A much later copy, in which the author,

by a natural corruption was called Laweman, was destroyed by the fire. There is an account of both copies in

Wanley's Cat. MSS. Septent. p. 228, and p. 237.

The following short extract from fol. 7, 8. containing an accoimt of the Sirens, which Brutus met with in his

voyage, will serve to support what is said in the text of this Author's intermixing Rimes with his proseJ

Ther heo funden the Merminnen,

That booth deor of muchele ginnen.

Wismen hit thunchet ful iwis,

Bineothe thon gurdle hit thunceth fisc.

Theos hahbeth swa murie soug,

Ne beo tha dai na swa long,

Ne bith na man weri

Heora songes to heran—

" The French Clerk, whom Layamon professes to have followed in his history, is called byWanley [Cat. MSS. Sept.

p. 2:?8.] Wate ; as if poor Maistre Wace were doomed to have his name perpetually mistaken. Fauchet, and a long

string of French Antiquaries, have agreed to call him Wislace. I shall here, in justice to Maistre Wace, (for whom
I hive a great respect, not only as a very antient but as a very ingenious Rimer,) state my reasons shortly for

believing, that he was the real author of that translation in French verse of Geffrey of Monmouth's Romance, which

is commonly called Le Brut.

In the first place his name is distinctly written in the text of three MSS. of very considerable antiquity. Two of

thcinare in the Museum, viz. Cotton. VitelL A. x. and Reg. 13 A. xxi. The third is at Cambridge, in the Library of

Bennet College, n. 58. In a fourth MS. also in the Museum, Harl. 6508. it is written Gazce, and Gace, by a sub-'

stitution of G for AV, very usual in the French language.

Secondly, in the MS. abovementioned of Layamon's history Cal. A. ix. if I may trust my own eyes, the name is

Wace ; and not Wate, as Wanley read it. The Saxon t is not very unlike a c. What Layamon has said further,

" tliat this Wace was a French Clerk, and presented his book to Alienor, the Queen of Henry" [the Second,] agrees

perfectly well with the date of Le Brut (in 1155, according to all the copies) and with the account which Wace
himself, in his Roman de Rou, has given of his attachment to Henry.

Thirdly, in a subsequent translation of Le Brut, which was made by Robert of Brunne in the beginning of the

^ XlVth Century, he repeatedly names Mayster Wace, as the author (or rather translator from the Latin) of the

French History. See Ilearne's App. to Pref. to Peter Langto/t, p. xcviii.

In opposition to this strong evidence in favour of Wace, we have nothing material, except the MS. of Le Brut

quoted by Fauchet [_dc la Langue Franpoise, 1. ii. ;], in which, according to his citation, the author is called Wistace.

The later French writers, who have called him so, I apprehend, have only followed Fauchet. The Reader will

judge, whether it is not more probable, that the writer of the MS. or even Fauchet himself, may have made a little

slip in this matter, than that so many MSS. as I have quoted above, and the successive testimonies of Layajion and

Robert of Brunne, should have concurred in calling the author of Le Brut Wace, if that had not been his true name.

I will just add, that La vie de Seint Nicholas, which is frequently quoted by Hickes [Gr. A. S. p. 140. 149. et al]

was probably a work of this same Wace, as appears from the following passage. [MS. Bodl. lt)87. v. 17. from the end.]

Ci faut le li'STe mestre Guacc,

Qil ad de Seint Nicholas fait,

De Latin en Romaunz estreit

A Osberd le fiz Thiout,

Qui Seint Nicholas mout amout.

—

And I should suspect, that Le Martvre de St. George en vers Franpois par Robert Guaeo, mentioned by M. Lebeuf as
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fabulous history of the Britons, entitled " Le Brut," which Wace himself, about the year

11.55, had translated from the Latin of Geffrey of Monmouth. Though the greatest part of

this work of Layamon resemble the old Saxon Poetry, without Rime or metre, yet he often

intermixes a number of short verses, of unequal lengths but riming together pretty exactly,

and in some places he has imitated not unsuccessfully the regular octosyllable measure of his

French original.

§ III. It may seem extraordinary, after these proofs, that the art of Riming was not

unknown or unpractised in this country in the time of Henry II, that we should be obliged

to search through a space of above an hundred years, without being able to meet with a single

maker of English Rimes, whom we know to have written in that interval. The case I suspect

to have been this. The scholars of that age (and there were many who might fairly be called

so, in the English dominions abroad''^ as well as at home) affected to write only*^ in Latin,

so that we do not find that they ever composed, in verse or prose, in any other language. On
the other hand they, who meant to recommend themselves by their Poetry to the favour of

the great, took care to write in French, the only language which their patrons understood
;

and hence it is, that we see so many French poems ^, about that time, either addressed directly

to the principal persons at the English court, or at least written on such subjects as we ma}

suppose to have been most likely to engage their attention. Whatever therefore of English

Poetry was produced, in this infancy of the art, being probably the work of illiterate authors

extiont in the Bibl. Colbert Cod. 3745 [Mem. de I'Acad. D. J. et'B. L. t. xvii. p. 731.] ought to be ascribed to the same

author, as Guaco is a very strange name. The Christian name of Wace was Robert. See Huet, Orit. de Caen, p. 412.

'* The following passage of Roger de Hoveden [p. 672.] gives a striking description of the extent of the English

dominions in the time of Richard I. Sciendum est quod tola terra, quce est ab Anglia usque in Jlispaniam, secus

mare, videlicet Normannia, Britannia, Pictavia, est de dominio Regis AnglicB. The Kings of France at that time

were not possessed of an inch of territory upon the coasts of the Ocean.

<9 It will be suflScient to name John of Salisbury, Peter of Blois, Joseph of E.Kctcr, Gerald Barry, Nigell Wireker,

Geffrey Vinsauf. I should add to this list Walter Map, if there were not a tradition, not entirely destitute of

probability, that he was the author of the Roman de Saint Graal in French. I find this in an old MS. of Tristan, Bib.

Reg. 20. D. ii. p. antcp. Quant Boort ot conte lavcnture del Saint Graal, teles come elcs esloient avenues, eles furcnt

mises en escrit, gardees en lamere de Salibieres, dont Mcstre Galtier Map I'estrest a/aire son livre du Saint Graal, por

lamor du rotj Herri son scngnor, quifist lestorie tralater del Latin en Romanz. The adventure of the Saint Graal,

is plainly written upon a very different plan from the other Romances of the Hound Table, and is likely enough to

have come from an Ecclesiastick, though rather, I confess, from a graver one than Walter Jlap may be supposed to

h.ive been. The French Romance, from which our Romance called " Mort d'Arthur" is translated, seems to be an

injudicious jumble of Ze Brut, Lancelot, Tristan, the Saint Graal, and some other Romances of less note, which

were all, I apprehend, originally separate works.

^'' Le Bestiaire, by Philippe de Thaun, addressed to Queen Adtlisa ; Le Brut and Le Roman de Rou, by Wace, have

been mentioned above. Besides the Roman de Rou, there is another Chronicle of Normandy in French verse by

Mailre Beneil, compiled by order of Henry II. MS. Harl. 1717. The same Beneil was, perhaps, the autlior of the

Fie de St. Thomas, MS. Harl. 3775. though he there calls himself

" Frere Beneit, le pccheour,

" ove les neirs dras
"—

At the end of a copy of Le Brut, Bib. Reg. 13 A. xxi. there is a Continuation of the History to the death cf William

IL, in the same Metre, by a Geffrei Gaimar, which escaped the observation of Mr. Casley ; and at the end of anotucr

copy, Vitell. A. x. the History is continued by an anonj-mous author to the accession of King John.

Richard I. composed himself in French. A specimen of his Poetry has been published by Mr. Walpole, Cat. of

Royal Authors, v. i. And his Chancellor, William Bishop of Ely (who, as has been observed before, " was totally

ignorant of the English language "), was by no means behindhand with his Master in his encouragement of French

Poets ; for of this Bishop the passage in Hoveden is to be understood, which Mr. Walpole has applied to the King

himself. It is part of a letter of Hugh Bishop of Coventry, who, speaking of the Bishop of Ely, says that he, "ad

augmentum et famam sui nominis, emendicata carmina et rythmos adulatorios comparabat, el de regno I-'rancorum

cantores etjoculatores muneribus alkxerat, ut de illo canerenl in plateis ; elJam dicebatur ubique, quod non erat tali*

in orbe." Hoveden, p. 103.
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and circulating only among the vulgar '', we need not be much surprised that no more of it

has been transmitted down to posterity.

§ IV. The learned Hickes, however, has pointed out to us two very curious pieces, which

may with probability be referred to this period. The first of them is a Paraphrase of the

Gospel Histories, entitled OrmuJum ^^, by one Orm, or Onnin. It seems to have been considered

as mere Prose by Hickes and by Wanley, who have both given large extracts from it ; but, I

apprehend, every reader, who has an ear for metre, will easily perceive that it is written very

51 To these causes we may probably impute the loss of those Songs upon Hereward (the last perhaps of the Saxon

heroes,) which, according to Ingulphus, "were sung about the streets" in his time. Hist. Croyl p. 68. Robert r.f

Brunne also mentions "a Rime " concerning Gryme the Fisher, the founder of Grymesby ; Hanelok the Dane ; and

his wife Goldeburgh, daughter to a King Athehvold ; who all now, together with their bard,

—iUacrj-mabiles

Urgentur ignotique longa

Nocte.

—

See Translation of Peter of Langtoft, p. 25. and Camden's Brit. p. 569.

^2 The Ormulum seems to be placed by Hickes among the first writings after the Conquest [Gram. Ang. Sax. c.

xxii. p. 165.], but, I confess, I cannot conceive it to have been earlier than the reign of Henry II. There is a peculiarity

in the author's orthographj-, which consists in doubling the Consonants; e. g. brother, he writes, brotherr ; after,

afflerr, &c. He has done this by design, and charges those who shall copy his book to be verj' careful to \^Tite those

letters twice, which he has written so, as otherwise, he assures them, " they will not write the word right." Hickes

has taken notice of this peculiarity, but has not attempted to explain the author's reasons for it ; and indeed, without

a more perfect knowledge than we now probably can have of the Saxon pronunciation, they seem totally inexplicable.

In the few lines, which I think it necessary to quote here as a specimen of the Jletre, I shall venture (fii-st begging

Ormin's pardon for disregarding his injunction) to leave out the superfluoxis letters, and I shall also for my own ease

as well as that of the reader transcribe them in modern characters. The first lines of Wanley's extract from MS.

Bod. Junius. 1. [Cat. Codd. JNISS. Septent. p. 59.] will answer my purpose as well as any other.

Nu, brother Walter, brother min after the fleshes kinde.

And brother min i Cristendom thurh fulluht and thurh troivthe,

And brother min i Godes bus yet o the thride wise,

Thurh that wit hafen taken ba an reghel hoc to folghen

Under kanunkes-had and lif swa sum Sant Awstin sette,

Ic hafe don swa sum thu bad, auA/orbed • te thin wiUe,

Ic hafe wend intU English godspelles halighe lare,

After that little wit that me min Drihten bafeth lened

—

The reader will observe, that, in calling these verses of fifteen syllables, I consider the words

—

kinde, trowthe,

uiise, sette, tcille, lare—as dissyllables.

The laws of Metre require that they should be so considered, as much as folghen and lencd : and for the same

reason thride in ver. 3 and ka/e in ver. 6 and 7. are to be pronounced as consisting of two syllables.

It is the more extraordinary that neither Hickes nor Wanley should have perceived that Ormin wTote in Metre, as he

himself mentions his having added words for the sake oifilling his Rime, or Verse, for he calls it by both those names

in the following passages

:

Ic hafe sett her o this hoc among Godspelles wordes

All thiu-h me selfen manig word, the Rime swa to fillen—
And again.

And ic ne mihte noht min fers ay with Godspelles wordes

Wei fillen all, and all forthi sholde ic wel ofte nede

Among Godspelles wordes don min word, min fers to fillen—

It is scarce necessary to remark, that Rime is here to be imderstood in its original sense, as denoting the whole verses

and not merely the consonancy of the final syllables. In the second quotation fers, or verse, is substituted for it as a

synonymous term. Indeed I doubt whether, in the time of Ormin, the word Rime was, in any language, used singly

to convey the idea of Consonant terminations.

' r. forthed. MS.
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exactly in verses of fifteen syllables, without Rime, in imitation of tlie most ccmmon species of

the Latin Tetrameter Iambic. The other piece *•*, which is a moral Poem upon old age, &c. is

in Rime, and in a metre much resembling the former, except that tlie verse of fifteen syllables

is broken into two, of which the first siiould regularly contain eight and the second seven

syllables ; but the metre is not so exactly observed, at least in the copy which Ilickes has

followed, as it is in the Ormulum.

§ V. In the next interval, from the latter end of the reign of Henry III, to the middle of the

fourteenth century, when we may suppose Cliaucer was beginning to write, the number of

English Rimers seems to have increased very much. Besides several, whose names we know ",

it is probable that a great part of the anonymous Authors, or rather Translators^', of the

>> A large extract from this Poem has been printed by Hickes [Gram. Ang. Sax. c. icxiv. p. 222.], but eridently

from very incorrect MSS. It begins thus :

Ic am nu elder thanne ic wes

A wiutre and ec a lore ;

Ic ealdi more thanne ic dede.

Mi wit oghte to bi more.

& Robert of Gloucester and Robert of Brunne have been mentioned alread}'.

To these may be added Richard RoUe, the herraite of Ilampole, who died in 1349, after having composed a large

quantity of English rimes. See Tanner, Bib. Brit. Art. Hampole.—Laurence Minot, who has left a collection of

Poems upon the principal events of the former part of the reign of Edward III. MS. Cotton. Galbiu E. ix.—Within

the same period flourished the two Poets, who are mentioned with great commendations by Robert of Bnmne [A pp.

to Pref. to I'eter Langt. p. xcix.] under the names " Of Erceldoun and of Kendale." We have no memorial, that I

know, remaining of the latter, besides this passage ; but the former I take to have been the famous Thomas Leir-

moutb, of Ercildoun (or Ersilton, as it is now called, in the shire of Merch,) who lived in the time of Edward I, and

is generally distinguished by the honourable addition of " The Rhymour." As the learned Editor of " Ancient

Scottish Poems, Edinburgh, 1770," has. for irrefragable reasons, deprived this Thomas of a Prophecy in verse, which

bad usually been ascribed to him, [see Mackenzie, Art. Thomas Uhy.mour,] I am inclined to make him some amends

by attributing to him a Romance of " Sir Tristrem ; " of which Robert of Brunne, an excellent judge '. [in the place

above cited] says,

Over gestes it has th'esteem.

Over all that is or was,

If men it sayd as made Tho.mas.

*5 See Dr. Percy's cariOMa Catalogue of English Metrical Romances, jire&xei to the third Volume of ilfJf^ue* of

ancient Poesy. I am inclined to believe that we have no English Romance, prior to the age of Chaucer, which is

not a translation or imitation of some earlier French Romance. The principal of those, which, being built upon

English stories, bid the fairest for having been originally composed in English, are also extant in French. A con-

siderable fragment of Hornchild, or Dan Horn as ho is there called, is to be found in French Alexandrines in 3IS.

Hart. 527. The first part of Guy of Wartcick is in French, in the octosyllable metre, in MS. JIarl. 3775. and the last

part in the same language and metre in MS. Bib. Reg. 8 F. ix. How much may be wanting I have not had opportunity

to examine. I have never seen Bevis in French ; but Du Fresnoy, in his Biblioth. des Romans, t. ii. p. 241. mentions

a MS. of Le Roman de Beuves de Hantonne, and another of Le Roman de Beuves el Rosiune, en Rime.- and the Italians,

who were certainly more likely to borrow from the French than from the English language, had got among them a

Romance di Buovo-d'Anlona before the year 1348. Quadrio, Storia della Poesia, t. vi. p. 542.

However, I think it extremely probable that these three Romances, though originally written in French, were com-

posed in England, and perhaps by Englishmen ; for we find that the general currency of tlie French language here

engaged several of our own countrymen to use it in their compositions. Peter of Langtoft may be reckoned a dubious

instance, as he is said by some to have been a Frenchman ; but Robert Grosseteste, the famous Bishop of Lincoln in

the time of Henry IH, was a native of Suffolk, and yet lie wrote his Chasteau d'Amours, and his Manuel des Pecheet

in French. [Tanner's Bib. Brit, and Heame's Pref. to Rob. of Gloucester, p. Iviii.]—There is a translation of Cato in

French verse by Helis de Gitincestre, i. e. Winchester. MS. Harl. 4388. and a Romance also in French verse, which I

suppose to be the original of the English Ipomedon [Percy's Cat. n. 22.] by Hue de Rotelande, is to be found in MS.

Cotton. Vesp. A. riL—A French Dialogue in verse, MS. Bod. 3904. entitled, " La pleinte par entre mis Sire Henry de

Lacy Counte de Nichole et Sire Wauter de Bybelesworth pur la croiserie en la terre Seinte," was most probably com-

posed by the latter, who has also left us another work in French prose. [See his article in Tanner, Bibl. Brit.]-Even

as late as the time of Chaucer, Gower wrote his Speculum meditantit in French, but whether in verse or prose is

uncertain. John Stowe, who was a diligent searcher after MSS. had never seen this work [Annals, p. 3.'6.]
:
nor does
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popular Poems, which (from their having been originally written in the Roman, or French,

language) were called Romances, flourished about tliis time. It is unnecessary to enter into

particulars here concerning any of them, as they do not appear to have invented, or imported

from abroad, any new modes of Versification, by which the Art coud be at all advanced *^, or

even to have improved those which were before in use. On the contrary, as their works were

intended for the ear more than for the eye, to be recited rather than read, they were apt to be

more attentive to their Rimes than to the exactness of their Metres, from a presumption, I

suppose, that the defect, or redundance, of a syllable might be easily covered in the recitation,

especially if accompanied, as it often was, by some musical instrument.

§ VI. Such was, in general, the state of English Poetry at the time when Chaucer probably

made his first essays. The use of Rime was established ; not exclusively (for the Author ol

either Bale or Pits set down the heginning of it, as they generally do of the hoolcs which they have had in their hands.

However, one French Poem of Gower's has been preserved. In BIS. Harl. 3869. it is connected with the Confessio

Amantis by the following rubric : " Puisqu'il ad dit cidevant en Englois par voie d'essample la sotie de cellui qui par

amours aime par especial, dirra ore apres en Francois a tout le monde en general une traitie selonc les auctours, pom
essampler les amants marriez, an fin q'ils la foi de leurs seints espousailles pourront par fine loialte guarder, et al

honeur de dieu salvement tenir." Pr. Le creatour de toute creature. It contains lv Stanzas of 7 verses each, in the

last of which is the following apology for the language

:

" Al' universite de tout le monde
Johan Gower ceste Balade envoie,

Et si jeo nai de Francois la faconde,

Pardonetz moi qe jeo de ceo forsvoie

;

Jeo suis Englois, si quier par tiele voie

Estre excuse ."

Chaucer himself seems to have had no great opinion of the performances of his countrj-men in French. [Prol. to

Test, of Love, ed. 1542.] " Certes (says he) there ben some that speke theyr poj'sy mater in Frenche, of whyche speche

the Frenche men have as good a fantasye, as we have in hearing of French mennes Englyshe." And he afterwards

concludes, with his usual good sense. "Let then Clerkes endyten in Latyn, for they have the propertye of science

and the knowinge in that facultye ; and lette Frenchmen in theyr Frenehe also endjte theyr quejTit termes, for it is

kyndly to thejT mouthes ; and let us shewe our fantasyes in suche wordes as we lerneden of our dames tonge."

S5 It was necessary to qualify the assertion, that the Rimers of this period " did not invent or import from abroad

any new modes of Versification," as, in fact, Robert of Brunne (in the passage referred to in n. 54.) has mentioned

three or four sorts of verse, different from any which we have hitherto met with, and which appear to have been

much cultivated, if not introduced, by the writers who flourished a little before himself. He calls them Couwee,,

Strangere, Enierlace, and Boston. Mr. Bridges, in a sensible letter to Thomas Heame [App. to Pref. to Peter Langt.

p. ciii] pointed out these terms as particularly " needing an explanation ; " but Thomas chose rather to stuff his book

with accounts o/the Nunnery at Little Giddinfj, &c. which cost him only the labour of transcribing. There can be

little doubt, I think, that the Rimes called Couwie and Enterlacde were derived from the Versus Caudati and

Tnterlaqueati of the Latin Rimers of that age. Though Robert of Brunne in his Prologue professes not to attempt

these elegancies of composition, yet he has intermixed several passages in Rime Couw^e ; [see p. 266. 273, 6, 7, 8, 9,

et al.] and almost all the latter part of his work from the Conquest is written in Rime Enterlacie, each couplet

riming in the middle as well as at the end. [This was the nature of the Versus interlaqueati, according to the fol-

lowing specimen, JIS. Rarl. 1002.

Plausus Grecorum | lux cecis et via claudis
|

Incola celorum | virgo dignissima laudis.]

1 cannot pretend to define the exact form of the Rime called Baston, but I dare say it received its appellation from

the Carmelite, Robert Boston, a celebrated Latin Rimer in the reigns of Edward I. and U. [See Tanner, Bibl. Brit,

in V. and Heame's Pref. to Fordun, p. ccxxvi. et seq.] His verses upon the battle of Bannockbum, in 1313, are

printed in the Appendix to Fordun, p. 15/0. They afford instances of all the whimsical combinations of Rimes which

can well be conceived to find a place in the Latin heroic metre.

As to Rime Strangere, I suspect (upon considering the whole passage in Robert of Brunne) that it was rather a

general name, including all sorts of uncommon Rimes, than appropriated to any particular species.

Upon the whole, if this account of these new modes of Versification shall be allowed to be any thing like the

truth, I hope I shall be thought justified in having added, " that the Art coud not be at all advanced by them."
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the "Visions of Pierce Ploughman" wrote after the year 1350*^ without Rime,) but very

generally ; so that in this respect he had little to do but to imitate his predecessors. The

Metrical part of our Poetry was capable of more improvement, by the polishing of the measures

already in use as well as by the introducing of new modes of versification ; and how far

Chaucer actually contributed to the improvement of it, in both or either of these particulars,

we are now to consider.

§ VII. With respect to the regular Metres then in use, they may be reduced, I think, to four.

First, the long Iambic Metre "*, consisting of not more than fifteen, nor less than fourteen

syllables, and broken by a Ccesura at the eighth syllable. Secondly, the Alexandrin Metre °',

M This is plain from fol. 68. edit. 15o0. where the year 1350 is named, as a year of great scarcity. Indeed, from the

mention of the Kitten in the tale of the Rations, fol. iii. iiii. I should suspect that the author wrote at the very end

of the reign of Edward III, when Richard was become heir apparent.

The Visions o/(i. e. concerniiui) Pierce Ploughman are generally ascribed to one Uobcrt Lanr/land ; but the best

AISS. that I have seen, make the Christian name of the author William, without mentioning his surname. So in

MS. Cotton. Vesp. B. xvi. at the end of p. 1. is this rubric. " Ilic incipit secundus passus de visione Willdmi de Petro

Plouhman." And in ver 5. of p. 2. instead of, "And sai/de ,- sonne, slepest thou?" the MS. has, "And sayde ;

Wille, slepest thou f " See also the account of JIS. Hail. 2.'176. in the Harleian Catalogue.

I cannot help observing, that these Visions have been printed from so faulty and imperfect a MS. that the author,

whoever he was, would find it difficult to recognize his own work. However, the judgement of the learned Doctors,

Ilickes and Percy, [Gram. A. S. p. 217.—Rel. of Ane. Poet. v. ii. p. 260.] with respect to the laws of his versification,

is confirmed by the JISS. Each of his verses is in fact a distich, composed of two verses, after the Saxon form,

without Rime, And not reducible to any certain Metre. I do not mean to say, that a few of his verses may not bo

picked out, consisting of fourteen and fifteen syllables, and resembling the metre used in the Ormulum ; and there

are still more of twelve and thirteen syllables, which might pass for very tolerable Alexandrines: but then, on the

other band, there is a great number of his verses (warranted for genuine by the best MSS.) which cannot, by any

mode of pronunciation, be extended beyond nine or ten syllables ; so that it is impossib'e to imagine, that his verse

was intended to consist of any determinate number of syllables. It is as clear that his Accents, upon which the

harmony of modern Rythms dejiends, are not disposed according to any regular system. The first division of a

verse is often Trochaic, and the last Iambic ; and vice versa. The only rule, which he seems really to have prescribed

to himself, is what has been taken notice of by his first Editor, viz. " to have three wordes at the leaste in every

verse whiche beginne with some one letter." Crowley's Pref. to Edit. I.")o0.

s* The most perfect example of this metre has been given above, n. 52, from the Ormulum. Each verse is composed

of fifteen syllables, and broken by a Casura at the eighth, which always terminates a word. The accents are so

disposed upon the even syllables, particularly the eighth and fourteenth, as to produce the true Iambic Cadence.

The learned reader will recollect, that the Political verses, as they are called, of Tzetzes, and others, who wrote

when the Greeks versification was become Rythmical instead of Metrical, are chiefly of this form. See Du Cange, v.

PoLrriri Versus. And it is remarkable, that, about the time of our Orm, Ciullo d'Aleamo, a Poet of Sicily, where the

Greek was still a livinjc language, [Montf. Palsog. Or. 1. vi.] made use of these verses of fifteen sjllablcs, intermixed

with Ilendecasyllables, in the only production of his which has been preserved. Raccolta dell' Allacci, p. 408—16.

The first Stanza is quoted by Crescimbeni, [Istor. d. V. P. 1. i. p. 3.] who however labours very much to persuade

us that the verses in question ought not to be considered as verses of fifteen syllables, but as containing each

of them two verses, the one of eight and the other of seven syllables. If this were allowed, the nature of the verse

would not be altered: [See before, p xxxv.] but the supposition ishighly improbable, as by that distribution there would

be three verses in each Stanza not riming. In what follows, Crescimbeni shews very plainly that he had not adverted

to the real nature of CiuUo's measure, for he compares it with the noted tetrameter, " Gallias Cssar subegit, Nico-

medes Csesarem," which is a Trochaic, whereas these verses of Ciullo are evidently Iambics, like those of Orm.

I suspect, that, if we coud recover the genuine text of Robert of Gloucester, he would be found to have written

in this Metre. It was used by Warner, in his Albions England (another Chronicle in verse) in the latter end of Q,

Elizabeth's reign ; and Gascoigne about the same time [Instruction concerning the making of verse in Eng. Signature

V. ii.] speaks of the couplet, consisting of one verse of twelve and another of fourteen syllables, as the commonest sort

of verse then in use. It may be proper to observe, that the metre, which Gascoigne calls a verse of fourteen syllables,

is exactly the same with what is calUd above a verse of fifteen syllables ;
just as the French Alexandrin may be com-

posed indifferently of twelve or thirteen syllables, and the Italian Ilendecasyllable of ten, eleven, or even twelve. The

general rule in all these kinds of verse is, that, when they consist of the CTcater number of syllables, tl-.e superfluous

syllables, as they may be called, are never accented.

-' Robert of Brunne, in his translation of Peter of Langtoft, seems to have used the Alexandrin verse in imitation
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consistiug of not more than thirteen syllables, nor less than twelve, with a Caesura at the sixth.

Thirdly, the Octosyllable Metre ; which was in reality the antient Dimeter Iambic. Fourthly,

the Stanza of six verses ; of which the first, second, fourth, and fifth, were in the complete

Octosyllable Metre ; and the third and last catalectic, i. e. wanting a syllable, or even two.

§ VIII. In the first of these Metres it does not appear that Chaucer ever comjiosed at all,

(for, I presume, no one can imagine that he was the author of Gamelyn,) or in the second ;

and in the fourth we have nothing of his but the Rime of Sire Thopas, which, being intended

to ridicule the vulgar Romancers, seems to have been purposely written in their favourite

Metre. In the third, or Octosyllable Metre ^, he has left several compositions
;
particularly,

of his Original ; but his Metre (at least in Heame's copy) is frequently defective, especially in the latter part of hia

work, where he affects to rime at the Ccesura as well as at the end of his verse.

The Alexandria metre is generally agreed to have been first used in the Roman d'Alexandre, by Lambert li Cors

and Alexandre de Bernay, toward the latter end of the tvrelfth Century. Du Verdier, Bibl. p. 780. Fauchet, 1. ii. A
late French Antiquary (M. L'Eveque de la Ravaliere,) in his history Des Revolutions de la Langue Fratifoise. p. 165.

has combated this opinion, upon the authority of some Alexandiin verses, which he has discovered, as he supposes,

in the Roman de Ron. 1 shall only observe, that no such verses are to be found in a very good MS. of the Roman de

Kou, Bib. Reg. 4 C. xi. and I very much suspect that upon an accurate examination they will appear to have been not

the work of Wace, but of some later author. A similar mistake of an interpolation, or continuation, for the

original work has led another very able Antiquary of the same nation to place the Roman de Ron in the fourteenth

Century. Jlem. de I'Acad. des I. et B. L. tom. xv. p. 582. There can be no doubt, that JVace wrote the Roman de

Ron about the middle of the twelfth Century. See before, n. 47.

They who attend only to the length of the Alexandrin verse, will naturally derive it from the Trimeter Iambic

rythms, which were in frequent use in the beginning of the twelfth Century. See Orderic. Vital. 1. ii. p. 404. 409. 410.

415. et al. But when it is considered, that the Ccesura at the sixth syllable, so essential to the Alexandrin metre, was

hardly ever observed in the Trimeter Iambic, it will seem more probable, I think, that the inventor of the Alexan-

drin took for his model, what has been called above, the long Iambic, but, for some reason or other, retrenched a foot,

or two syllables, in the first hemistich.

s" Though I call this the Octosyllable Metre from what I apprehend to have been its original form, it often consists

of nine and sometimes of ten syllables •, but the eighth is always the last accented syllable.

The oldest French poems, to the latter end of the twelfth Century, are all in this metre ; but upon the invention of

the Alexandrin, the octosyllable verse seems by degrees to have been confined to the several species of lighter compo-

sitions in which it is still used. Here in England, Robert of Brunne, in his Preface to his translation of Le Brut [ App.

to Pref. to Peter Langtoft, p. c] calls it "light rime," in contradistinction to " strange rime," of which he has just

enumerated several sorts [see n. 56.] ; and says, that he wrote in it " for luf of the lewed man :" and Chaucer himself

speaks of it in nearly the same terms in the beginning of the third book of the House ofFame.

" God of science and of light,

Apollo, thurgh thy grete might

This little last book now thou gye

;

Not that I will for maystrje

Here art potential be shewde ;

But, for the ryme is light and lezvde,

Yet make it somewhat agreable,
'

Though some verse fayle in a syllable."

The learned Editor of a part of the Canterbury Tales [London, 1737, 8vo.] has quoted this passage [Pref. p. xxv.]

as proving, " by Chaucer's own confession, that he did not write in equal measure."

It certainly proves, that he did not write in equal measure in this particular poem of the House of Fame ; but it

proves also, that he knew well what the laws of measure were, and that he thought that any deviation from them

required an apology. Is it just to conclude, because Chaucer has owned a neglect of those laws in one work, written

in light metre, and in which he formally disclaims any exertion of art [ver. 4, 5.] that therefore he has been equally

negligent of them in his other works, ^v^itten in the gravest metre, and in which he may reasonably be supposed to

have employed his utmost skill of versification ? In the Troilus, for instance, [b. v.] he has a solemn prayer, " that

none niiswrite, or mismdre his book." Can we suppose that it was not originally written in Metre ?—But I shall not

enter any further into the general argument concerning Chaucer's versification, which will more properly be discussed

in the text. My business here was only to prevent the reader from coming to the question with a preconceived opinion

(upon the authority of the learned Editor above-mentioned) that "Chaucer himself," in this passage of the House of

Fame, '• has put the matter out of dispute."

To return again tc) the Octosyllable Metre. Its constitution is such, that the first syllable may often be dropped without



VERSIFICATION OF CHAUCER.

"an imperfoct Translation of the Roman de la Rose," which was, prohably, one of his carliost

jicrforniances ;
" the House of Fame ;" " the Dethe of the Ducliesse lilanclie," and a jioem

called his " Drenie :
" upon all which it will be sufficient liere to observe in general, that, if he

had given no other proofs of his poetical faculty, these alone must have secured to him tlie

pre-eminence, above all his predecessors and contemporaries, in point of Versification.

§ !x. I?ut by far the most considerable jjart of Chaucer's works is written in that kind of

Metre which we now call the Heroic^', either in Distichs or in Stanzas ; and as I have not

been able to discover any instance of this metre being used by any English poet before him, I

am much inclined to suppose that he was the first introducer of it into our language. It Iiad

long been practised in France, in the Northern as well as the Southern provinces ; and in

Italy, within the last fifty years before Chaucer wrote, it had been cultivated with the greatest

assiduity and success, in preference to every other metre, by Dante, Petrarcli, and Boccace.

When we reflect that two of Chaucer's juvenile productions, the Palamon and Arcite, and the

Troilus, were in a manner translated from the ThescUa and the FUustruto of Boccace®', both

much prejudiee to the harmony of the verse ; and as far as I have observed, that is tlie syllable in which Chaucer's

verses of this kind generally fail. We have an instance in the first line of the passage quoted above

—

God of science and of liglit

—

sounds as well (to my ear at least) as

Thou God of science and of light

—

according to Mr. Urry's correction. The reason, I apprehend, is, that the measure, though of another sort, is still

regular: instead of a Dimeter Iambic, it is a Dimeter Trochaic Catalectic.

But no such liberty can be taken in the Heroic Metre without totally destroying its harmony ; and therefore when

the above-mentioned learned Editor says [Pref. p. xxvi.] that the numbers of Chaucer " ai-e always musical, whether

they want or exceed their complement," I doubt his partial ity for his author has carried him too far. I have no

conception myself that an heroic verse, which wants a syllable of its complement, can be musical, or even tolerable.

The line which he has quoted from the Knightes Tale [ver. 12J8 of this Edition],

Not in purgatory but in helle—

however }"0U manage it ; (whether you make a pause ; or give two times to the first syllable, as he rather advises ;)

—

can never pass for averse of any form. IS'i)r did Chaucer intend that it should. lie wrote (according to the

best MSS.l—

Kot on!// in purgatorj' hut in helle.

s' The Heroic Metre with us, as with the Italians, is of the Iambic form, consists of ten, eleven, or twelve syllables;

the tenth, however, being in all cases the last accented syllable. The French have the same Metre; but with them

it can scarce contain more than eleven syllables, as their language has few (if any) words, in which the accent is laid

upon the Antepenultima. Though we have a great number of such words, we seldom use the verse of twelve syllables.

The extraordinary difficulty of riming with three syllables is a sufficient reason for excluding it from all works which

are written in Rime, and in Blank Metre the two unaccented syllables at the end make the close of the verse

heavy and languid. Jlilton, for the sake of variety of measure, has inserted a very few of these verses, which the

Italians call Sdruccioli, in his heroic poems ; but they are more commonly and, I think, more properly cmi)loyed in

Dramatic compositions, where a continued stateliness of numbers is less requisite.

The generical name for this Metre in Italy is Endecasyllabo ; and the verses of ten and twelve syllables are distin-

guished by additions ; the former being called Endecasyllabo tronco, and the latter Enilecasi/Uaho sUnicciolo. This

proves, I think, that the verse of eleven syllables was the primitive metre, and principally used, as it still is, in

Italy ; and it will appear hereafter. If I am not mistaken, that the greatest part of Chaucer's heroic verses, when

properly written and pronounced, are in this measure.

«2 It is so little a while since the world has been informed, that the Palamon and Arcite of Chaucer was taken

from the Theseida of Boccace, that it would not have been surprising if another century had elapsed without our

knowing that our countryman had also borrowed his Troilus from the Filostrato of the same author ; as the Filoslrato

is more scarce, and much less famous, even in Italy, than the Theseida. The first suspicion which I entertained of

this theft was from reading the title of the Filostrato at large, in Saxii Hist. Lit. Typog. Mediolan. od an. 1490,

and I afterwards found, in Montfaucon's Bibl. MSS. t. ii. P. 793. among the King of France's .AISS. one with this title :

" Philostrato, deW amorose fatiche di Troilo per Gio Boccaccio." See also Quadrio, t. vi. p. 473. I had just employed

a person to procure me some account of this JIS. from Paris, when I had the good fortune to meet with a printed copy
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written in the common Italian hen decasyllabic verse, it cannot but appear extremely probable

that his metre also was copied from the same original ; and yet I cannot find that the form of

his Stanza in the TroUus, consisting of seven verses, was ever used by Boccace, though it is

to be met with among the poems of the King of Navarre, and of the Prorengal Rimers ^.

Whichever he shall be supposed to have followed, whether the French or Italians, it is certain

that he coud not want in either language a number of models of correct and harmonious versi-

fication ; and the only question will be, whether he had ability and industry enough to imitate

that part of their excellency.

§ X. In discussing this question we should always have in mind, that the correctness and

harmony of an English verse depends entirely upon its being composed of a certain number of

syllables, and its having the accents of those syllables properly placed. In order therefore to

form any judgement of the Versification of Chaucer, it is necessary that we should know the

syllabical value, if I may use the expression, of his words, and the accentual value of his

syllables, as they were commonly pronounced ^^ in his time ; for without that knowledge, it

is not more probable that we should determine justly upon the exactness of his metres, than

that we should be able to cast up rightly an account stated in coins of a former age, of whose

current rates and denominations we are totally ignorant.

§ xr. Let us consider a moment, how a sensible critic in the Augustan age would have

proceeded, if called upon to examine a work of Ennius ^. When he found that a great pro-

in the very curious Collection of the Reverend Mr. Crofts. The title is " II Fylostrato, che tracta de lo innamoramento

de Troylo e Gryseida : et de molte altre infinite battaglie. Impresso nella inclita cita de Jlilano per maglstro

tndericho Scinzenzeler nell'anno m. cccc Ixxxxviii. a di xxvii. di mese de Septembre, in 4°." By the favour of the

learned owner (who is as free.in the communication, as he has been zealous in the collection, of his literary treasures)

I had soon an opportunity of satisfying myself, that Chaucer was to the full as much obliged to Boccace in his Troilus

as in his ICnightes Tale.

The doubts which Quadrio mentions [t. vi. p. 474.], whether the Filostrato was really a work of Boccace, are

sufficiently answered, as he observes, by the concurring testimony of several antient MSS. which expresslj' name him
as the author. And it may be remarked, that Boccace himself, in his Decameron, has made the same honourable

mention of this Poem as of the Tfieseida ; though without acknowledging either for his omi. In the introduction to

the Sixth Day, he says, that "Dioneo insieme con Lauretta di Troilo et di Chriseida cominciarono cantare," just as

afterwards, in the conclusion of the Seventh Day, we are told, that the same " Dioneo et la Fiammetta gran pezza

cantarono insieme d'Arcita et di Palemone."

^3 See Poesies du Rot de Navarre, Chans, xvi. xviii. xxvii. xxxiii. Iviii. The only dilference is, that the two last

versos, which in Chaucer's Stanza form a distinct couplet, are made by Thibaut to rime with the first and third.

In a IMS. of Provencal poetry (in the CollecUon of the Reverend Mr. Crofts), I find one piece by Folket de Marseilles,

who died about 1213, in which the Stanza Is formed exactly agreeable to Chaucer's.

This Stanza of seven verses, being first intioduced, I apprehend, by Chaucer, was long the favourite measure of the

Poets who succeeded him. In the time of Gascoigne it had acquired the name of Rithme royall ; and surely, says he.

it is a royall kinde of verse serving best for grave discourses. [Instruction concerning the making of verse. Sign. U.

]. b.] Jlilton, in some of his juvenile compositions, has made the last verse of this Stanza an Alexandrin.

As the Tlieseida and the Filostrato of Boccace are both written in the Octave Stanza, of which he is often, though

improperly, called the inventor [see Pasquier, Rccherches, 1. vii. c. 3] it seems extraordinary that Chaucer should

never have adopted that Stanza. Even when he uses a Stanza of eight verses (as in the Monkes Tale), it is constituted

very differently from the Italian Octave. I observe, by the way, that Chaucer's Stanza of eight verses, mth the

addition of an Alexandrin, is the Stanza in which Spenser has composed his Faery Queen-

0* Mons. I'Eveque de la Ravaliere, in his Discourse de I'anciennete des Chansons Franfoises, prefixed to the Poesies

du Roi de Navarre, has the same observation with respect to the old French poets. Leiir Poe'sie (says he, p. 2i7.)

marque combien ils respectoient cette regie [of exact riming] ; mais pour enjurjer aiijnurd'fiui, ainsi que de la mesure

de leurs Vers, il faut prononcer les mots comme e«.r:—He is vindicating the antient French bards from an unjust

and ignorant censure of Boileau, in his Art Poet. Chant, i. So that, it should seem, a great Poet is not of course a

judicious Antiquary. See above, n. 4. a censure of Chaucer's verse by our Dryden, who was certainly a great Poet.

65 Though Ennius died not an hundred and fifty years before what may be called the age of Augustus, his language

and versification are so diDFerent from those of Ovid, for instance, that I much question whether his poems were

better relishe'', or even understood, by the vulg.ir Romans in that age, than the works of Chaucer are now by the
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portion of the verses were strictly conformable to the ordinary rules of Metre, ho woulil,

probably, not scruple to conclude that such a, conformity must have been produced by art and

dosi^'n, and not by mere chance. On the other hand, when he found, that in some verses the

number of feet, to appearance, was either deficient or redundant ; that in others the feet were

seemingly composed of too few or too many syllables, of short syllables in the place of long, or

of long in the place of short ; he wonld not, I think, immediately condemn the old Bard, as

having all at once forgotten the fundamental principles of his art, or as havijig wilfully or

negligently deviated from them. He would first, I presume, enquire, whether all these

irregularities were in the genuine text of his author, or only the mistakes of Copyists : he

would enquire further, by comj)aring the genuine text with other contemporary writings and

monuments, whether many things, which appeared irregular, were not in truth sufficiently

regular, either justified by the constant practice, or excused by the allowed licence of the age :

where authority failed, he would have recourse, but soberly, to etymology and analogy ; and

if after all a few passages remained, not reducible to the strict laws of Metre by any of tlie

methods above-mentioned, if he were really (as I have sujjposed him) a sensible critic, he

would be apt rather to expect jjatiently the solution of his difficulties from more correct

manuscripts, or a more complete theory of his autiior's versification, than to cut the knot, by

deciding peremptorily, that the work was composed without any regard to metrical rules.

§ XII. I beg leave to pursue the same course with respect to Chaucer. The great number

of verses, sounding complete even to our eai'S, which is to be found in all the least corrected

copies of his works, authorises us to conclude, that he was not ignorant of the laws of metre.

Upon this conclusion it is impossible not to ground a strong presumption, tiiat he intended to

observe the same laws in the many other verses which seem to us irregular ; and if tiiis was

really his intention, what reason can be assigned sufficient to account for his having failed so

grossly and repeatedly, as is generally supposed, in an operation, which every Balladmonger

in our days, man, woman, or child, is known to perform with the most unerring exactness, and

witiiout any extraordinary fatigue ?

§ XIII. The offences against metre in an English verse, as has partly been observed before,

must arise either from a superfluity or deficiency of syllables, or from the accents being

improperly placed.

§ XIV. With respect to the first species of irregularity, I have not taken notice of any

superfluities in Chaucer's verses, but wluit may be reduced to just measure by tlie usual

practices ^® of even modern Poets. And this, by the way, is a strong proof of his real atten-

tion to metrical rules ; for otherwise, if he had written witliout any restraint of that kind, a

generality of readers. However a great many of his verses are as smoothly turned as those of Ovid himself, and it is

well known, that Virgil has not scrupled to incorporate several of them into his divine Aineid. At the same time,

whoever casts an eye over the Fragments of his Annals, as collected by Columna, llesselius, and otliers, will find

frequent examples of all the seeming irregularities alluded to in the text.

"6 It is unnecessary to trouble the Reader with an enumeration of Syncope, Apostrophus, Synecphonesi.s &e.

Quicquid liabent telorum aniianientaria vatuin.

They may all, I think, be comprehended in our language under this one general principle, that an English verse,

though chiefly composed of feet of two syllables, is capable of receiving feet of three syllables in every part of it, pro-

vided only one of the three syllables be accented.

In short, whoever can taste the metrical harmony of the following lines of Milton, will not be embarrassed how to

dispose of the (seemingly) superfluous syllables, which he may meet with in Chaucer.

P. L. ii. 123. Ominous [ conjecture on the whole success.

302. A i)il
I
lar of state

| ; deep on his front engraven

—

658. Celestial spir
|
its in b^n

|
dage, nor tlie abyss

—

V. 495. No inconvenient di
|
et, nor too

|
light fare,

vii. 122. Things not revealed, which the invia I ible King—
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certain proiiortion of liis deviations from measure must, in all probability, have been on the

side of excess.

§ XV. But a great number of Chaucer's versos labour under an apparent deficiency of a

syllable, or two. In some of these perhaps the defect may still be supplied from MSS. but

for the greatest part I am persuaded no such assistance is to be expected ^^; and therefore,

supjiosing the text in these cases to be correct, it is worth considering whether the verse also

may not be made correct, by adopting in certain words a pronunciation, different indeed from

modern practice, but which, we have reason to believe, was used by the author himself.

For instance, in the Genitive case Singular and the Plural Number of Nouns (which, as has

been remarked above, in the time of Chaucer had the same expression), there can be no doubt

that such words as, shuares, ver. 1. cropper, ver. 7. nhires, ver. 13. lordes, ver. 47, &c. were regularly

pronounced as consisting of two syllables. Whenever they are used as monosyllables, it must

be considered as a Poetical Licence, warranted however even then (as we may presume from

the natural progress of our language) by the practice of inaccurate speakers in common
conversation.

In like manner, we may be sure that ed, the regular termination of the Past Tense and its

Participle, made, or contributed to make, a second syllable in the words, perced, ver. 2. hatlied,

ver. 3. loved, ver. 45. icered, ver. 75, &.c.^ The first step toward reducing words of this form to

Monosyllables seems to have been to shorten the last syllable, either by transposing the final

letters, as in

—

wolde, ver. 144. saide, ver. 763. &c. or by throwing away the d, as in

—

coste, ver.

1910. caste, ver. 2083, &c. In both these cases the words still remained of two syllables, the

final e being sounded as an e feminine ; but they were prepared to lose their last syllable by

the easy licence of changing an e feminine into an e mute, or of dropping it entirely, according

to the modern practice.

§ XVI. But nothing will be found of such extensive use for supplying the deficiencies of

Chaucer's metre as the pronunciation of the e feminine ; and as that pronunciation has been

for a long time totally antiquated, it may be proper here to suggest some reasons for believing

(independently of any arguments to be drawn from the practice of Chaucer himself) that the

final e in our antient language was very generally pronounced, as the e feminine is at this day

by the French.

"With respect to words imported directly from France, it is certainly quite natural to suppose,

67 I would not be thought to undervalue the MSS. which I have not seen, or to discourage those who may have incli-

nation and opportunity to consult them. I only mean to say, that, where the text is supported (as it generally is in

this Edition) by the concurrence of two or three good MSS. and the sense is clear and complete, we may safely

consider it as tolerably correct. In the course of the Notes, I shall have occasion to point out several passages, in

which either the disagreement of the good MSS. or the obscurity of their readings, makes a further enquiry abso-

lutely necessary in order to settle the text.

68 It appears from the Preface to the last Edition of Chaucer's Works, Lond. 1721, that Mr. Urry, the undertaker

of that Edition, had the same opinion with respect to the pronunciation of the final syllables in this and the last-

mentioned instance ; and that it was his intention to distinguish those syllables, whenever they u-ere to he pronounced,

by printing them with an i, instead of an e ; as, shouris, shirts, percid, lovid, &c. As such a distinction is entirely

unsupported by the MSS. and must necessarily very much disfigure the orthography of the language, I cannot tliink

that an Editor has a right to introduce it upon ever so plausible a pretence. A shorter and (in my opinion) a less

exceptionable method would have been to have distinguished the syllables of this sort, lehenever they were to be con-

tracted, hy adding a sign of Syncope, thus; shoure's, shire's. perce'd,love'd. But after all a reader, who cannot

perform such operations for himself, had better not trouble his head about the Versification of Chaucer.

Mr. Urry had also discovered, that the final e (of which I shall treat more at large in the next Section) often made

a syllable in Chaucer's verse ; and (according to the Preface quoted above) he " always marked with an accent, when

he judged it necessary to pronounce it ; as, swetfe, halve, smal6, ver. 5, 8, 9." I have the same objection to this mark

that I have to innovations in orthography ; and besides, that it would be apt to mislead the ignorant reader (for

whom only it can be intended), by making him suppose that the e so marked was really to be accented, whereas

the true e feminine is always to be pronounced with an obscure evanescent sound, and is incapable of bearing

any stress or accent.
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that, for some time, they retained their native pronunciation ; wliether they were Nouns
substantive, as, huste, ver. 75;i. face, ver. 1580, &c.—or Adjectives, as, lar(;e, ver. 755. stramj,;

ver. \'.i, &c.—or Verbs, as, grante, ver. 1275G. preche, ver. 12327, «&c. and it cannot be doubted,

that in these and other similar words in the French language, the final e was always jiro-

nouuced, as it still is, so as to make them dissyllables.

We have not indeed so clear a proof of the original pronunciation of the Saxon part®"* of our

language ; but we know, from general observation, tliat all clianges of pronunciation are

usually made by small degrees ; and therefore, when we find that a great number of those

words, which in Chaucer's time ended in e, originally ended in a, we may reasonably presume,

that our ancestors first passed from the broader sound of a to the thinner sound of e feminine,

and not at once from a to e mute. Besides, if the final e in such words was not pronounced,

why was it added ? From the time that it has confessedly ceased to be pronounced it lias

been gradually omitted in them, except where it may be supposed of use to lengthen or

soften J* the preceding syllable, as in

—

hope, name. &c. But according to the antient ortho-

graphy it terminates many words of Saxon original, where it cannot have been added for any

such purpose, as, herte, childe, aide, wilde, &c. In these therefore we must suppose that it was

pronounced as an e feminine, and made part of a second syllable; and so, by a parity of

reason, in all others, in which, as in these, it appears to have been substituted for tlie Saxon a.

Upon the same grounds we may presume, that in words terminated, according to the Saxon

form, in en, such as the Infinitive modes and Plural numbers of Verbs, and a great variety of

Adverbs and Prepositions, the k only was at first thrown away, and the e, which then became

final, continued for a long time to be pronounced as well as written.

These considerations seem sufficient to make us believe, that the pronunciation of the

e feminine is founded on the very nature of both the French and Saxon parts of our langunge

;

and therefore, though we may not be able to trace the reasons of that pronunciation in all

cases so plainly as in those which have been just mentioned, we may safely, I think, conclude

with the learned Wallis^', that what is generally considered as an e mute in our language,

" This is owing to the Saxons not having left us any metrical compositions, as has been observed before, p. xzix.

Hickes complains [Gr. A. S. c. xxiii. §. 7-]. " that it is difiBcult to know of how many syllables a Saxon verse some-

times consists, for this reason among others, quod non constat quomodo voces in e /ccminiuo vcl obscuro terminals

pronuntiandce sunt in carmine." He might, perhaps with more propriety, have complained, that it is difficult to

know how words ending in e feminine are to be pronounced in a Saxon verse, because it is uncertain of how many

syllables any of their verses consisted. I have mentioned in the text two cases of words abbreviated, in which I

think we might conclude from general reasoning that the final e was pronounced. As this Tlieory, with respect to

these words, is entirely confirmed by the practice of Orm {the most authentic metrical composer that we have in our

antient language) it would not perhaps be unreasonable to infer, that the practice of Orm, in other words of Saxon

original, in which the final e is pronounced, is consonant to the old Saxon usage. However tliat may be,

the practice of Orm must certainly be admitted to prove, that such a pronunciation prevailed at least 150 years

before Chaucer.

'" In most of the words in which the final e has been omitted, its use in lengthening or softening the preceding

syllable has been supplied by an alteration in the Orthography of that Syllable. Thus, in—ffrele, mete, stele, rede,

dere,—in whith the first e was originallj long, as closing a syllable, it has (since they have been pronounced as Mono-

syllables) been changed either into ea, as in—ffreat, meat, steal, read, dear ; or into ee, as m.—greet, meet, steel, reed,

deer. In like manner the o in—bote, /ale, dare, gode, mane, has been changed either into ua, as in

—

boat, foal; or into

00, as in

—

door, good, moon.

" Gram. Ling. Ang. c. i. §. 2. "Originem vero hiijus e muti, nequis miretur undo devencrit, banc esse judico:

Nempe, quod antiquitus pronunciatum fuerit, scd obscuro sono, sicut Gallorum e frpmininum." He afterwards adds

:

" Certissimum autem hiijus rei indicium est ex antiquis Poetis petcndum ; iipud quos reperitur illud e promiscufe

vel eonstituere vel non constituere novam Syllabam, prout ratio carminis postulaverit." So tliat, according to this

judicious writer, (who has confessedly searched much deeper into the formation of vocal sounds in general, and the

pronunciation of the English language in particular, than any of our other Grammarians) I might have assumed,

as certain, the point, which I have been labouring in the text (by arguments drawn from reason and analogy) ti>

render probable.
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either at the end or in the middle of words"-, was antiently pronounced, but obscurely, like

tlie e feminine of the French.

§ XVII. The third kind of irregularity, to which an English verse is liable, is from the

accents being misplaced. The restoring of Chaucer's words to their just number of syllables,

by the methods v.'hich have been pointed out above, will often be of signal service in restoring

his accents also to their proper places ; but further, in many words, we must be cautious of

concluding too hastily that Chaucer accented the same syllables that we do. On the contrary,

I am persuaded that in his French words he most commonly laid his accent according to the

French custom (upon the last syllable, or the last but one in words ending in e feminine), which,

as is well known, is the very reverse of our practice. Thus in ver. 3. he uses Ucour for liquour

;

ver. 1 1 . cordges for courages ; ver. 22. again, cordge for courage ; ver. 37. reson for reason ; ver. 77.

ridge for Toyage ; ver. 109, 10. risdgc—usage for visage—usage; ver. 140. manere for manner; ver.

186. laboure for labour; ver. 2()4t. prcldt for prtlate ; ver. 211. lavgdge for language; ver. 212.

maridge for mdrriage ; ver. 216. contree for country ; and so through the whole work.

In the same manner he accents the last Syllable of the Participle Present, as, ver. 885, 6.

vedding—coming for wedding—coming; ver. 903. licing for liring ; ver. 907,8. coming— crying for-

coming—crying ; ver. 998. hrenning for brenning, &c. and as he does this in words of Saxon as

well as of Frencli growth, I should suppose that the old Participle of tlie present tense, ending

in and, was originally accented upon that syllable, as it certainly continued to be by the Scot-

tish Poets a long time after Chaucer. See Bp. Douglas, Virg. p. 18. ver. 18. Spryng^ud ; ver

51. Berdnd
; p. 27. ver. 49. Flednd

; p. 29. ver. 10. Seand.

These instances are all taken from the Riming syllables (where a strong accent is indis-

pensably necessary) in order to prove beyond contradiction, that Chaucer frequently accented

his words in the Frencli manner. But if he followed this practice at the end of his verses, it

is more than probable that he did the same in the middle, whenever it gave a more harmonious

flow to his metre ; and therefore in ver. 4, instead of virtue, I suppose he pronounced rertue;

in ver. 11. instead of ndture, nature; in ver. 25. instead of aventure, atenture; in ver. 46. instead

of honour, honour, &c.

There is much more to this purpose in Wallis, loc. cil. wliich I should transcribe, if I did not suppose that his

book is in the hands of every one, who is likely to be curious upon this subject. I will only take notice of one passage

which may be wrested to his disadvantage. From considering the gradual extinction of the e feminine in our

language, and observing that the French, witli whom he conversed, very often suppressed it in their common speecli,

he has been led to predict, that the pronunciation of it would perhaps shortly be disused among them as among

ourselves. The prediction has certainly failed ; but, notwithstanding, I will venture to say, that, at the time when

it was made, it was not unworthy of Wallises sagacity. Unluckily for its success, a number of eminent writers

happened, at that very time, to be growing up in Franoe, whose works, having since been received as standards of

style, must probably fix for many centuries the antient usage of the e feminine in Poetry, and of course give a consi-

derable check to the natural progress of the language. If the age of Edward III had been as favourable to Letters as

that of Louis XIV ; if Chaucer and his contemporary Poets had acquired the same authority here, that Corneille,

Moliere, Racine, and Boileau, have obtained in France ; if their works had been published by themselves, and per-

petuated in a genuine state by printing ; I think it probable, that the e feminine would still have preserved its place

in our Poetical language at least, and certainly without any prejudice to the smoothness of our versification.

" The reasoning in the text concerning the final e is equally applicable to the same voivel in the middle of words.

Indeed (as Wallis has observed, loc. cit.) " vix uspiam in medio dictionis reperitur e mutum, quod non ab origin?

fuerit finale." If therefore it was pronounced while final, it would probably continue to be pronounced notwith-

standing the addition of a syllable. If it was pronounced in swete, trewe, large, riche, it would be pronounced in

swetel!/, treively, largely, richdy. [See ver. 123 and 3219, ver. 775 and 3692, ver. 2740 and 3034, ver. 1014 and 1913.]

In another very numerous set of words (French Verbals ending in ment) the pronunciation of this middle e is coun-

tenanced, not only by analogy, but also by the still subsisting practice in the French language. So Chaucer certainly

pronounced the words, jiigement, ver. 780. 807. 820. commandement, ver. 2871. 2981. amcndement, ver. 4183. pavement,

avisement, ver. 4505, 6. Even Spenser in the same Canto (the 8th of B. v.) uses attonement and avengement, as words

of four syllables : [St. 21. 8.—30. 5.] and Wallis takes notice that the middle c in commandement was pronounced

in his time.
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It may be proper however to observe, that we are not to expect from Chaucer tliat regu-

larity in the disposition of his accents, Avhich the practice of our greatest Poets in the last and

the present century has taught us to consider as essential to harmonious ^^ versification. None

of his masters, either French or Italian, had sot him a pattern of exactness'^ in this respect

;

and it is rather surprising, that, witliout rule or example to guide him, he has so seldom failed

to place his accents in such a manner, as to produce the cadence best suited to the nature of

his verse,

§ XVIII. I shall conclude this long and (I fear) tedious Essay, witli a Grammatical and

Metrical Analysis of the first eighteen lines of the Canterbury Tales. This will afford me an

opportunity of illustrating at once a considerable part of that Theory, which I have ventured

to propose in the preceding pages, with regard to the Language and Versification of Chaucer.

The remainder I shall take occasion to explain in a few notes upon particular passages.

THE BEGINNING OF THE CANTERBURY TALES.

I. ' Wh&nne that April with his '^shoures ^sote

II. The droiighte of March hath ' perced to the - role,

HI. And ' bathed every veine in - siciche ^ licour,

IV. Of whiche • vertue engendred is the floiir
;

V. Whan Zephu-us eke with his '«o/c brethe

'» It is agreed, I believe, that, in our Heroic Metre, those Verses, considered singly, are the most harmonious, in

which the Accents fall upon the even Syllables ; but it has never, that I know, been defined, how far a verse may

vary from this its most perfect form, and yet remain a verse. On the tenth (or riming) sylhible a strong Accent is in

all cases indispensably required ; and in order to make the line tolerably liarmonious, it seems necessary that at

least two more of the even sjUables should be accented, tha fourth being (almost always) one of them. Slilton

however has not subjected his verse even to these rules ; and particularly, either by negligence or design, he has

frequently put an unaccented syllable in t\iefourth place. See P. L. b. iii. 36. 58(). b. v. 413. 750. 874.

'* It has been suggested above, that Chaucer probably copied his Heroic Metre from Boccace. But neither Boccace

•nor any of the older Italian Poets are exact in the disposition of their accents. Though their Hendccasyllable Metre

is allowed by the best Critics to be derived from the Trimeter laTiibic Catalectic, the perfection of it has never been

determined, like that of our Heroic Metre, to consist in the conformity of its Accents to the pure Iambic measure.

Quadrio, L. ii. Dist. iii. c. iv. Part. i. Nor docs the King of Navarre always dispose his Accents more agreeably to

our present notions. It is probable, I think, that some fimdamcntal difierencos in the three languages may have

• led each of the three nations to prefer a different form of constructing the same kind of verse.

L 1. Whanne, Sax. HjJSenne, is so seldom used as a Dissyllable by Chaucer, that for some time I had great

doubts about the true reading of this line. I now believe that it is right, as here printed, and that the same word is

to be pronounced as a Dissyllable in ver. 703.

But with these relilies whaniu that he fond

—

Thanne, a word of the same form, occurs more frequently as a Dissyllable. See ver. 12260. 12506. 12721. 13924. 15282.

. 2. Shoures, Dis. Plural number. See above, p. xliL—3. Sate. See ver. v.

-II. 1. Perced, Dis. Participle of the Past Time. See above, p. xlii.—2. Rote ; root

III. 1. Bafftfd, Dis. See II. 1—2. Swiche, such; from Swilkc, Sax.—3. licoiir, Fr. has the accent upon the last

qrllable, after the French mode.

lY. 1. Vertue, Fb. may be acoented in the same manner. There is another way of preserving the harmony of this

verse, by making whiche, (from whilke. Sax.) a Dissyllable. See ver. 101.^. 3921. 5488. 6537- Vertue may then bo

Jttonounced, as it is now, with the accent on the first; the second syllable being incorporated with the first ol

engendred.

V. 1. Sate, stcote, sivete ,• sweet, Dis. See ver. 3219. 3699. 3724. 3/65. 3790.
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VI. ^Enspired hdth in every holt and hethe

VII. The tendre ' croppes, and the '^ yonge sdnue,

viii. Hath in the Ram his ' hdlfe cours - yronne,

IX. And ^ sm&le ^foules ^maken melodie,

X. That ' slepen "^ dlle night with dpen eye,

XI. So prilieth ' hem '' nature in ^ h'lr * cordges ;

xn. Than ' longen fdlk to - gon on pilgrimages,

Xlil. And ' pdlmer'es for to ' seken ^strange strondes,

XIV. To ' serve '^ hdlwes 3couthe in sundry Idndes ;

XV. And specially from every ' shires ende

XVI. Of ' Englelond to Canterbury 2 theywende,

XVII. The holy bli'sful martyr for to seke,

XVIII. That ' hem hath ' kolpen, whdn that they wei'e ^ seke.

VI. 1. Enspired, Tris. Part, ofPast Time.

VII. 1. Croppes, Dis. PI. N. as shoures. I. 2.-2. Fonpe, Dis. See ver. 213. 666. 1013. 3233, 73. It is used as a JDissi/l-

table in the Ormulum. Col. 230.

That was god bisne ful i wis till dieytlnge genge.

Strange and Longe are pronounced in the same manner. See ver. 2375. 2640, 6. 3069. 3438. 3682.

Vni. 1. Hal/e or Halve, Dis. The original word is Hal/en. So Selve, from Selven, is a Dissyllable, ver. 2862 4535,

2. Yrontte ; Run. Part, of the Past Time, with the Saxon prepositive article je, which in the MSS. of Chaucer is

universally expressed by y, or i. In this Edition, for the sake of perspicuity, y only is used.

IX. 1. Smale Dis. See ver. 146. 2078. 6897. 10207—2. Foules, Dis. as Shoures. I. 2—3. Maken ; make. Plural Number

of the Present Tense. See above, p. xxvi.

X. 1. Slepen. as Maken. IX. 3.-2. Alle, Dis. See ver. 76. 348. 536. !854. 2102.

XI. 1. Hem ; Them. It is constantly used so by Chaucer. 2. Nature should perhaps be accented on the last syllable

(or rather the last hut one, supposing it a Trisyllable), after the French manner, though in the present case the verse

will be sufSciently harmonious if it be accented on the first. That Chaucer did often accent it after the French

manner appears from ver. 8778. 9845. 11657. 11945. 12229. In the same manner he accents Figiire, ver. 2037- 2045

3/M(ir«, ver. 8132. 8498. Asiire, Statiire, ver. ^IZQ, 3. Peiniurt', ver. 11967. ^ftnWre, ver. 1188. 1237. Creature, yer.

2397. 4883. and many other words of the same form, derived from the French language.—3. Hir ,• Their. The Possessive

Pronoun of the third Person Plural is variously written, Hir, Hire, Her, and Hire ; not only in different MSS. but

even in the same page of good MSS. There seems to be no reason for perpetuating varieties of this kind, which can

only have taken their rise from the unsettled state of our Orthography before the invention of Printing, and which

now contribute more than any real alteration of the language to obscure the sense of our old Authors. In this edition,

therefore, Hir is constantly put to signify Their ; and Hire to signify Her, whether it be the oblique case of the Personal

Pronoun She, or the Possessive of the same Pronoun.^. Corages, Fr. is to be accented on the Penultima. See before,

p. xliv. and also ver. 1947. 2215. To the other instances quoted in p. xliv. add, Avantdge, ver. 2449.4566. Brocage,

3375. Fordge, ver. 3866. Lindge, ver. 4270. 5419. Servdge, ver. 1948. 4788. Costdge, ver. 5831. Pardge, ver. 5832.

XII. 1. Longen as Maken. IX. 3.—2. Gon, Infinitive Mode of Go, terminated in n according to the Saxon form. See

above, p. xxvi.

XIII. 1. Pdlmer'es, Dis. the e of the termination being cut out by Syncope, as it generally is in Plural Nouns of three

Syllables, accented upon the first, and in the Past Tenses and their Participles of Verbs, of the same description,

ending in ed. The reason seems to be, that, where the Accent is placed so early, we cannot pronounce the final syllables

fully, without laying more stress upon them, than they can properly beai'.—2. Seken as Gon. Xn. 2.—3. Strange, Dis.

Fr. See before, p. xliii.

XIV. 1. Serve Dis. from Serven, the n being thro^vn away before h. See above, p. xxvi. and xliii.—2. Halwes, Sax.

baiter. The Saxon T is changed into w, as in sorice, morwe, and some others ; though it generally passes into y.

The derivatives from this same word afford us instances of both forms ; Holyncss, Holyday, Ail-Hatlows-day.—
a Couthe ; known. The Participle of the Past Time from Connen, to know. See before, n. 35.

XV. 1. Shires, Dis. Genitive Case Sing. See before, p. xlii.

XVI. 1. Englelond, Trisyllable, from the Saxon Glljlalanha.—The last foot consists of three syllables.

—to Can 1 terb^r | y they wende.

See above, n. 66.

XVIIL 1. Hem ; Them. See XI. 1.—2. Holpen, the Participle of the Past Time from the Irregular Verb Help. See
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before, n. 34.—3. Seke ; Sick. As Chaucer usually writes this word Sike, we may suppose that in this iiihtancc he Ims

altered the Orthography in order to make the IJimo more exact; a liberty, with which he sometimes indulges himself,

though much more sparingly than his contemporary Poets. The Saxon writers afford authorities to justify either method

of spelling, as they use both 8eOCa and SlOCa.

I have hitherto considered these verses as consisting of ten syllables only ; but it is impossible not to observe, that,

according to the rules of pronunciation established above, all of them, except the 3d and 4th, consist really of eleven

syllables. This is evident at first sight in ver. 11, 12, 13, 14, and might be she\vn as clearly, by authority or analogj-, in

the others; but as the eleventh syllable, in our versification, being unaccented, may always, 1 apprehend, bo absent

or present without prejudice to the metre, there does not seem to bo any uecouiity for pointing it out in every

particular instance.
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CONTENTS.

§ I. The Dramatic fona of Novel-^vTi^ing invented hy
Doccace. The J)ecaHJc»-OM a species of Comedy. § ir. The
Canterbury Tales composed in imitation of the Decame-
ron. Design of this Discourse to give, 1. the general Plan
of them, and, 2. a Review of the parts contained in this

Edition. § in. The geveral Plan of the Canterbury
Tales, as originally designed by Chaucer. § iv. Parts of
this Plan not executed. § v. Review of the parts con-
tained in this Edition.—The Prologue. The Time of
the Pilgrimage. § vi. The Ifuiuber of the Com^pany.

§ vii. Their Apreement to tell Tales for their diversion
upon their journey. § viii. Their Characters. Their
Betting out. The Kaiight appointedg^jy lot to tell the first

Tale. § IX. The Knightes Tale copied from the The-
seida of Boccace. A summary account of the Theseida.

§ X. The Monk called upon to tell a Tale ; interrupted
by the Miller. § xi. The Miller's Tale. § xii. The
Reves Tale. The principal incidents taken from an
Old French FaUiaii. § xiii. The Cokes Tale, imperfect
in all tlie MSS. No foundation for ascribing the Story of

Gamelyn to Chaucer. § xiv. The Prologue to theJiAN
OF Lawes Tale. The progress of the Pilgrims upon their

journey. A reflection seemingly leveled at Gower. § xv.
The Man of Lawes Tale taken from Gower, who was
not the inventor of it. A similar story in a Lay of Bre-
tagne. § xvi. Reasons for placing the Wife of Bathes
Prologue next to tlie Man of Lawes Tale. § xvii. The
Wife of Bathes Prologue. § xviil The Wife of
Bathes Tale taken from the story of Florent in Gower,
or from some older narrative. The fable much improved
by Chaucer. § xix. The Tales of the Frebe and the
SoMPNOUR. § XX. The Clerkbs Tale said by Chaucer
to be borrowed from Petrarch, whose work upon this sub-
ject is a mere translation from Boccace. § xxi. Reasons
for changing the order of the three last Stanzas of the
Ballade at the end of the Clerkes Tale, and for placing
the Prologue to the Marchants Tale immediately after

them. § xxiL The Marchants Tale. The adventure
of the Pear-tree in the Latin fables of Adolphus. The
Pluto and Proserpine of Chaucer revived by Shakespeare
under the names of Oberon and Tilania. § xxiii. A new

Prologue to the Squiers Tale (now first printed) con-

necting it with the Marchants Tale. § xxiv. Thb
Squiebs Tale, probably never finished by Chaucer. §

XXV. The Frankel'eins Prologue, attributed to the

Marchant in the common editions. Reasons for restoring

it to the Frankelein. § xxvi. The Frankeleins Tale
taken from a Lay of Bretagne. The same story twice

told by Boccace. § xxvii. Reasons for removing the

Tales of the Nonne and Chanons Teman to the end of

the Nonnes Preestes Tale. § xxviii. Doubts concerning

the Prologue to the Doctours Tale. § xxtx. The Doc-
tours Tale. The story of Virginia from Livp. § xxx.
The Pardoners Prologue. The proper use of the Pro-

logue in this work. Theoutline of the Pardoners Talb
in the Cento Novelle Antiche. § xxxi. Reasons for trans-

ferring to the Shipma7i a Prologue which has usually

been prefixed to the Tale of the Squier. The Shipmans
Tale probably borrowed from some French Fableour,

older than Boicace. § xxxii. The Prioresses Prologuk
AND Tale. § xxxiil Chaucer called upon for his Tale.

'

His Rime of Sire Thopas a ridicule upon the old

metrical Romances. § xxxiv. His other Tale of Melibbs
in Prose, a translation from the French. § xxxv. The
MojJKEs Tale, upon the plan of Boccace's work Be Casi-

bus I'irorum illustrium. § xxxvi. The Tale of the
Nonnes Freest. The ground-work borrowed from a

Fable of Marie, a French Poetess. § xxxvii. The
Nonnes Tale not connected with any preceding Tale.

Translated from the Life of St. Cecilia in the Golden

Legende. Originally composed as a separate work. §
xxxvin. The Tale of the Chanons Ye.man, a satire

against the Alchemists. § xxxix. The JIanciples Pro-
logue. The Pilgrims advanced to a place called " Bob
up and down." The JLvnciples Tale, the fable of

Coronis in Ovid. § xL. The Poem, called " The Plow-

man's Tale," why omitted in this edition. § xli. Thb
Person's Prologue. The time of the day. The Per-

son's Tale, a Treatise on Penance. § xlii. Remarks
upon what is commonly called the Retractation at the

end of the Person's Tale. Conclusion.

§ I. The Dramatic form, which Boccace gave to his collection of Tales, or Novels, about

the middle of the fourteenth Century ', must be allowed to have been a capital improvement

' The Action of the Decameron being supposed in 1348, the year of the great pestilence, it is probable that Boccace

did not set about his work till after that period. How soon he completed it is imcertain. It should seem from the
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of that species of amiisiug composition. The Decameron in that respect, not to mention many

others, has the same advantage over the Cento JS^ucelle aiitkhc, which are supposed to have

preceded it in point of time, that a regular Comedy will necessarily have over an equal

number of single unconnected Scenes. Perhaps indeed there would be no great harm, if the

Critics would permit us to consider the Decameron, and other compositions of that kind, in

the light of Comedies not intended for the stage : at least we may venture to assume, that the

closer any such composition shall copy the most essential forms of Comedy, the more natural

and defined the Plan shall be ; the more the Characters shall be diversified ; the more the

Tales shall be suited to the Characters ; so much the more conspicuous will be the skill of the

^Vriter, and his work approach the nearer to perfection.

§ II. The Canterbury Tales are a work of the same nature with the Decameron, and were,

in all probability, composed in imitation of it, though upon a different and, in my opinion, an

improved plan. It would be easy to shew, that, in the several points abovementioned,

Chaucer has either been more judicious, or more fortunate, than his master Boccace : but,

waiving for the present ^ that disquisition, I shall proceed to the immediate object of this

Discourse, which is, in the first place, to lay before the Reader the general plan of the Canter-

bury Tales, as it appears to have been originally designed by Chaucer ; and, secondly, to give

a particular review of the several parts of that work, which are come down to us, as they

are published in this edition.

§ III. The general plak of the Canterbury Tales may be learned in a great measure from

the Prologue, which Chaucer himself has prefixed to them. He supposes there, that a company

of Pilgrims going to Canterbury assemble at an Inn in Southwark, and agree, that, for their

common amusement on the road, each of them shall tell at least one Tale in going to

Canterbury, and another in coming back from thence ; and that he, who sluiU tell the best

Tales, shall be treated by the rest with a supper upon their return to the same Inn. This

is shortly the Fable. The Characters of the Pilgrims are as various as, at that time, coud be

found in the several departments of middle life ; that is, in fact, as various as coud, with any

probability, be brought together, so as to form one company ; the highest and the lowest ranks

of society being necessarily excluded. It appears further, that the design of Chaucer was not

barely to recite the Tales told by the Pilgrims, but also to describe their journey, And all the

introduction to the Fourth Day, that a part (containing perhaps the three first Days) was published separately ; for

in that Introduction he takes pains to answer the censures, which had been passed upon him by several persons, who

had read his Novels. One of the censures is, " that it did not become his age to write for the amusement of women,

&c." In his answer he seems to allow the fact, that he was rather an old fellow, but endeavours to justify himself by

the examples of " Guido Cavalcanti et Dante Ali?hieri gia vecchi et IMesser Cino da Pistoia v,-cchissimo." It appears

from a passage in the Labfrinio d'Amore [Ed. 17^3. t. iii. p. 24.], that Boccace considered himself as an elderly man,

when he was a little turned of forty ; and therefore the publication of the first part of the Decameron may very well

have been, as Salviati has fixed it, [V. Manni. 1st. del Decam. p. 144.] in 1.353, when Boccace was just forty years of

age. If we consider the natni-e of the work, and that the Author, in his Conclusion, calls it repeatedly " lunga

fatica," and says, that " molto tempo" had passed between the commencement and the completion of it, we can hardly,

I think, suppose that it was finished in less than ten years ; which will bring the publication of the entire collection

of Novels, as we now have it, down t<i 1358.

2 I wiU only just mention what appear to me to be fundamental defects in the Decameron. In the first place, the

Action is indefinite; not limited by its own nature, but merely by the will of the Author. It might, if he had been

so-pleased, have as well comprehended twenty, or a hundred days, as ten ; and therefore, though some frivolous reasons

are assigned for the return of the Company to Florence, we see too plainly, that the true reason was, that the budget

of Novels was exhausted. Not to mention, that every day after the first may properly be considered as containing a new

Action, or, what is worse, a repetition of the Action of the former day. The second defect is in the Characters, which

are so nearly resembling to each other, in age, rank, and even natural disposition, that, if they had been strictly sup-

ported, their conversation must have been incapable of that variety, which is necessarj- to carry the reader through so

long a work. The third defect has arisen from the author's attempt to remedy the second. In order to diversify and

enliven his narrations, he has made a circle of virtuous ladies and poUte gentlemen hear and relate in their turns a

number of stories, which cannot with any degree of probability be supposed to have been suffered in such an assembly.
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remenant of their pilgrimage [ver. 726.] ; including, probably, their adventures at Canterbury as

well as upon the road. If we add, that the Tales, besides being nicely adapted to the

Characters of their respective Relaters, were intended to be connected together by suitable

introductions, and interspersed Avith diverting episodes ; and that the greatest part of them

was to have been executed in Verse ; we shall have a tolerable idea of the extent and difiiculty

of the whole undertaking : and admiring, as we must, the vigour of that genius, which in an

advanced age '^ coud begin so vast a work, we shall rather lament than be surjjrised that it

has been left imperfect.

§ IV. In truth, if we compare those parts of the Canterbury Tales, of which we are in

possession, with the sketch which has been just given of tlie intended whole, it will be found

that more than one half is wanting. The Prologue we have, perhaps nearly complete, and tlie

greatest part of the journey to Canterbury ; but not a word of the transactions at Canterbury,

or of the journey homeward, or of the Epilogue, which, we may suppose, was to have con-

cluded the work, with an account of the Prize-snpper and the separation of the company.

Even in that part which we have of the journey to Canterbury, it will be necessary, in the

following Review, to take notice of certain defects and inconsistencies, which can only be

accounted for upon the supposition, that the work was never finished by the Author.

§ V. Having thus stated the general Plan of the Canterbury Tales, I shall now, according to

my promise, enter upon a particular Review of those parts of them, which are published in this

edition, beginning with the Prologue,

It seems to have been the intention of Chaucer, in the first lines of the Prologue, to mark

with some exactness the time of his supposed pilgrimage ; but unluckily the two circumstances

of his description, which were most likely to answer that purpose, are each of them irrecon-

cileable to the other. When he tells us, that " the shoures of April had pureed to the rote tJie

drought of March" [ver. 1,2.], we must suj^pose, in order to allow due time for such an

operation, that April was far advanced; while on the other hand the place of the Sun, "having

just run half his course in the Ram " [ver. 7, 8.], restrains us to some day in the very latter

end of March ; as the "Vernal Equinox, in the age of Chaucer, according to his own treatise

on the Astrolabe^, was computed to happen on the twelfth of March. This diflficulty may,'

and I think, should, be removed by reading in ver. 8, the Bull, instead of the Ham ^. All the

3 Chaucer was born in 1328, and it is most probable, I think, that he did not begin his Canterbury Tales before

1382, at the earliest. My reason is this. The Queen, who is mentioned in the Legende of Good Women, ver. 496. was

certainly Anne of Bohemia, the first Queen of Richard II. She was not married to Richard, till the beginning of

1382, so that the Legende cannot possibly be supposed of an earlier date than that year. In the Legende [ver. 329

—

332. ver. 417—430.] Chaucer has enumerated, I believe, all the considerable works which he had then composed. It

was to his purpose not to omit any. He not only does not mention the Canterbury Tales, but he expressly names

the story of Palamon and Arciie and the Life of Saint Cecilia, both which now make part of them, as separate com-

positions. I am persuaded therefore, that in 1382 the work of the Canterbury Tales was not begun ; and if we look

further and consider the troubles in which Chaucer was involved, for the five or six following years, by his connex-

ions with John of Northampton, we can hardly suppose that it was much advanced before 1389, the sixty-first year of

the author's age.

* In this particular the Editions agree with the MSS. but in general, the printed text of this Treatise is so mon-

strously incorrect, that it cannot be cited with any safety.

"• This correction may seem to be authorised, in some measure, by Lidgate, who begins his continuation of the

Canterbury Tales in this manner.

" A\Tian bright Phebus passed was the Ram
Midde of Aprill, and into the Bidl came."

But the truth is, that Dan John wrote for the most part in a great hurry, and consequently without much

accuracy. In the account which he proceeds to give of Chaucer's Tales, he not only confounds the circumstances

of description of the Sompnour and Pardoner, but he speaks of the latter as

—

Telling a tale to anger with the Frere.

Storie of Thebes, ver. 32—5.
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part8 of the description will then be consistent with themselves, and with another passage

[ver. 4425.], where, in the best MSS. <7(« elghte and twenty day of April is named as the day of

the journey to Canterbury.

We will suppose therefore, that the preceding day, the seven and twentietli of April, was

the day on which the company assembled at the Tabard. In what year this happened, Cliaucor

has not thought fit to inform ns^. l^ither he did not think it necessary to fix that point at

all ; or perhaps he postponed it, till the completion of his work should enable him to assign

such a date to his Fable, as should be consistent with all the historical circumstances, which

he might take occasion to introduce into it.

§ VI. A second point, intended to be defined in the Prologue, is the mimher of the companij ;

and this too has its difficulties. They are said in ver. 24. to have been nine and twenty, but it

is not clear whether Chaucer himself is included in that number. They might therefore,

according to that passage, be thirty; but if we reckon the several characters, as they are

enumerated in the Prologue, we shall find them one and thirty ; 1. a Knight ; 2. a Squier
;

3. a Yeman ; 4. a Prioresse ; 5. an other Nonne ; 6. 7. 8. Three Preestes ; 9. a Monk ; 10. a

Frere ; 11. a Marchan t ; 12. a Clerk of Oxenforde ; 13. a Sergeant of the Lawe ; 14. a

Frankelein ; 15. an IT.aberdasher ; 16. a Carpenter; 17. aWebbe ; 18. a Deyer ; 19. aTapiser;

20. a Coke ; 21. a Shipman ; 22. a Doctour of Physike ; 23. a Wif of Bathe ; 24. a Persone
;

25. a Plowman ; 2G. a Reve ; 27. a Miller ; 28. a Sompnour ; 29. a Pardoner ; 30. a Manciple

;

31. Chaucer himself. It must be observed however that in this list there is one very suspi-

cious article, which is that of the three Preestes. As it appears evidently to have been the

'It is clear, that, whether the Pilgrimage were real or imaginary, Chaucer, as a Poet, had a right to suppose it to

have happened at the time which he thought best. He was only to take care, when the time was once fixed, that no

circumstances were admitted into his Poem, which might clash, or be inconsistent with the date of it. When no

particul.-ir date is assigned to a fable of this sort, we must natur.iUy imagine that the date of the fable coincides with

that of the composition ; and accordinsly, if we examine the Canterbury Tales, we shall not find any circumstances

which do not perfectly suit with that period, which has been stated in a former note as the probable time of Chaucer's

beginning to compose them. The latest historical fact mentioned in them is the Insiurection of Jakke Straw [ver.

I540U.], which happened in 1381 ; and the earliest, in which any person of the Drama is concerned, is the siege of

Algezir [ver. 56, 7], which began in August 1342, and ended, with the taking of the city, in March 1344. Mariana, 1.

xvi. c. X., xi. The Knight therefore may very well be supposed to have been at that siege, and also upon a Pilgrimage

to Canterbury in 1383, or thereabouts.

They who are disposed to believe the Pilgrimage to have been real, and to have happened in 1383, may support

their opinion by the following inscription, which is still to be read upon the Inn, now called the Talbot, in Southwark.

" This is the Inn where Sir Jeffrey Chaucer and the twenty-nine Pilgrims lodged in their joumey to Canterbury,

Anno 1383." Though the present inscription is evidently of a very recent date, we might suppose it to have been

propagated to us by a succession of faithful transcripts from the very time ; but unluckily there is too good reason

to be assured, that the first inscription of this sort w:is not earlier than the last century. Mr. Spoght, who appears to

have been inquisitive concerning this Inn in 1597, has left us this account of it in his Glossary, v. TABAnn. " A

jaquet, or slevelesse coat, worne in times past by Noblemen in the warres, but now oncly by Ileraults, and is called

theyre coato of Armes in servise. It is the signe of an Inne in Southwarke by London, within the which was the

lodging of the Abbot of Hyde by Winchester. This was the Hostelry where Chaucer and the other Pilgrims mett to-

gether, and, with Ilairy Baily their hoste, accorded about the manner of their journey to Canterbury. And whereas

through time it hath bin much decaied, it is now by Master J. Preston, with the Abbot's house thereto adjoyned,

newly repaired, and with convenient roomes much encreased, for the receipt of many guests."

If any inscription of this kind had then been there, he would hardly have omitted to mention it
;
and therefore I

am persuaded it has been put up since his time, and most probably when the sign was changed from the Tabard to

the Talbot, in order to preserve the antient glory of the House notwithstanding its new title Whoever furnished the

date, must be allowed to have at least invented plausibly.

While I am upon the subject of this famous Hostelry, I will just add, that it was probably parcel of two tenements

which appear to have been conveyed by William de Ludegarsale to the Abbot. &c. de tlijddjuxta Winlon, in 13f)6, and

which are described, in a former conveyance there recited, to extend in length, "aeommuni fossato de Suthwerke

versus Orientem, usque Regiam viam de Suthwerke versus Occidentem." Kegistrum de Hyde, MS. Harl. 1761. foL

106—173. If we should ever be so happy as to recover the account books of the Abbey of Hvdc, we may possibly learn

what rent Harry BaiUy paid for his inn, and many other important particulars.
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design of Chaucer to compose his company of individuals of different ranks, in order to

produce a greater variety of distinct characters, we can hardly conceive that he would, in this

single instance, introduce three, of the same profession, without any discriminating circum-

stances whatever ; and in fact, when the Nonnes Freest is called upon to toll his tale, [ver

14814.] he is accosted by the Host in a manner, which will not permit us to suppose that two

others of the same denomination were present. This must be allowed to be a strong objection

to the genuineness of that article of the three Preestes ; but it is not the only one. All the

other Characters are particularly described, and most of them very much at large, whereas

the whole that is said of the other Nonne and the three Preestes is contained in these two lines

[ver. 163, 4.] at the end of the Prioresses character :

Another Nonne also with Lire had she,

That was hire Chapellein, and Preestes thre.

Where it is also observable, that the single circumstance of description is false ; for no

Nonne coud be a Chaplain. The chief duty of a Chaplain was to say Mass, and to hear

Confession, neither of which offices coud regularly be performed by a Nonne, or by any

woman ^

It should seem therefore, that we have sufficient ground to reject these two lines, or at least

the second, as an interpolation ^
; by which means we shall get rid of two of the Preestes, and

the detail of the characters will agree with the gross number in ver. 24, Chaucer himself being

included among the nine and twenty. As Novellists generally delight in even numbers, it is not

improbable that the Host was intended to be the thirtieth. Though not under the same

obligation with the other Pilgrims, he might nevertheless tell his Tale among them as a

Volunteer.

§ VII, This leads me, in the third place, to examine what the agreement was, which the

Pilgrims entered into, at the suggestion of the Host, with respect to the number of Tales that

each person was to tell. The proposal of the Host stands thus, with very little variation, in

all the MSS.

This is the point—says he, ver. 792—5.

That eche of you, to shorten with youre way,

In this viage shal tellen tales tway,

To Canterbury ward, I mene it so.

And homeward he shal tellen other two

—

From this passage we should certainly conclude, that each of them was to tell two tales in the

' It appears that some Abbesses did at one time attempt to hear the Confessions of their Nuns, and to exercise

some other smaller parts of the clerical function : but this practice, I apprehend, was soon stopped by Gregory IX,

who has forbidden it in the strongest terms. Decretal. 1. v. tit. 38. c. x. Nova quaedam nostris sunt auribus intimata,

quod Abbatissse moniales proprias benedicunt; ipsarum qtioqiie con/essiones in criminibus audiunt, et legentes

Evangelium prssumunt publioe preedicare : Cum igitur id absonum sit et pariter absurdum. Mandamus quatenus ne

id de csEtero fiat cunctis firmiter inhibere. If these presumptuous Abbesses h^d ventured to say Mass, his Holyness

would doubtless have thundered still louder against them.

" My notion, I cannot call it opinion, of the matter is this ; that the first of these lines did really begin the

character of the Nonne, which Chaucer had originally inserted in this place together with that of the Nonnes

Freest, at as great length as the other characters, but that they were both afterwards expunged, either by himself,

or, more probably, by those who published his work after his death, for reasons of nearly the same kind with those

which occasioned the suppression of the latter part of the Cokes Tale. I suspect our Bard had been rather too gay in

his description of these two Religious persons. See a little concerning the Freest, ver. 15453— 6-5.

If it should be thought improbable that an interpolator would insert any thing so absurd and contrridictory to the

Author's plan as the second line, I beg leave to suggest, that it is still more improbable that such aline should have

come from the Author himself ; and further, I think I can promise, in the course of the following work, to point out

several other undoubted interpolations, which are to the full as absurd as the subject of our present discussion.
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journey to Canterbury, and two more in the journey homeward : but all the other passages, in

which mention is made of this agreement, would rather lead us to believe, that they were to

tell only one Tale in each journey ; and the Prologue to the Parsons Tale strongly coutirnis

tliis latter supposition. The Host says there, [ver. 17:5^7]

—" Now lacketh us no tales mo ihan on "

—

and calling upon the Parson to tell this one tale, which was wanting, he says to him, [ver.

17335.] —" ne broke thou not our play.

For every man, save thou, hath told his tale."

The Parson therefore had not told any tale before, and only one tale was expected from him

(and consequently from each of the others) upon that journey.

It is true, that a very slight alteration of the passage first cited would reconcile that too to

this hypothesis. If it were written

—

That cche of you, to shorten witli youve way,

In this viage shal tell en talcs tway ;

To Canterbury ward, I onene it, o.

And homeward he shal tell anotlicr lo—

the original proposition of the Host would perfectly agree with what appears to have been the

subsequent practice. However, I cannot venture to propose such an alteration of the text, in

opposition to so many ilSS. some of them of the best note ; and therefore the Reader, if he is

so pleased, may consider this as one of those inconsistencies, hinted at above, which prove too

plainly that the author had not finished his work.

§ VIII. The remainder of the Prologue is employed in describing the Characters of tlie

Pilgrims, and their first setting out upon their journey. The little that it may be necessary

to say in illustration of some of the Characters I shall reserve for the Notes. The circum-

stances of their setting out are related succinctly and naturally ; and the contrivance of

appointing the Knight bi/ lot to tell the first tale is a happy one, as it affords the Author the

opportunity of giving his work a splendid opening, and at the same time does not infi-inge that

apparent equality, upon which the freedom of discourse and consequently the ease and good

humour of every society so entirely depends. The genei-al satisfaction, which this appointment

is said to give to the company, puts us in mind of a similar gratification to the secret wishes of

the Grecian army, when the lot of fighting with Hector falls to Ajax ; though there is not the

least probability that Chaucer had ever read the Iliad, even in a translation.

§ IX. The Knightes Tale, or at least a Poem upon the same subject, was originally

composed by Chaucer, as a separate work. As such it is mentioned by him, among some of

his other works, in the Legende of gode women, [ver. 420, 1.] under the title of—"al the love of

Palamon and Arcite of Thebes, though the storie is knowen lite— ;" and the last words seem

to imply that it had not made itself very popular. It is not impossible that at first it was a

mere translation of the Theseida of Boccace, and that its present form was given it, when

Chaucer determined to assign it the first place among his Canterbury tales. As the Theseida,

upon which this tale is entirely founded, is very rarely to be met with 9, it may be not

' The letter, which Boccace sent to the Fiammetta with this poem, is dated di Napoli a 15 d'Aprile 1341. Lettere

di xiii. tJomini lUust. Yen. 1564. I believe that date is a true one, and it is remarkable, as being the very year and

month, in which Petrarch received the Laurel at Rome. See Petr. Ep. Famil. XII. 12.

The first Edition of the Theseida, according to Quadrio [t. vi. p. 462.], was without date, and imder the mistaken

title of Amazoniile, which might have been proper enough for the first book. It was soon after however reprinted,

with its true title, at Ferrara, in 1475, fol. Dr. Askew was so obliging as to lend me the only copy of this edition,

which I have ever heard of, in England. The Reverend Mr. Crofts has a later edition in 4'". printed at Venice, in
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impleasing to the Reader to see here a short summary of it, which will shew with what skill

Chaucer has proceeded iu reduciug a poem of about ten thousand lines to a little more than

two thousand, without omitting any material circumstance.

The Theseida is distributed into twelve Books or Cantoes.

B. I. contains the war of Theseus with the Amazons ; their submission to him ; and his

marriage with Hippolyta.

B. II. Theseus, having spent two years in Scythia, is reproached by Perithous m a vision,

and immediately returns to Athens with Hippolyta and her sister Emilia. He enters the city

in triumph ; finds the Grecian Ladies in the temple of Clemenzia ; marches to Thebes ; kills

Creon, &c. and brings home Palemone and Arcita, who are

Damnati—ctd eterna presone.

B. III. Emilia, walking iu a garden and singing, is heard and seen first by Arcita'", who

calls Palemone. They are both equally enamoured of her, but without any jealousy or

rivalship. Emilia is supposed to see tliem at the window, and to be not displeased with their

admiration.—Arcita is released at the request of Perithous ; takes his leave of Palemone, wath

embraces, &c.

B. IV. Arcita, having changed his name to Pentheo, goes into tne service of Menelaus at

Mycense, and afterwards of Peleusat iEgina. From thence he returns to Athens and becomes

a favourite servant of Theseus, being known to Emilia, though to nobody else ; till after some

time he is overheard making his complaint in a wood, to which he usually resorted for that

purpose, by Pamphilo, a servant of Palemone.

B. V. Upon the report of Pamphilo, Palemone betjiiis to be jealous of Arcita, and is desirous

to get out of prison in order to fight with him. This he accomplishes with the assistance of

1528, but in that the poem has been j-ii'erfti!o eemendata, that is, in plain English, modernized. I cannot help suspecting

that Salvini, who has inveighed with great bitterness against the corruptions of the printed Theseida, [Manni,

1st. del Decam. p. 52.] had only examined this last edition ; for I observe that a Stanza which he has quoted (from

some MS. as I suppose) is not near so correct as it is in the edition of 1475. As this Stanza contains Boccace's

own account of the intention of his Poem, I shall transcribe it here from that edition. It is the beginning of his

conclusion.

Poi che le Muse nude cominciaro

Nel conspeto de gli omeni ad andare,

Gai fur de quelli che [gia] le exercitaro

Con bello stUo in honesto parlare,

E altri in amoroso lo operaro ;

Ma tu, Ubro, primo al lor cantare

Pi Marte fai gli affanni sostenuti,

Nel vulgar latino mai piu non veduti.

This plainly alludes to a passage in Dante, de Vulgari Eloquentia, 1. ii. c. ii. where, after having pointed out the

three great subjects of Voetry, viz. Anna, Ainorem, et Rectitudinem, (War, Love, and Morality,) and enumerated

the illustrious writers upon each, he adds: Arma vera nullum Italum adhuc invenio poetasse. Boccace therefore

apparently prides himself upon having supplied the defect remarked by Dante, and upon being the first who taught

the Italian Muses to sing of Artns.

Besides other variations for the worse, the fifth line in Salvini's copy is written thus

;

Ed altri in dolci modi I'operaro

—

by which means the allusion to Dante is rendered incomplete.

10 In describing the commencement of this Amour, which is to be the subject of the remainder of the poem,

Cbancer has entirely departed from his author in three principal circumstances, and, I think, in each with very good

reason. 1. By supposing Emilia to be seen first by Palamon, he gives him an advantage over his rival which makes

the catastrophe more consonant to poetical justice. 2. The picture which Boccace has exhibited of two young princes,

violently enamoured of the same object, without jealousy or rivalship, if not absolutely unnatural, is certainly very

insipid and unpoetical. 3. As no consequence is to follow from their being seen by Emilia at this time, it is better,

1 think, to suppose, as Cliaucer has done, that they are not seen by her.
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Paiiipliilo, by ciianging clothes with Alinieto, a Physician. He goes armed to the wood in

<liiest of Arcita, whom he finds sleepin-,'. At first tiiey are very civil and friendly to each

otlier ". Then Palemone calls upon Arcita to renounce his pretensions to Emilia, or to fi"lit

with him. After many long expostulations on the part of Arcita, they fight, and are discovered

first by Emilia, who sends for Theseus. When he finds who they are, and tiie cause of their

difierence, he forgives them, and proposes the method of deciding their claim to JMnilia by a
combat of an hundred on each side, to which they gladly agree.

li. VI. Palemone and Arcita live splendidly at Athens, and send out messengers to summon
their friends, who arrive ; and the princijjal of them are severally described, viz. Lycurgus,

Pelcus, Phocus, Telamon, &c. Agamemnon, IVIenelaus, Castor, and Pollux, &c. Nestor

Evauder, Perithous, Ulysses, Diomedes, Pygmalion, Minos, &.c. with a great display of ancient

history and mythology.

B. VII. Theseus declares the laws of the combat, and the two parties of an hundred on each

side are formed. The day before the combat, Arcita, after having visited the temples of all

the Gods, makes a formal prayer to Mars. The Prayer, being personifial '^, is said to go and find

Mars in his temple in Thrace, which is described ; and ^lars, ujjou understanding the message,

causes favourable signs to be given to Arcita. In the same manner Palemone closes his

religions observances with a prayer to Venus. His Prayer, beliKj also personified, sets out for the

temple of Venus on Mount Citheroue, which is also described ; and the petition is granted.

Then the sacrifice of Emilia to Diana is described ; her prayer ; the appearance of the God-

dess ; and the signs of the two fires.—In the morning they proceed to the Theatre with their

respective troops, and prepare for the action. Arcita puts up a private prayer to Emilia, and
harangues his troop publickly ; and Palemone does the same.

-' En sieme se fer festa di bon core,

E li loro accident! si narraro. Thes. 1. v.

This is s:u-ely too much in the style of Romance. Chaucer has made them converse more naturally. He has alhO

judiciously avoided to copy Boccace in representing Arcite as more moderate than his rival-

!'* Era alor forsi Marte in exercitio

Di cliiara far la parte rugiiicsa

Del grande sue e horribile hospitio,

Quando de Arcita la oratiom pietosa

Pervenne li per fare il dato offitio,

Tutta ne lo aspecto lagrimosa ;

La qual divene di spavento muta,

Come di Jlarte hebbe laca veduta. Thes. 1. vii.

As this contrivance, of personi/i/inn the Prayers and sending them to the several deities, is only in order to introduce

a description of the respective temples, it will be allowed, I believe, that Chaucer has attained the same end by more

natural fiction. It is very probable that Boccace caught the idea of making the I'rayers persons from Homer, with

v/hose works ho was better acquainted than most of his contemporaries in this part of the world ; and there can bo

nod'Hibt, I suppose, that Chaucer's imagination, in the expedient which he has substituted, was assisted by the

occasional edihces which he had himself seen erected for the decoration of Turnaments.

The combat, which follows, having no foundation in ancient history or manners, it is no wonder that both poets

should have admitted a number of incongruous circumstances into their description of it. The great advantage

which Ch.aucer has over his original in this respect is, that he is much shorter. When we have read in the Theseida

a long and le.<imed catalogue of all the heroes of Antiquity brought together upon this occasion, we are only the more

surprised to see Theseus, in such an assembly, conferring the honour of Knighthood upon the two Theban chieftains.

E senza stare con non piccolo honore

C'inse le spade a li qui scudieri,

E ad Arcita Poluce e Castore

Calciaro d'oro li sproni e volontieri,

E Diomede e Clixe di cuore

Calzati a Palemone, e cavalieri

Ambedui furono alora novelli

Li inamorati Theban damigieli. Thes 1. vii
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B. VIII. Contains a description of the battle, in which Palemone is taken prisoner.

B. IX. The horse of Arcita, being frighted by a Fury, sent from hell at the desire of

Venus, throws him. However, he is carried to Athens in a triumphal chariot with Emilia by

Lis side ; is put to bed dangerously ill ; and there by his own desire espouses Emilia.

B. X. The funeral of the persons killed in the combat Arcita, being given over by his

Physicians, makes his will, in discourse with Theseus, and desires that Palemone may inherit

all his possessions and also Emilia. He then takes leave of Palemone and Emilia, to whom he

repeats the same request. Their lamentations. Arcita orders a sacrifice to Mercury, which

Palemone performs for him, and dies.

B. XI. Opens with the passage of Arcita's soul to heaven, imitated from the beginning of

the Oth Book of Lucan. The funeral of Arcita. Description of the wood felled takes up six

Stanzas. Palemone builds a temple in honour of him, in which his whole history is painted.

The description of this painting is an abridgement of the preceding part of the Poem.

B. XII. Theseus proposes to carry into execution Arcita's will by the marriage of Palemone

and Emilia. This they both decline for some time in formal speeches, but at last are persuaded

and married. The Kings, &c. take their leave, and Palemone remains—"in gioia e in diporto

con la sua dona nobile e cortese."

From this sketch of the Theseida it is evident enough that Chaucer was obliged to Boccace ''

for the Plan and principal incidents of the Knightes Tale ; and in the Notes upon that

tale I shall point out some passages, out of many more, which are literal translations from

the Italian.

§ X. When the Knight has finished his Tale, the Host' with great propriety calls upon the

Monk, as the next in rank among the men, to tell the next Tale ; but, as it seems to have been

the intention of Chaucer to avail himself of the variety of his Characters, in order to distribute

alternate successions of Serious and Comic, in nearly equal proportions, throughout his work,

he has contrived, that the Hostes arrangement shall be set aside by the intrusion of the dronken

Miller, whose tale is such as might be expected from his character and condition, a complete

contrast to the Knightes.

§ XI. I have not been able to discover from whence the Story of the Millers Tale is

taken ; so that for the present I must give Chaucer credit for it as his own invention, though

in general he appears to have built his Tales, both serious and comic, upon stories, which he

found ready made. The great difi^erence is, that in his serious pieces he often follows his

author with the servility of a mere translator, and in consequence his narration is jejune and

constrained ; whereas in the comic, he is generally satisfied with borrowing a slight hint of his

subject, which he varies, enlarges, and embellishes at pleasure, and gives the whole the air and

13 To whom Boccace was obliged is a more difiBcult subject of enquiry. That the Story was of his own invention,

I think is scarcely credible. He speaks of it himself as very ancient. [Lett, alia Fiammetta. Biblioth. Smith. App. p-

cxli.] Trovata una antichissima Storia, e al piu deUe genti non manifesta, in latino volgare. acciocche piu dilettasse •

massimamente a voi, che gia con sommo titolo le mie rime esaltaste, ho ridotta. He then tells her, that she will

observe that what is related under the name of one of the two lovers and of Emilia, is very similar to what had

actually passed between herself and him ; and adds—Se forse alcune cose soperchie vi fossono, il voler bene coprire

ei6 che non era onesto manifestare, da noi due in fuori, e'l volere la storia seguiie, ne sono cagione. I am well aware

however that declarations of this kind, prefixed to fabulous works, are not much to be depended upon. The wildest

of the French Romances are commonly said by the Authors to be translated from some old Latin Chronicle at St.

Denys. And certainly the Story of Palemone and Arcita, as related by Boccace, coud not be very ancient. If it was

of Greek original, as I rather suspect, it must have been thrown into its present form, after the Norman Princes had

introduced the manners of Chivalry into their dominions in Sicily and Italy.

The Poem in modern Greek political verses De nuptiis Tliesei et Emitia, printed at Venice in 1529, is a mere

translation of the Theseida. The Author has even translated the prefatory epistle addressed by Boccace to the

Fiammetta.
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colour of an original ; a sure sign, that bis genius rather led him to compositions of the latter

kind.

§ XII. The next tale is told by the Rf.ve (who is represented above, ver. 5^9. as "a cholerick

man") in revenge of the il/fV/ej-'s tale. It has been generally said to be borrowed from the

Pi'iameron, D. ix. N. 6. but I ratlier think that both Boccace and Chaucer, in this instance, liave

taken whatever they have in common from an old Fabliau, or Conte, of an anonymous French

rimer, De Gombert et des deux Clers. The Reader may easily satisfy himself upon this head, by

casting his eye upon the French Fabliau, which has lately been printed with several others

Vom MSS. in France. See Fabliaux et Contes, Paris, \^bG. t. ii. p. 115—124.

§ XIII. The Cokes Tale is imperfect in all the MSS. which I have had an opportunity of

. xamiuing. In MS. A. it seems to have been entirely omitted ; and indeed I cannot help

suspecting, that it was intended to be omitted, at least in this place, as in the Mancij:>les

Prolo'jue, when the Coke is called upon to tell a tale, there is no intimation of his having told

one before. Perhaps our Author might think, that three tales of karlutrie, as he calls it,

together would be too much. However, as it is sufficiently certain, that the Cokes Prologue

and the beginning of his Tale are genuine compositions, they have their usual place in this

F.dition. There was not the same reason for inserting the story of Gamelyx, which in some

MSS. is annexed to the Cokes Tale. It is not to be found in any of the !MSS. of the first

authority ; and the manner, style, an'd versification, all prove it to have been the work of an

author much inferior to Chaucer. I did not therefore think myself warranted to publish it a

second time among the Canterbury Tales, though as a Relique of our antient Poetry, and the

foundation, perhaps, of Shakespeare's As you like it, I coud have wished to see it more accu-

rately printed, than it is in the only edition which we have of it.

§ XIV. In the Prologue to the Max of Lawes Tale Chaucer recalls our attention to

the Action, if I may so call it, of his Drama, the journey of the Pilgrims. They had set out

soon after the day began to sprin<j, ver. 824 and f. "When the Eere was beginning to tell his tale,

they were in the neighbourhood of Deptford and Greenwich, and it was half icay prime ; that

is, I suppose, half way past prime, about half hour after seven A. M. [ver. 3904, 5.]. Uow much

further they were advanced upon their road at this time is not said ; but the hour of tlie day

is pointed out to us by two circumstances. We are first told [ver. 4422, 3.], that

—" the Sonne

The ark of liis artificial day had ronnc

The fourthe part and half an hour and more ;
"

—

and secondly [ver. 4432.], that he was "five and forty degrees high ;" and this last circum-

stance is so confirmed by the mention of a corresponding phasnomenon that it is imjiossible to

suspect any error in the number. The equality in length of shadows to their projecting bodies

can only happen, when the Sun is at the height of fire and forty degrees. Unfortunately

however this description, though seemingly intended to be so accurate, will neither enable us

to conclude with the MSS. that it was "ten of the clock," nor to fix upon any other hour ; as the

two circumstances just mentioned are not found to coincide in any part of the twenty-eighth,

or of any other, day of April ^^ in this climate. All that we can conclude with certainty is,

that it was not past ten of the clock.

'< The twenty-eighth day of April, in the time of Chaucer, answering to our 6th or 7th of Jlay, the .Sun, in the

latitude of London, rose about half hour after four, and the length of the artificial day was a little more than fifteen

hours. A fourth part of 15 hours (= SK 45'".) and halfan hour and more—may be fairly computed *o make together

4 hours 1, which being reckoned from 4i A. JI. give the time of day exactly 9, A. M. Cut the Sun was not at the

altitudeof45Mill above half hour after 9. In like manner, if we t.ike the eighteenth day (according to all the Editions

and some MSS.) we shall find that the Sun indeed was 45° high at 10 A. ,M. exactly, but that the/ourth part of the day

and hat/an hour ami more had been completed at 9, A. M.
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The compliments which Chaucer has introduced upon liis own writings are modest enough,

and quite unexceptionable ; but if the reflection [ver. 4497- and f.] upon those who relate such

stories as that of Canace, or of Apollonias Tyr'ms, was levelled at Gower, as I very much suspect,

it will be difficult to reconcile such an attack to our notions of the strict friendship, which is

generally supposed to have subsisted between the two bards ^^. The attack too at this time

must appear the more extraordinary on the part of our bard, as he is just going to put into

the mouth of his Man of Lawe a tale, of which almost every circumstance is borrowed from

Gower. The fact is, that the story of Canace is related by Gower in his Conf. Amant. B. iii.

and the story of ^^Apollonius (or Apollynus, as he is there called) in the virith book of the same

work ; so that, if Chaucer really did not mean to reflect upon his old friend, his choice of

these two instances was rather unlucky.

§ XV. The Man of Lawes Tale, as I have just said, is taken, with very little variation,

from Gower, Conf. Amant. B. ii. If there coud be any doubt, upon a cursory perusal of the

two tales, which of them was written first, the following passage, I think, is sufficient to decide

the question. At ver. 550G, Chaucer says,

—

Soil) men wold sayn, how tbat the child Maurice

Dotli this message until this Emperour :

—

and we read in Gower, that ^Maurice is actually sent upon this message to the Emperour.

We may therefore fairly conclude that in this passage Chaucer alludes to Gower, who had

treated the same subject before him, but, as he insinuates, with loss jiropriety.

I do not however suppose that Gower was the inventor of this tale. It had probably passed

through several hands before it came to him. I find among the Cotton MSS. Cal. A. ii. fol. 69,

an old English Rime, entitled " Emare" in which the heroine under that name goes through a

series of adventures for the most part '^ exactly similar to those of Constance. But neither

In this uncertainty, I have left the text as I found it in all the best MSS. Only MS. HA. does not express the hour,

but reads thus :

—

Yt was atte cloke—

.

i^ There is another circumstance, which rather inclines me to believe, that their friendship suffered some inter-

ruption in the latter part of their lives. In the new edition of the Confessio Amantis, which Gower published after

the accession of Henry IV, the verses in praise of Chaucer [fol. 190. b. col. 1. ed. 1532.] stre omitted. See MS. Harh

3869. Though perliaps the death of Chaucer at that time had rendered the compliment (Contained in those verses less

proper than it was at first, that alone does not seem to have been a sufficient reason for omitting them, especially as

the original date of the work, in the IG of Richard II, is preserved. Indeed the only other alterations, which I have

been able to discover, are toward the beginning and end, where every thing which had been said in praise of Richard

in the first edition, is either left out or converted to the use of his successor.

10 The History of Apollonius King of Tyre was supposed by Mark Welser, when he printed it in 1595, to have

been translated from the Greek a thousand years before. [Fabr. Bib. Gr. V. 6. p, 821.] It certainly bears strong

marks of a Greek original, though it is not, that I know, now extant in that language. The Rythmical poem, under

the same title, in modern Greek, was re-translated (if I may so speak) from the Latin

—

airo AariviKTjs eis 'PufiaiKriv

yXaxTffav. I>u Cange, Index Author, ad Gloss. Grcec. When Welser printed it, he probably did not know tliat it

had been published already, perhaps more than once, among the Gesta Romanorum. In an edition, which I have,

printed at Rouen in 1521, it makes the 154th chapter. Toward the latter end oftheXIIth Century, Godfrey of Viierbo,

in his Pantheon, or imiversal Chronicle, inserted this Romance as part of the history of the third Antiochus, about

200 years before Christ. It begins thus [MS. Tie/;. 14 C. xi.] :

Filia Seleuci regis stat clara deccue

Matreque defuncta pater arsit in ejus amore.

Res habet effectum, pressa puella dolet.

The rest is in the same metre, with one Pentameter only to two Hexameters.

Gower, by hi own acknowledgement, took his story from the Pantheon ; as the Author, whoever he was, of Pericles

Prince of Tyre professes to have followed Gower.

I' The chief differences are, that Emare is originally exposed in a boat for refusing to comply with tlie incestuous
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was the author of this Rime the inventor of the story, for in fol. 70. a. he refers to his original

" in Itomans" or French ; and in the hist Stanza he tells us expressly

—

Thvs ys on of Brytayne layes

That was used by olde daycs.

Of the Britaine lai/es I shall have occasion to speak more at large, when I come to the Franke-

Mh's Tale.

§ XVI. The Man of Lawes Tale in the best MSS. is followed by the Wife of Bathes Prologue and

Tale, and therefore I have jilaced them so here ; not however merely in compliance with

authority, but because, according to the common arrangement, in the Merchant's Talc^^ there

is a direct reference to the Wife of Bathes Prologue, before it has been spoken. Such an impro-

priety I was glad to remove upon the authority of the best ^ISS. though it had been acquiesced

in by all former Editors ; especially as the same MSS. pointed out to me an other, I believe

the true, place for both the Merchant's and the Squier's Tales, which have hitherto been printed

immediately after the Man of Lawes: But of that hereafter.

§ xvii. The want of a few lines to introduce the Wife of Bathes ruoi.ocuE is, perhaps,

one of those defects, hinted at above, which Chaucer would have supplied if he had lived to

finish his work. The extraordinary length of it, as well as the vein of pleasantry that runs

through it, is very suitable to the character of the speaker. The greatest part must have been

of Chaucer's o\*n invention, though one may plainly see that he had been reading the popular

invectives against marriage and women in general ; such as, the Rosian de la Rose ; Vale-

HiL's AD RuFiNUM de 11011 duccndd uxore ; and particularly IIieronymus contra Jorinianum^^.

§ xviii. The Wife of Bathes Tale seems to have been taken from the Story of Florent

in Gower, Coiif. Amant. B. i. or perhaps from an older narrative, in the Gesta Romanorum, or

some such collection, from which the Story of Florent was itself borrowed. However that

may have been, it must be allowed that Chaucer has considerably improved the fable by

lopping off some improbable, as well as unnecessary, circumstances ; and the transferring of

the scene from Sicily to the Court of King Arthur must have had a very pleasing effect, before

the fabulous majesty of that court was quite obliterated.

desires of the Emperour her father ; that she is driven on the coast of Galys, or Wales, and married to the king of

that country. The contrivances of the step-mother, and the consequences of them, arc the same in both stories.

•8 V. 9559, Justine says to his brother January—

The Wif of Bathe, if ye ban understonde,

Of manage, wliich ye now lian in honde.

Declared hath ful wel in htel space

—

allnding very plainly to this Prologue of the Wife of Bath. The impropriety of such an dllusion in the mouth of

Justine is gross enough. The truth is, that Chaucer has inadvertently given to a character in the Merchant's Talc an

argument which the Merchant himself might naturally have used upon a similar occasion, after he had heard the

Wife of Bath. If we suppose, with the Editions, that the Wife of Bath had not at that time spoken her Proloyue, the

impropriety will be increased to an incredible degree.

" The holy Father, by way of recommending celibacy, has exerted all his learning aad. eloquence (and he certainly

was not deficient in either) to collect together and aggravate whatever he coud find to the prejudice of the female sex.

Among other things he has inserted his own translation (probably) of a long extract from what he calls—" liber

aureolus Theophrasti de nuptiis."

Next to him in order of time was the treatise entitled "Epistola Valcrii ad Rufinum de non ducendd uxore." MS.

Reg. 12 D. iii. It has been printed, for the simiLarity of its sentiments, I suppose, among the works of St. Jerome,

though it is evidently of a much later date. Tanner (from Woods MS. Coll.) attributes it to Walter Map. Bib. Biit.

T. Map. I should not believe it to be older ; as John of Salisbury, who has treated of the same subject in his Polycrat.

L viii. c. xi. does not appear to have seen it.

To these two books Jean de Meun has been obliged for some of the severest strokes in his Roman de la Rose; and
Chaucer has transfused the quintessence of all the three works, upon the subject of Matrimony, into his Wife of
Bathes Proloyue and Merchant's Tait.
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The old Ballad entitled "The Mamage of Sir Gawaine," [Ancient Poetry, vol. iii. p. 11.]

which the leainied Editor thinks may have furnished Chaucer with this tale, I should rather

conjecture, with deference to so good a judge in these matters, to have been composed by one

who had read both Gower and Chaucer.

§ XIX. The Tales of the Frere and the Sompnour are well ingrafted upon that of the

Wife of Bath. The ill humour which shews itself between those two characters is quite

natural, as no two professions at that time were at more constant variance. The Regular

Clei'gy, and particularly the Mendicant Freres, affected a total exemption from all Ecclesi-

astical jurisdiction, except that of the Pope, which made them exceedingly obnoxious to the

Bishops, and of course to all the inferior ofScers of the national hierarchy.

I have not been able to trace either of these tales to any author older than Chaucer, and

possibly they may both have been built upon some traditional pleasantries, which were never

before committed to writing.

§ XX. The Clerkes Tale is in a different strain from the three preceding. He tells us,

in his Prologue, that he learned it from^ Petrarch at Padua ,• and this, by the way, is all the

ground that I can find for the notion that Chaucer had seen Petrarch ^ in Italy. It is not

easy to say why Chaucer should choose to own an obligation for this tale to Petrarch rather

than to Boccace, from whose Decameron, D. x. N. 10. it was translated by Petrarch in 1373, the

year before his death, as appears by a remarkable letter, which he sent with his translation to

Boccace. Opj). Petrarch, p. 540—7. Ed. Bas. 1581. It should seem too from the same letter,

that the story was not invented by Boccace, for Petrarch says, " that it had always pleased

him ichen he heard it many years before" ^^ whereas he had not seen the Decameron till very lately.

20 I can find no older or better authority for this notion than the following passage in Speght's life of Chaucer, pre-

fixed to the Edition in 1597. " Some write, that he with Petraxke was present at the marriage of Lionell Duke of

Clarence with A'iolante daugliter of Galeasius, Duke of Jlillaine : yet Paullus Jovius nameth not Cliaucer ; but

Petrarke, he sayth, was there." It appears from an instrument in Ryraer [libcrat. 42 E. III. m. 1.], that the Duke of

Clarence passed from Dover to Calais, in his way to J.Iilan, in the spring of 13(J8, with a retinue of 457 men and 1281)

horses. That Chaucer might have attended the Duke upon this occasion is not impossible. He had been, probably,

for some time in the king's service, and had received the year before a Grant of an annuity of 20 marks—pro bono

servitio, quod dilectus Valettus noster, Galfridus Chaucer nobis impendit et impendet in futurum. Pat. 41 E. III. p.

1. m. 13. ap. RjTner. There is a curious account of the feast at this marriage in the Chronica di Manloua of Ali-

prandi [Murator. Antiq. Med. ^vi, vol. v. p. 1187, & seq.], but he does not give the names of the

" Grandi Signori e Baroni Inghilese,

who were, as he says,

" Con Messere Lionell' in compagnia."

The most considerable of them were probably those 26 (Knights and others) who, before their setting out for Jlilan,

procured the King's licence to appoint Attorneys general to act for them here. Franot 42 E. III. m. 8. ap. Kj-mer.

The name of Chaucer does not appear among them.

The embassy to Genoa, to which Chaucer was appointed in November 13/2, might possibly have afforded liini

another opportunity of seeing Petrarch. But in the first place, it is uncertain whether he ever went upon that

Embassy. If he did, the distance from Genoa to Padua, where Petrarch resided, is considerable ; and I cannot help

thinking that a reverential visit frotn a Minister of the King of England would have been so flattering to the old

man, that either he himself or some of his biographers must have recorded it. On the other hand, supposing Chaucer

at Genoa, it is to be presumed, that he would not have been deterred by the difficulties of a much longer joui-ney from

paying his respects to the first literary character of the age : and it is remarkable, that the time of this embassy, in

1373, is the precise time at which he coud have learned the story of Griseldis/roni Petrarch at Padua. For Petrarch

in all probability made his translation in that very year, and he died in July of the year following.

The inquisitive and judicious author of Mimoires pour la vie de Petrarque gave us hopes [Pref. to t. ii. p. 6.], that

he would shew, that Chaucer was in connexion (en liaison) with Petrarch. As he has not fulfilled his promise in a

later (I fear, the last) volume of his very ingenious work, I suspect that his more accurate researches have not enabled

him to verify an opinion, which he probably at first adopted upon the credit of some biographer of Chaucer.

21 —Cum et mihi semper ante multos annos au:lita placuisset, et tibi usque adeo placuisse pprpenderem, ut vulgari

earn stylo tuo censueris non indignam, et fine operis, ubi rhetorum disciplina validiora quaelibet collacari jubet.
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§ XXI. In the Ballade, with which the Clerk concludes his Tale, I have changed the order of

the three last Stanzas, so as to make it end

—

And let him care, and ivepe, and wringc, and waile—

and immediately after I have placed the Marchants ruoi.OGUE, beginning,'

—

Weping and wailing, care and other sorwc

I have enough

—

This arrangement, which recommends itself at first sight, is also supported by so many MSS.

of the best authority, that, without great negligence or dullness, I coud not have either over-

looked or rejected it, especially as the whole turn of the MarchanCs Prologue, and the express

mention of Gris'ilde in ver. 9100. demonstrate, that he is supposed to sj)eak witli the Gierke's

Tale fresh in his memory.

§ XXII. The scene of the Marchants Tale is laid in Italy, but none of the names, except

Damian and Justin, seem to be Italian, but rather made at pleasure ; so that I doubt whether

the story be really of Italian growth. The adventure of the Pear-tree I find in a small collec-

tion of Latin fables, written by one Adolphus, in Elegiac verses of his fashion, in the year

\'M5. As this fable has never been printed but once, and in a book not commonly to be met

witli, I shall transcribe below -' the material parts of it, and I dare say the Header will not be

very anxious to see any more.

Petrarch, loc.cit. M. L'Abbe de Sade \_Mem. de Petr. t. iii. p. 7f)7.] saj's, that the Story of Griseldis is taken from an

ancient MS. in the library of M.Foucault, entitled, icpar(;me?i<d<;sZ)«m?j. If this should have been said upon the autho-

rity of Manni [1st. del Becam. p. 603.], as I very much suspect, and if Manni himself meant to refer to M. Galland's

Discours surqudques anciens Poetes [Mem.de I'Aead. des I. et B. L. t. ii. p.686.], we must look still further for the original

of Boccace's Novel. M. Galland says nothing, as I observe, of the untiqiiUy of the MS. Le titre (he says) est £e pare-

ment des Dames, avec des explications en Prose, ou Ton trouvc ri)i,stoire de Griselidis quo feu M. Perrault a mise en

vers: but he says also expressly, that it was a work of Olivier de la Marclie, who was not bum till many years

after the death of Boccace.

«» Adolphi Fabulce, ap. Lcyser. Hist. Poet. Medii JEvi, p. 2<i08.

Fahula 1.

Caucus erat quidam, cui pulcra virago

—

In Curtis viridi resident hi cespite quadam

Luce. Petit mulier robur adire Pjti.

Vir favet, amplectens niox robur ubique lacertis.

Arbor adunca fuit, qua latuit juvenis.

Anjplexatur earn dans basia dulcia. Tenam
Incepit colere vomere cum proprio.

Audit vir strepitum ; nam saspe carentia sensus

Unius in reliquo, nosco, vigere solet.

Heu miser ! exclamat ; te laidit adulter ibidem.

Conqueror hoc illi qui dedit esse milii.

Tunc Deus omnipotcns, qui condidit omnia verbo.

Qui sua membra probat, vascla velut figuhis,

Restituens aciem miscro, touat illico ; Fallax

Femina, cur tanta fraude nocere cupis ?

Percipit ilia virum. Vultu respondet alacri

:

Magna dcdi medicis ; non tibi cura fuit.

Ast, ubi lustra sua satis uda petebat Apollo,

Candida splendescens Cynthia luce mera,

Tunc sopor irrepsit mea languida corpora : qua^t'.am

Astitit : insonuit .auribus ilia meis.

Ludere cum juvene studeas in roboris alto

;

Prisca viro dabitur lux cito, credo milii.
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Whatever was the real original of this Tale, the Machinery of the Faeries, which Chaucer

has used so happily, was probably added by himself; and indeed, I cannot help thinking, that

his Pluto and Proserpina were the true progenitors of Oberon and Titania "^, or rather, that they

themselves have, once at least, deigned to revisit our poetical system under the latter names.

§ XXIII. The Puologue to the Squier's Tale appears now for the first time in print. Why
it has been omitted by all former Editors I cannot guess, except, perhaps, because it did not

suit with the place, which, for reasons best known to themselves, they were determined to

assign to the Squier's Tale, that is, after the Man of Lawe's and before the Marcha7it's. I have

chosen rather to follow the JISS. of the best authority in placing the Squier's Tale after the

Marchanfs, and in connecting them together by this Prologue, agreeably, as I am persuaded,

to Chaucer's intention. The lines which have usually been printed by M'ay of Prologue to the

Squier's Tale, as I believe them to have been really composed by Chaucer, though not intended

for the Squier''s Prologue, I have prefixed to the Shipman's Tale, for reasons, whicli I shall gi'c

when I come to speak of that Tale.

§ XXIV. I should have been very happy if the MSS. which have furnished the Squiers

Prologue, had supplied the deficient part of his Tale, but I fear the judgement of Milton was

too true, that this story was ''left half-told" by the author. I have never been able to discover

the probable original of this tale, and j'et I should be very hardly brought to believe that the

whole, or even any considerable part of it, was of Chaucer's invention.

§ XXV. We are now arrived with the common Editions, though by a different course, at the

Frankeleines Tale ; and here again we must be obliged to the MSS. not indeed, as in the

last instance, for a neic Prologue, but for authorising us to prefix to this Tale of the Frankdeln

a Prologue, which in the common Editions is prefixed to the Tale of the Marchaiit, together

with the true Prologue of that Tale, as printed above. It is scarce conceivable how these two

Prologues coud ever be joined together and given to the same character, as they are not only

entirely iinconnected, but also in one point directly contradictory to each other ; for in that,

which is properly the MarchanVs, he saj's expressly [ver, 9110.], that he had been married "two

monthcs and not more ;" whereas in the other, the Speaker's chief discourse is about his so)i,

who is grown up. This therefore, upon the authority of the best !MSS. I have restored to

the Frankelein ; and I must observe, that the sentiments of it are much more suitable to A J?

character than to that of the Marcharit. It is quite natural, that a wealthy land-holder, of a

generous disposition, as he is described [ver. 333—62.], who has been Sheriff, Knight of the

Shire, &c. should be anxious to see his son, as we say, a Gentleman, and that he should talk

slightingly of money in comparison with polished manners and virtuous endowments ; but

neither the character which Chaucer has drawn of his Marchant, nor our general notions of

the profession at that time, prepare us to expect from him so liberal a strain of thinking.

§ XXVI. The Frankeleins Tale, as he tells us himself, is taken from a British Lay"^ ; and

Quod feci. Domiiius ideo tibi munera lucis

Contulit : idcirco munera redde mihi.

Addidit ille fidem mulieri, de prece cujus

Se sanum credit, mittit et omne nefas.

Tlie same story is inserted among The Fables of Alphonse, printed by Caxton in English, with tliose of JSsop, Avian

and Pogye, without date ; but I do not find it in the original Latin of Alphonsus, MS. Reg. 10. B. xii. or in any of the

French translations of his work that I have examined.

23 This observation is not meant to extend further than the Kinp and Queen of Faery ; in wlicse characters, I

think it is plain, that Shakespeare, in imitation of Chaucer, has dignified our Gothic Elves with the manners and

language of the classical Gods and Goddesses. In the rest of his Faery system, Shakespeare seems to have followed

the popular superstition of his owna time.

** Les premieres Chansons Pranyoises furent nommees des Lais ; says 51. de la Rav.iliere, Pocs. (lit Hoi. de Nav. t. i.

p. 215. And so far 1 believe he is right. But I see no foundation for supposing with him, in the same page, that the



THE CANTERBURY TALES. Ixiii

the names of persons and places, as well as the scene and circumstances of the story, mako
this account extremely probable. The Lay itself is either lost, or buried, perhaps for ever, in

L-^Y was line sorle d'Eleyie, and that it was derived du mot Latin Lessus, (Hii signijie del jilaintcs ; or [in p. 217.] that

it was la chanson—la plus majcstucuse el la plus grave. It seems more probable that Lai in French was anciently a

generical term, answering to Song in English. The passage which 51. de la Kavalierc hais quoted from Le Brut,

" Molt sot de Lais, molt sot de notes "

—

is thus rendered by our Layamon. [See before, Essaj', &c. n. 46.]

Ne cuthe na mon swa muchel of song.

The same word is used by Pcirol d'Alvcrgna, MS. Crofts, fol. Lxxxv. to denote the songs of hinls, certainly not of the

plaintive kind.

Et li ausell s'en van enamoran

L'uns per I'autre, et fan vantas ^or canfas] et lais.

For my own part I am inclined to believe, that Liod, Island. Lied, Teuton. Leolli, Saxon, and Lai, French, arc all to

be deduced from the same Gothic original.

But beside this general sense, the name of Lay was particularly given to the French translations of certain Poems,

originally composed in Armorican Bretagne, and in the Armorican language. I say the French translations, because

Lay, not being (as I can find; an Armorican word, coud hardly have been the name, by which a species of Poetry, not

Imported from France, was distinguished by the first composers in Bretagne.

The chief, perhaps the only, collection of these Lais that is now extant, was translated into French octosyllable

Terse by a Poetess, who calls herself Marie ; the same, without doubt, who made the translation of Esope, quoted by

Pasquier IRech. 1. viii. ch. i.] and Fauchet [L. ii. n. 84.], and placed by them in the reign of St. Louis, about the

middle of the xiiith century. Both her works have been preserved together in MS. liar/, oyn. in a fair hand, ivhich

I see no reason to judge more recent tlian the latter end of that Century.

The Lais, with which only we are at present concerned, were addressed by her to some king. Fol. 1.39.

En le honur de vous, noble reis,

Ki taut e.stes pruz e curteis,

A ki tute joie se encline,

E en ki quoer tuz biens racine,

M'entrerais des lais assembler.

Par rime faire e reconter.

—

A few lines after, she names horsclf.

Oez, Seignurs, ke dit Marie.

The titles of the Poems in this collection, to the number of twelve, arc recited in the ITarleian Catalogue. They are.

in general, the names of the principal persons in the several Stories, and are most of them evidently Armorican ;
and

I think no one can read the Stories themselves without being persuaded, that they were either really translated

from the Armorican hmgiiage, or at least composed by one who was well acquainted with that language and country-.

Though these Poems of Marie have of late been so little known as to have entirely escaped the researches of Fauchet

and other French Antiquaries, they were formerly in high estimation. Denis Piramus, a very tolerable versifier ot

the Legend of St. Edmund the King [MS. Cotton. Dom. A. xi.], allows that Dame Marie, as he calls her, had great

merit in the composition of her Lavs, though they are not all trite—

E si en est ele mult loee,

E la rj-me par tut amee.

A translation of her Lays, as it should seem, into one of the Northern languages was among the books given by

Gabriel de la Gardie to the University of TJpsal, under the title of Varite Britannorum Fabula. See the description

of the book by Stephanius, in Cat. Libb. Septcnt. at the end of Hickes, Gr. A. S. edit. iCm. 4««. p. 180. That Chaucer

had read them I think extremely probable, not only from a passage in his Drenie [ver. ]H2(>— lf)26.], which seems to

have been copied from the Lay of Elidus, but also from the manner in which he makes the Frankelein speak of the

Bretons and their compositions. See the note on ver. 11021.

However, in Chaucer's time, there were other British Lays extant beside this collection by Marie. Emare has

been mentioned before, § xv. An old English Ballad of Sir Goivther [MS. Ileg. 17 B. xliii.] is said by the writer to

have been taken oict of one of the Layes of Br itanye : in another place he saya—the first Lay of Britanye- The

original of the Frankelein's Tale was probably a third. There were also LaJjs, which did not pretend to be British,

as Le Lay cCAristote, Li Lais de rOisclet [Fabliaux, torn. i.]. Le Lai du Corn by Robert Bikez [SIS. Bod. Ifi37.] is said
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one of those sepulchres of MSS. which, by courtesy, are called Libraries ; but there are two

imitations of it extant by Boccace, the first in the vth Book of liis Phllocopo, and the second in

the I>ecameron, D. x. N. 5. They agree in every respect with each other, except that the scene

and the names are different, and in tlie latter the narration is less prolix and the style less

flowery than in the former, which was a juvenile work ^. The only material point, in which

Boccace seems to have departed from his original, is this ; instead of " the removal of the rocks
"

the Lady desires "a garden full of Jloicers and fruits ofMay, in the month of January ;" and some

such alteration was certainly necessary, when the scene came to be removed from Bretagne to

Spain and Italy, as it is in Boccace's novels "^. I should guess that Chaucer lias preserved

pretty faithfully the principal incidents of the British tale, though he has probably thrown in

some smaller circumstances to embellish his narration. The long list of virtuous women in

Dorigene's Soliloquy is plainly copied from Hieronymds contra Jovinianum.

§ xxvii. Thus far I flatter myself I have been not unsuccessfrll in restoring the true order,

and connexion with eacli other, of the Clerkcs, the Marchantes, the Squieres, and the Frankeleiint!

Tales, but with regard to the next step, which I have taken, I must own myself more dubious.

In all the editions the Tales of the JVonne and the Chanones Yetnan precede tlie Doctoures, but tlie

best MSS. agree in removing those Tales to the end of the Nonnes Preestes, and I have not

scrupled to adopt this arrangement, which, I think, is indisputably established by the following

consideration. When the Monk is called upon for his Tale the Pilgrims were near Rochester

[ver. 131)32.], but when ilie Chanon overtakes them they were advanced to Boughton under

Blee [ver. 1G024.], twenty miles beyond Rochester, so that the Tale oithe Chanones Yenian, and

by him to have been invented by Garadiic, who accomplished the adventure. In the Balhid, entitled "the Boy and

THE Mantle," [Anc. Poet. v. iii. p. 1.] which I suspect to have been made up out of tftis Lay and Le Court Mantel.

the successful knight is called Cradock. Robert Bikez sa3's fiu'ther, that the Horn was still to be seen at Cirencesttr,

Q'fust a Clrincetre

A une haute feste,

La pureit 11 veer

Icest com tout pur veir.

Ceo dist Robert Bikcz—

In none of these Lays do we find the qualities attributed to that sort of composition by M. de la Ravaliere. According

to these examples we should rather define the Lay to be a species of serious narrative poetry, of a moderate ienplfi,

in a simple style and ligJit metre. Serious is here opposed (not to pleasant, but) to ludierous, in order to distinguisli

the Lay from the Conte or Fabliau ; as on the other hand its tnoderate length distinguishes it from the Geste, or

common Roman. All the Laj's that I have seen are in light metre, not exceeding eight syllables. See before, Essay,

&c. n. eo.

25 I saw once an Edition of the Philocopo, printed at A'enice, 1503, ful. with a letter at the end of it, in which the

Publisher Hieronymo Squarzasicho says (if I do not misremember,) "that this work was written by Boccace nt

twenty-five years of age (about 1338), while he was at Naples in the house of John Barrile." Johannes Barrilliis i<

called by Boccace [Geneal. Deor. 1. xiv. c. 19.] magni spiritus homo. He was sent by King Robert to attend Petrarch

to his coronation at Rome, and is introduced by the latter in his second Eclogue under the name of Idceus ,- ab Icl;i.

monte Cretensi, unde et ipse oriundus fuit. Intentiones Eclogarum Franc. Petrarcha, MS. Bod. 558. Not knowing

at present where to find that Edition, I am obliged to rely upon my memory only for this story, which I think higlily

probable, though it is not mentioned, as I recollect, by any of the other Biographers of Bocc;ice. A good life of Boccace

is still much wanted.

The adventures of florio sxii. Biancofiore, •v/hich make the principal subject of the Philocopo, weie famous long

before Boccace, as he himself informs us, 1. i. p. 6. Ed. 1723. Hieronymo Squaizasicho, in the letter mentioned above,

saj's, that the story, " anchora si nova insino ad ogi scripta in un librazolo de triste et male composto rime—dove il

Boccaccio ni cavo questo digno et elegante libro." Fioris and Blancajlor are mentioned as illustrious lovers by

Mat/res Eymcngau de Bezers, a Languedocian Poet, in his Breviari d'amor dated in the year 1288. MS. Reg. 19 C. i.

fol. 199. It is probable however that the Story was enlarged by Boccace, and particularly I should suppose that the

Love-questions in 1. v. (the fourth of which questions contains the Novel referred to in the text) were added by him.

26 The Conte Boiardo, the preciusor and model of Ariosto, in his Orlando inamorato, 1. i. ca. 12. has inserted a Talc

upon the plan of Boccace's two novels, but with considerable alterations, which have carried the Story, I apprehend,

still further from its British original.
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that of the Nonne to which it is annexed, cannot with any propriety be admitted till after the

Monkes Tale, and consequently not till after the Nonnea Preestes, which is inseparably linked to

that of the Monk.

§ XXVIII. These two Tales tnt-refore of the Xonne and the Chanoncs Yeman being removed out

of the way, the Doctoui-es comes clearly next to the Fraidrhlnes ; but how they are to be connected

together, and whether at all, is a matter of doubt. What I have printed by way of Prologue

to the Doctoures Tale I found in one of the best MSS. but only in one : in the others it

has no Prologue. The first line applies so naturally and smartly to the Frankeleines conclusion,

that I am strongly inclined to believe it from the hand of Chaucer, but I cannot say so much
for the five following. I would therefore only wish these lines to be received for tiie present,

according to the Law-phrase, de bene esse, till they shall either be more authentically established

or superseded by the discovery of the genuine Prologue.

§ XXIX. In THE Doctoures Tale, beside Livy, who is quoted, Chaucer may possibly have

followed Gower in some particulars, wiio has also related the story of Virginia, Conf. Ainant.

B. vii. but he has not been a servile copyist of either of them.

§ XXX. The Pardoneres Tale has a Prologue which connects it with the Doctoures. There is

also a pretty long preamble, which may either make part of the Prologue, or of the Tale. The

MSS. differ in this point. I have chosen to throw it into the Tale, and to confine the Prologue

to what I suppose to be its proper use, the introduction of the new Speaker. When he is once

in complete possession of his ofiice of entertaining the company, his Prefaces or Digressions

should all, I think, be equally considered as parts of his Tale.

The mere outline of the Pardokekes Tale is to be found in the Cento Norelle Antiche.

Nov. Ixxxii.

§ XXXI. The Tale of the Shipman in the best MSS. has no Prologue. What has been printed

as such in the common Editions is evidently spurious. To supply this defect I have ventured,

upon the authority of one MS. (and, I confess, not one of the best) to prefix to this Tale the

Prologue, which has usually been prefixed to the Tale of the Squier. As this Prologue was

undoubtedly composed by Chaucer, it must have had a place somewhere in this Edition, and if I

cannot prove that it was really intended by him for this place, I think the Reader will allow that

it fills the vacancy extremely well. The Pardoneres tale may very properly be called " a thrifty

'''" and he himself "a learned man" [ver. 12905—8.] ; and all the latter part, though highly

improper in the mouth of the " curteis Squier," is perfectly suited to the cliaracter of the Shipman.

This tale is generally supposed to be taken from the Decameron. D. viii. N. 1. but I should

rather believe that Chaucer was obliged to some old French FaMeour, from whom Boccace had

also borrowed the ground-work of his Novel, as in the case of the R<;res Tale. Upon either

supposition, a great part of the incidents must probably have been of his own invention.

§ xxxii. The transition from the Tale of the Shipman to that of the Prioresse is happily managed.

I have not been able to discover from what Legende of the Miracles of our Lady the Prioh-

esses Tale is taken. From the scene being laid in Asia, it should seem, that this was

one of the oldest of the many stories, which have been propagated, at different times, to excite

or justify several merci"less persecutions of the Jews, upon the charge of murthering Christian

children^. The story of Hugh of Lincoln, vfhich is mentioned in the last Stanza, is i)laced by

-Mfitthew Paris under the year 1255.

=' In the first four montha of the Acta Sanctorum by BoUandus, I find the following names of Children canonired,

.-xs having been murthered by Jews: xxv Mart. Willielmus Nnrwicensis. 1144. Jl'chardus, ParitiU. 1179. xvii Apr.

R'i,lulphtis,Bern<£. 1287. Wernerus, Wesalia. an. eod. Albertus, Polonia. 159a I suppose the remaining eight

months would furnish at least as many more. See a Scottish Ballad [Rel. of Anc. Poet v. i. p. 32.], upon one of these

supposed murthers. The Editor has very ingeniously conjectured that " Jfirrjland" in ver. 1. is a corruption of

" Milan." Perhaps the real occasion of the Ballad may have been what is said to have happened at Trent, in 147.5, to

a bc>y called Sinnon. The Cardinal Hadrian, about fifty years after, mentioning the Rocks of Trent, adds, "quo Jud*l
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§ XXXIII. Next to the Prioresse Chaucer himself is called upon for his Tale. In the

Prologue he has dropped a few touches descriptive of his own person and manner, by wliich we
learn, that he was used to look much upon the ground ; was of a corpulent habit ; and reserved

in his behaviour. His Rime of Sire Thopas was clearly intended to ridicule the " palpable-

gross" fictions of the common Rimers of that age, and still more, perhaps, the meanness of

their language and versification. It is full of phrases taken from Isumbras, Li beaus desconus, and

other Romances in the same style, which are still extant. A few of his imitations of them will

be pointed out in the Notes.

§ xxxiv. For the more complete reprobation of this species of Riming, even the Host, who

is not to be suspected of too refined a taste, is made to cry out against it, and to cut short Sire

Thopas in the midst of his adventures. Chaucer has nothing to say for his Mime, but that

" it is the best he can" [ver. 13856.], and readily consents to tell another Tale ; but having just

laughed so freely at the bad poetry of his time, he might think it, perhaps, too invidious to

exhibit a specimen of better in his own person, and therefore his other Tale is in prose, a mere

translation from, Le Litre de Mel'ihee et de dame Prudence^' of which several copies are still

preserved in MS.^* It is in truth, as he calls it, [ver. 13868.] " a moral tale tertuous," and was

probably much esteemed in its time, but, in this age of levity, I doubt some Readers will be

apt to regret, that he did not rather give us the remainder of Sire Thopas,

§ XXXV. The Prologue of the ]Monkes Tale connects it with Melihee. The Tale itself is

certainly formed upon the plan of Boccace's great work de casibus tirorum illustrium, but Chaucer

has taken the several Stories, of which it is composed, from different authors, who will be

particularized in the Notes.

§ XXXVI. After a reasonable number of melancholy ditties, or Tragedies, as the Monk calls

them, he is interrupted by the Knight, and the Host addresses himself to ilie Nonnes Preest, to

tell them " smche thing as may their hertes glade."

The Tale of the Nonnes Freest is cited by Dryden, together with that of the Wife 0/

Bath, as of Chaucer's own invention. But that great Poet was not very conversant with the

authors of which Chaucer's library seems to have been composed. The Wife of Bathes Tale has

been shewn above to be taken from Gower, and the Fable of the Cock and the Fox, which

makes the ground of the Nonnes Preestes Tale, is clearly borrowed from a collection of ^sopean
and other Fables, by Marie a French Poetess, whose collection of Lais has been mentioned

before in n. 24. As her Fable is short and well told, and has never been printed, I shall insert

it here at length "^, and the more willingly, because it furnishes a convincing proof, how able

Chaucer was to work up an excellent Tale out of very small materials.

ob Simonis cadem ne aspirate quidem audent. Praf. ad librum de Serm. Lat. The change of the name in the Son?,

from Simon to Hugh, is natural enough in this country, where similar stories ofHugh (ifNorwich and Huffh ofLincolr.

had been long current.

29 Two copies of this worli are in the Museum, MS. Reg. 19 C. vii. and 19 C. xi. in French Prose. Du Fresnoy,

Bibliot. des Romans, v. ii. p. 248. mentions two copies of the same work en vers, dans la Bibliothtque Seguier.

«» From MS. Harl. 978. f. 76.

P un cok recunte, Id estot

Sur un femer, e si chantot.

Par de lez li vient un gupilz,

Si I'apela par muz beaus diz.

Sire, fet il, muz te vei bel

;

Unc ne \i si gent oisel.

Clere voiz as sur tute rien,

Fors tun pere, qe jo vi bien ;

Unc oisel meuz ne chanta
;

Mas il le fist meux, kar il cluna.

Si puis jeo fere, dist li coes.

Les eles bat, les oilz ad clos.

Chanter quida plus clerement.

Li gupil saut, e sil prent

;
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§ XXXVII. The sixteen lines, wliicli .are printed at the end of the Nonnes PDn'stcs Tale, might

perhaps more {)roperly be considered as the beginning of the Prologue to the succeeding Tale,

if it were certain what Tale was intended to succeed. In both Dr. Askew's MSS."the last of

these lines is read thus,

—

Scidc unto the Nnnne as ye sliul hcer.

—

and tliere are six more lines to introduce her Tale ; but, as these six linos are manifestly

forged for the purpose, I have chosen rather to adiiere to tlie other MSS. which acknowledge

themselves defective in this part, and give us the Nonnes Tale, as I have done, without any

introduction. It is very probable, I tliink, that Chaucer himself had not determined, whether

he should connect the Nonnes Tale with that of the Nonnes Freest, or whether he should interpose

a Tale or two, or perhaps more, between them.

The Tale of the Noxve is almost literally translated from the life of St. Cecilia in the

Legenda aurea of Jacobus Janucnsis. It is mentioned by Ciiaucer, as a separate work, in his

Legende of good women, [ver. 426.] under the title of " the life of Seint Cecile," and it still retains

evident marks that it was not originally composed in the form of a Tale to be sjwken by the

Nonne^. However there can be no doubt that Chaucer meant to incorporate it into this

collection of Canterbury Tales, as the Prologue of the Chanones Yeman expressly refers to it.

Vers la forest od lui s'en va.

Par rai iin champ, u il passa,

Ourent apres tut li pastur

;

Li chieiis le liuent tut eutur.

Veit le gupil, ki le cok tient,

Mar le guaina si par eus vient.
'

Va, fet li cocs, si lurescrie,

Qe sui tuens, ne tne larras niie.

Li gupil volt parle en haut,

E li cocs de sa buche saut.

Sur un haut fust s'est muntez.

Quant li gupilz s'est reguardez,

Mut par se tient enfantille.

Que li cocs I'ad si enginnt.

De mal talent e do ihxiit ire

La buche comenceaniaudire,

Ke parole qviant devereit taire.

Li cocs respunt, si dei jeo faire,

Maudirel'oil. ki volt cluiner.

Quant il deit guarder e guaiter,

Que mal ne vient a lur Seignur.

Ceo funt li fol tut li plusur,

Parolent quant deivent taiser,

Teisent quant il deivent parler.

The resemblance of Chaucer's Tale to this fable is obvious ; and it is the more probable that he really copied from

Marie, because no such Fable is to be found either in the Greek ^sop, or in any of the Latin compilations (that I have

seen) which went about in the dark ages under the name of ^sop. Whether it was invented by Marit, or whether

abe translated it, with the rest of her fables, from the Anglo Saxon version of JEsop by King Alfred, as she says

herself, I cannot pretend to determine. Though no Anglo-Saxon version of jEsop be now, as I can find, extant, there

may have been one formerly, which may have passed, like many other translations into that language, under the

name of Alfred ; and it may be urgeJ in support of the probability of Marie's positive assertion, tliat she appears,

'" ;- • iires in her Lais, to have had some knowledge of English. I must observe that the name of the King,

lish Version she professes to follow, is differently stated in different MSS. In the best MS. llarl. 078- it is

: 1 Li nis Ahired. In a later MS. Vesp. B xiv. it is Li reis llenris. Pasquier [liccherchcs, 1. viii. c. i.] calls him

'.V Aiinert, and Du Chesne (as quoted by Menage, v. Roman) Lirois Mires ; but all the copies agree in making

'ie declare, that she translated \xpt •woT^"del'Anglois en Roman." A Latin .3i:80p, MS. /?€(;. 15 A. vii. has the

I' story of an English version by order of a Rex Anglice Affrus.

" The whole Introduction is in the style of a person writinp, and not of one speaking. If we compare it with the

Introduction to the Prioresses Tale, the diiference will be very striking. See particularly ver. I."i546.

Yet praye I you, that rcden that I write—
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§ xxxriii. The introduction of the Chanones Teman to tell a Tale, at a time when so many of

the original characters remain to be called upon, appears a little extraordinary. It should

seem, that some sudden resentment had determined Chaucer to interrupt the regular course

of his work, in order to insert a Satire against the Alchemists. That their pretended science

was much cultivated about this time ^', and produced its usual evils, may fairly be inferred from

the Act, which was passed soon after, 5 H. IV. c. iv. to make it Felonie to multiplie gold or siher,

or to use the art of multiplication.

§ XXXIX. In the Prologue to the JIanciples Tale, the Pilgrims are supposed to be

arrived at a little town called " Bob up and down, under the blee, in Canterbury way." I

cannot find a town of that name in any ^lap, but it must have lain between Boughton, the

place last mentioned, and Canterbury. The Fable of the Crow, which is the subject of the

Makciples Tale, has been related by so many authors, from Ov\A down to Gower, that it is

impossible to say whom Chaucer principally followed. His skill in new dressing an old story

was never, perhaps, more successfully exerted.

§ XL. After the Tale of the Manciple the common Editions, since 1542 ^-, place what is called

and in ver. 15530. the Relater, or rather Writer, of the Tale, in all the MSS. except one of middling authority,

is called " unworthy Sone of Eve." Such little inaccuracies are strong proofs of an unfinished work. See before

p. 1.

31 The first considerable Coinage of Gold in this country was begun by Edward HI, in the year 1343, and according to

Camden, [in his Remains, Art. Money'] " the Alchemists did affirm, as an unwritten verity, that the Rosenobles, which

were coined soon after, were made by projection or multiplication Alchemical of Rajinond LuUy in the Tower of Lon-

don." In proof of this," besides the tradition oftheRabbies in that faculty," they alledged " the Inscription ; Jesus autem

transiens per medium eorum ibat ;" which they profoundly expounded, as Jesus passed invisible and in viost secret

mantierbythe middest. of Pharisees, so that gold was made by invistble and secret art amidst the ignorant. But

others say, " that Text was the only amulet used in that credulous warfaring age to escape dangers in battles." Thus

Camden. I rather believe it was an Amulet, or Charm, principally used against Thieves ; upon the authority of the

following passage of Sir John Mandevile, c. x. p. 137. " And an half myle fro Nazarethe is the Lepe of oure Lord

:

for the Jewes ladden him upon an highe roche for to make him lepe down and have slayn him : but Jesu passed

amonges hem, and lepte upon another roche ; and yit ben the steppes of his feet sene in the roche where he allyghte.

And therfore sej-n sum men whan thei dreden hem of Thefes on ony weye, or of Enemyes ; Jesus autem transiens

per medium illorum ibat : that is toseyne; Jesusforsothe passynge be the myddes ofhemhewente: intokeneandmyndet

that oure Lord passed thorghe out the Jewes crueltee, and scaped safly fro hem ; so surely mowe men passen theperile

of Thefes." See also Catal. MSS. HarL n. 2966. It must be owned, that a Spoil against Thieves was the most service-

able, if not the most elegant, Inscription that coud be put upon Gold Coin.

Ashmole, in his Theatrum CTem/cirni, p. 443. has repeated this ridiculous story concerning LuUy with additional

circumstances, as if he really believed it ; though Lully by the best accounts had been dead above twenty years

before Edward III began to coin Gold.

The same Author (Mercuriophilus Anglicus, as he styles himself) has inserted among his Hermetique Mysteries

(p. 213.) an old English Poem, under the title of Hermes Bird, which (he says in his Notes, p. 467-) was thought to have

been written originally by Raymwid Lully, or at least made English by Cremer, Abbot of AVestminster and Scholar

to Lully, p. 465. The truth is, that the Poem is one of Lydgate's, and had been printed by Caxton under its true

title. The Chorle and the Bird; and the fable, on which it is built, is related by Petrus Alphonsus (de Clericali

Disciplind. MS. Reg. 10 B. xii.) who lived above two hundred years before Lully.

32 In the Edition of 1542, when the Plowman's Tale was first printed, it was placed after the Person's Tale. The

Editor, whoever he was, had not assurance enough, it should seem, to thrust it into the body of the work. In the

subsequent Editions however, as it had probably been well received by the public, upon account of its violent invec-

tives against the Church of Rome, it was advanced to a more honourable station, next to the Manciple's Tale and

before the Person's. The only account which we have of any MS. of this Tale is from 3Ir. Speght, who says (Note

prefixed to Ploivman's TaZf), that he had " scene it in written hand in John Stowes Librarie in a booke of such

antiquitie, as seemed to have been written neare to Chaucer's time." He does not say that it was among the Canter-

bury Tales, or tliat it had Chaucer's name to it. We can therefore only judge of it by the internal evidence, and upon

that I have no scruple to declare my own opinion, that it has not the least resemblance to Chaucer's manner, either of

writing or thinking, in his other works. Though he and Boccace have laughed at some of the abuses of religiin and

the disorders of Ecclesiastical persons, it is quite incredible that either of them, or even Wicliff himself, would have
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the rioirman's Tale ; but, as I cannot understand that tliere is the least ground of evidence,

either external or internal, for believing it to be a -work of Chaucer's, I have not admitted it

into this Edition.

§ xi,i. The Persones Prologue therefore is here placed next to the Manciples Tale, agree-

ably to all the MSS. which are known, and to every Edition before 1542. In this Prologue,

whi.-h introduces the last Tale upon the journey to Canterbury, Chaucer has again pointed out

to us the time of the day ; but the hour by the clock is very differently represented in the

MSS. In some it is ten, in others tico ; in most of the best MSS./ourc, and in one fire. Accord-

inw to the phsenomena here mentioned, the Sun being 20° high, and the length of the Shadow

to the projecting body as 11 to 6, it was hcticeen four and fire. As by this reckoning there were

at least three hours left to sunset, one does not well see with what propriety the Host admo-

nishes the Person to haste him, because "the Sonne irol adoun" and to be "fructuous in litel

space ;" and indeed the Person, knowing probably how much time he had good, seems to have

paid not the least regard to his admonition ; for his Tale, if it may be so called, is twice as

long as any of the others. It is entitled in some MSS. " Tractatus de Poenitetitid, pro Fabula, ut

dicitur, Rectoris ;" and I much suspect that it is a translation of some such treatise. I can

not recommend it as a very entertaining or edifying performance at this day ; but the Reader

will be pleased to remember, in excuse both of Chaucer and his Editor, that, considering the

Canterbury Tales as a great picture of life and manners, the piece would not have been

complete, if it had not included the Religion of the time.

§ xLii. What is commonly called the Retractation at the end of the Person's Tale, in several

MSS. makes part of that Tale ; and certainly the appellation oi"Utel tretise" suits better with

a single tale, than with such a voluminous work as the whole body of Canterbury Tales. But

then on the other hand the recital, which is made in one part of it of several compositions of

Chaucer, coud properly be made by nobody but himself. I have printed it, as I found it in

MS. Ask. i. with a few corrections from other MSS. and in the Notes I shall give the best

account that I can of it.

Having thus gone through the several parts of the Canterbury Tales, which are printed in

this Edition, it may not be improper, in the conclusion of this Discourse, to state shortly the

parts which are wanting to complete the journey to Canterbury : of the rest of Chaucer's

intended Plan, as has been said before, we have nothing. Supposing therefore the number of

the Pilgrims to have been twenty-nine (see before, § vi.), and allowing the Tale of the Chanone*

Y-man to stand in the place of that which we had a right to expect from the Kni()htes Yeman,

tlie Tales wanting will be only those of the /re City-Mechanics and the Ploughman. It is not

likely that the Tales told by such characters would have been among the most valuable of the

railed at the whole government of the Church, in the style of this Plowman's Tale. If they had been disposed to such

an attempt, their times would not have bom it ; but it is probable, that Chaucer, though he has been pressed into the

service of Protestantism by some zealous writers, was as good a Catholic as men of his understanding and rank in

life have generally been. The necessity of auricular Confession, one of the great scandals of Poperj-, cannot be more

strongly inculcated than it is in the following Tale of the Person.

I will just observe, that Spenser seems to speak of the Author of the Plowman's Tale as a distinct perwm from

Chaucer, though, in complLonce, I suppose, with the taste of his age, he puts them both on the same footing. In

the epilogue to '.he Shepherd's Calendar he says to his book,

—

Dare not to match thy pipe with Tityrus his stile.

Nor with the Pilgrim that the Ploughman plaid awhile.

I know that Mr. Warton, in his excellent Observations on Spenser, v. i. p. 125. supposes this passage to refer to the

Visions of Pierce Ploughman; but my reasi n for differing from him is, that the Author of the Visions never, as I

remember, speaks of himself in the character of a Ploughman.

Of the Pilgrim's TaU, which has also, with as little foundation, been attributed to Chaucer (Speghfs Life of Ch.> I

thall speak in another place. See App. to Pref. A. n. e. p. v.
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set ; but they might, and probably would, have served to link together those which at present

are unconnected ; and for that reason it is much to be regretted, that they either have been

lost, or, as I rather ^ believe, were never finished by tlie Author.

ADDITIONS AND CORRECTIONS

ESSAY, AND INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE.

Essay, kc. p. xxxix. n. 61. A learned person, whose favours I have already acknowledged in the Gloss, v. Gore,

cannot acquiesce in this notion, " that the greatest part of Chaucer's heroic verses, when properly written and pro-

nounced, are verses of eleven syllables ;" and for a proof of the contrary he refers me particularly to the Nonnes

Preestes Tale, ver. 149/0, and the verses following and preceding. I am sorry that by an unguarded expression I

should have exposed myself to a controversy, which can only be decided by a careful examination of the final syllables

of between thirty and forty thousand lines. It would answer my purpose as well to say "a great part," instead of

" the greatest part ;" but in support of my first idea I must be permitted to observe, that I have carefully examined

a hundred lines which precede, and as many which follow ver. 14970, and I find, that a clear majority of them, as they

are printed, end in e feminine, and consequently, according to my hypothesis, have an eleventh syllable. I observe

too, that several more ought to have been printed as ending with an e feminine ; but whether the omission of it should

be imputed to the defectiveness of the MSS. or to the negligence of the collator, I cannot be certain. See the conclud-

ing note of the Essay, &c. p. xlvi. and xlvii.

P. xxxix. n. 62. Add—It may not be improper here to observe further, that a third poem, which is mentioned in the

Decameron in the same manner with the Theseida and the Filostrato, was also probably one of Boccace's own com-

positions. In the conclusion of the Third Day, it is said, that "Dioneo et la Fiammetta cominciarono a cantare di

Messer Guiglielmo et delta dama del Vergiu." There is an old French Romance, upon this subject, as I apprehend, in

MS. Bodl. 2386. It is entitled Le Romant de la Chastelaine du Veray, and begins thus :

ne maniere de gens sent

Qui d'estre loyauLx semblant font

—

Ainsi qu'il a^int en Bourgoigne

D'un chevalier preux et hardi

Et de la dame du Vergy.

The story is the same, in the main, with that of the 70th Novel in tlie Heptameron of the Queen of Navarre, from

which, I suppose, the more modem Histoirede la Comtesse du Vergi, Par. 1722, is taken.

I cannot find that any Italian poem upon this subject is now extant ; but the imaccountable neglect, with which the

poetry of Boccace has been long treated by those ver3' countrymen of his who idolize his prose, makes the supposition,

I think, not improbable, that a small piece of this sort may have been suffered to perish, or even to lurk at this day,

unpublished and unnoticed, in some Italian library.

Discourse, <Src. p. li. n. 6. 1. 7- The latest historical fact.] This passage should be compared with the n. on ver. 14709,

and corrected accordingly.

P. Ix. § xrx. Add—I am obliged to Mr. Steevens for pointing out to me a storj', which has a great resemblance, in its

principal incidents, to the Freres tale. It is quoted by D'Artigny, Memoires d'Histoire, &c. T. iii. p. 238. from a collec-

tion of Sermons, by an anonymous Dominican, printed about the beginning of the xvith Century, under the title of

" Sermones discipuli."

'* When we recollect, that Chaucer's papers must in all probability have fallen into the hands of his Son Thomas,

who. at the time of his father's death, was of full age, we can hardly doubt that all proper care was taken of them
;

and if the Tales in question had ever been inserted among the others, it is scarce conceivable that they should all

have slipt out of all the Copies of this work, of which we have any knowledge or information. Nor is there any suffi-

cient ground for imagining that so many Tales coud have been suppressed by design ; though such a supposition may
perhaps be admitted to account for the loss of some smaller passages. See above, n. 8.
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THE PROLOGUE.
V. 1 -00

Whanne that April with his shoures sote

The Jroughte of M;u-ch hatli jjercod to the rote.

And Ijathed every veine in swielie lieour,

Of wliiehe venue engoiulred is the Hour ;

Whan Zt'i>hirus eke with his sote brethe

Euspired hath i» every holt and hethe

The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Rjini his halfe cours yronne,

And sniale fonles niaken melodic,

That slepen alle nis;ht with open eye.

So priketh hem nature in hir corages
;

Than longen folk to gon on pilgrimages,

And palmeres for to sekeii strange strondes.

To serve halwes couthe in sondi'v londes
;

And specially, from every shii-es ende
Of Englelond, to Canterbury they wendc.
The lioly blisful martyr for to seke,

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke.

Befelle, that, in that seson on a day,

In Soutiiwerk at the Tabai'd as 1 lay,

Redy to wenden on- my pilgrimage

To Canterbury with devoute corage,

At night was come into that hostelrie

Wei nine and twenty in a eompagnie
Of sondry folk, by aven.ture yfalle

In felawbhip, and pilgrimes were they alle.

That toward Canterbury wolden ride.

The chambres and the stables weren wide,

Aiiil wel we weren esed atte beste.

And shortly, whan the sonne was gon to reste,

So hadde I spoken with hem evei'ich on.
That I was of hir felawship anon.
And made forword erly for to rise.

To take cure way ther as I you devise.

Bi:t nathelos, while I have time and space,
' 'i' .'hat I forther in this tale pace,
Mv- thinketh it accordant to reson,
To ttllen you alle the condition
Of eche of hem, so as it senied me,
.\nd wliiche they weren, and of what degre;
And eke in what araie that they were iune :

And at a knight than wol I firste beginne.

.V Knight ther was, and that a worthy man.
That fro the time that he firsts began
To rideii out, he loved chevalrie.

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtesie.

Fnl worthy was he in his lordes werre.

And therto haddc he ridden, no man ferre.

As wel in Cristendom as in Hethenesse,
And ever honoured for liis worthinesse.

At Alisandre he was whan it was wonne.
Fnl often time he hadde the bord begonne
Aboven alle nations in Pruce.
In Lettowe hadde he reysed and in Ruce,
No cristen man so ofte of his degre.

In Gernade at the siege eke hadde he be
Of Algesir, and ridden in Belmarie.

At Leyes was he, and at Satalie,

WMian they were wonne ; and in the Crete see

At many a noble armee hadde he be.

At mortal batailles hadde he ben fiftene,

And foughten for our faith at Traniissene

In listes thries, and ay slain his fo.

This ilke wortliy knight hadde l>en also

Somtime with the lord of Palatie,

Agen another hethen in Turkic :

And evermoi'e he hadde a sovereine pris.

And though that he was worthy he was wise,

And of his port as meke as is a mayde.

He never yet no vilanie ne sayde

In alle his lif, unto no manere wight.

He was a veray parfit gentil knight.

But for to tellen yo\i of his araie.

His hors was good, but he ne was not gaie.

Of fustian he wered a gipon,

Alle besmotred with his habergeon.

For he was late ycome fro his viage,

And wente for to don his pilgrimage.

With him ther was his sone a yonge Squieb,

A- lover, and a lusty bacheler.

With lockes crull as they were laide in pres.se.

Of twenty yere of age he was I gesse.

Of his stature he was of even lengthe,

And wonderly deliver, and grete of strengthe.

And he hadde be somtime in chevachie.

In Flaundres, in Artois, and in Picardie,

And borne him wel, as of so litel space,

In hope to stonden in his ladies grace.

Embrouded was he, as it were a mede
Alle ful of fresshe floures, white and rede.
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Singing lie was, or floyting alle the day,

H(i was as fresshe as is the moneth of May.
Siiort was his gouiie, with sieves long and wide.

Wei coude he sitte on hors, and fayre ride.

He coude songes make, and wel eudite.

Juste and el<e dance, and wel pourtraie and write.

So hote he loved, that by nightertale

He slep no more than doth the nightingale.

Curteis he was, lowly, and servisable,

And carf before his fader at the table.

A Yejian hadde he, and servantes no mo
At that time, for him luste to ride so

;

And he was cladde in cote and hode of grene.

A shefe of peacock arwes bright and keiie

Under his belt he bare ful thriftily.

Wel coude he dresse his takel yemanly :

His arwes drouped not with fetheres lowe.

And in his. bond he bare a mighty bowe.

A not-hed hadde he, with a broune visage.

Of wood-craft coude he wel alle the usage.

Upon his ai'me he bare a gaie bracer,

And by his side a swerd and a bokeler,

And on that other side a gaie daggere,

Harneised wel, and sharpe as point of spere :

A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene.

An home he bare, the baudrik was of grene.

A forster was he sothely as I gesse.

Ther was also a Nonne, a Prioresse,
Tliat of hire smiling was ful simple and coy

;

Hire gretest othe n'as but by Seint Eloy
;

And she was cleped madame Eglentine.

Ful wel she sange the service devine,

Entuned in hire nose ful swetely
;

And Frenche she spake ful fayre and fetisly.

After the scole of Stratford atte bowe.
For Frenche of Paris was to hire unknowe.
At mete was she wel ytaughte withalle ;

She lette no morsel from hire lippes falle,

Ne wette hire fingres in hire sauce depe.

Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe,

Thatte no drope ne fell upon hire brest.

In curtesie was sette ful moche hire lest.

Hire over lippe wiped she so clen.e,

Tliat in hire cuppe was no ferthing sene
Of grese, whan she dronken hadde hire draught.
Ful seraely after hire mete she raught.
And sikerly she was of grete disport.

And ful plesant, and amiable of port,

And peined hire to contrefeten chere
Of court, and ben estatelich of manere,
And to ben holden digne of reverence.
But for to speken of hire conscience,

She was so charitable and so pitous,

She wolde wepe if that she saw a mous
Caughte in a trappe, if it were ded or bledde.
Of smale houndes hadde she, that Hie fedde
With rosted flesh, and milk, and wastel bred©
But sore wept she if on of hem were dede.
Or if men smote it with a yerde smert

:

And all was conscience and tendre herte.
Ful semely hii-e wimple ypinched was

;

Hire nose tretis ; hire eyen grey as glas
;

Hire mouth ful smale, and therto soft and red
;

But sikerly she hadde a fayre forehed.
It was almost a spanne brode I trowe

;

For hardily she was not undergrowe.
Ful fetise was hire cloke, as I was ware.

Of smale corall aboute hire arm she bare

A pair of bedes, gauded all with grene ;

And theron lieng a broche of gold ful shene,

On whiche was first ywriten a crouned A,
And after, Amor vincil omnia.

Another Noxne also with hire hadde she.

That was hire chapelleine, and Preestes thre.

A Monk ther was, a fayre for the maistrie,

An out-rider, that loved venerie
;

A manly man, to ben an abbot able.

Ful many a deinte hoi-s hadde he in stable :

And whan he rode, men mighte his bridel \\cxe

Gingeling in a whistling wind as clere,

And eke as loude, as doth the chapell belle,

Ther as this lord was keper of the celle.

The reule of seint Maure and of seint Beneit,

Because that it was olde and somdele streit,

This ilke monk lette olde thinges pace.

And held after the newe world the trace.

He yave not of the text a pulled hen,

That saith, that hunters ben not holy men ;

Ne that a monk, whan he is rekkeles,

Is like to a fish that is waterles
;

This is to say, a monk out of his cloistre.

This ilke text held he not worth an oistre.

And I say his opinion was good.

Wliat shulde he studie, and make himselven wood,
Upon a book in cloistre alway to pore.

Or swiuken with his hondes, and laboure,

As Austin bit ? how shal the world be served ?

Let Austin have his swink to him reserved.

Therfore he was a prickasoure a right :

Greihoundes he hadde as swift as foul of flight :

Of pricking and of hunting for the hare
Was all his lust, for no cost wolde he spare.

1 saw his sieves purfiled at the hond
With gris, and that the finest of the lond.

And for to fasten his hcod under his chinne.

He hadde of gold ywrought a curious pinne :

A love-knotte in the greter end ther was.

His lied was balled, and shone as any glas,

And eke his face, as it hadde ben anoint.

He was a lord ful fat and in good point.

His eyen stepe, and rolling in his hed,

Tliat steraed as a forneis of a led.

His botes souple.'his hors in gret estat.

Now certainly he was a fayre prelat.

He was not pale as a forpined gost.

A fat swan loved he best of any rost.

His palfrey was as broune as is a bery.

A Freke ther was, a wanton and a mery,
A Limitour, a ful solempne man.
In all the ordres foure is non that can

So moche of daliance and fayre langage.

He hadde ymade ful many a mariage
Of yonge wimmen, at his owen cost.

Until his ordre he was a noble post.

Ful wel beloved, and familier was he
With frankeleius over all in his contree,

And eke with worthy wimmen of the toiin :

For he had power of confession,

As saide himselfe, more than a curat,

For of his ordre he was licenciat.

Ful swetely herde he confession,

And plesant was his absolution.

He was an esy man to give penance,

Ther as he wiste to ban a good pitance :

For unto a poure ordre for to give

Is signe that a man is wel yshrive.



V. 2127—362 THE PROLOGUE.

For if he gave, he dorste make avanty

lie wiste that a man was repentant.

For many a man so liard is of his herte,

He may not wepe althoujjh liiin sore snierle.

Tlierfore in stede of weping and praieres,

Men mote give silver to the poure freres.

His tippet was ay farsed ful of knives,

And pinnes, for to given fayre wives.

And certainly he hadde a mery note.

Wei coude he singe and plaien on a rote.

Of yeddinges lie bare utterly the pris.

His nekke was white as the flour de lis.

Therto lie strong was as a champioun,

And knew wel the tavernes in every toun,

And every hosteler and gay tapstere,

Better than a lazar or a beggere,

For unto swiche a worthy man as he

Accordeth nought, as by his faculte,

To haven with sike lazars acquaintance.

It is not honest, it maj- not avanee,

As for to delen with no swiche pouraille,

But all with riclie, and sellers of vitaillc.

And over all, ther as profit shuld arise,

Curteis lie was, and lowly of servise.

Ther n'as no man nowher so vertuous.

He was the beste begger in all his hous :

And gave a certaine fernie for the grant,

Non of his bretheren came in his haunt.

For though a widewe hadde but a shoo,

( So plesant was his In principio)

Yet wold lie have a fertliing or he went.

His pourchas was wel better than his rent.

And rage lie coude as it hadde ben a whelp.

In lovedayes, ther coude he mochel help.

For ther was he nat like a cloisterere.

With thredbare cope, as is a poure scolere,

But he was like a maister or a pope.
Of double worsted was his semicope,

That round was as a belle out of the presse.

-Soniwhat he lisped for his wantonnesse,
To make his English swete upon his tonge

;

And in his liarping, whan that he hadde songe,
His even twinkeled in his hed aright.

As don the sterres in a frosty night.

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd.

A ]Marchant was ther with a forked herd,
1 1! mottelee, and highe on hors he sat.

And on his hed a Flaundrish bever hat.
His botes elapsed fayre and fetisly.

Mis resons spake he ful solempnely,
niing alway the encrese of liis winning,
wold the see were kept for any thing

botwixen Middelburgh and Orewell.
Wel coud he in eschanges sheldes selle.

This worthy man ful wel his wit besette
;

Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette,
So stedefastly didde he his governance,
^^ ith his bargeines, and with his chevisanee.
Forsothe he wa-s a worthy man withalle.
But soth to sayn, I n'ot how men him calle.

A Clerk ther was of Oxenforde also,

Tliat unto logike hadde long ygo.
As lene was his hors as is a rake,
And he was not right fat, I undertake

;

^
But loked holwe, and therto soberly.
Ful thi-edbare was his overest coui-itepy,

For he hadde geten him yet no benefice,
Ne was nought worldly to have an ofHce.

For him was lever lian at Itis heddes hed
A twenty bokes, clothed in black or red.

Of Aristoile, and his ])liilosophie.

Than robes rielie, or tidel, or sautrie.

But all be that he was a philosojihre,

Yit hadde he but lilel gold in eofre,

But all that he might of his frendes hentc,
On bokes and on lerning he it spenle.
And besily gan for the soules ]iruie

Of hem, that yave him wherwith to scolaie.

Of studie toke he moste cure and hede.
Not a word spake he more than was nede

;

And that was said in forme and reverence.
And short and quike, and ful of high sentence.
Souning in moral vertue was his si)eche.

And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche.

A Skrgeant op the LxwEware and wise.

That often hadde yben at the paruis,

Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.

Discrete he was, and of gret reverence :

He semed swiche, Ins wordes were so wise,

Justice he was ful often in assise,

By [latent, and by pleine commissioun ;

For his science, and for his high renoun.
Of fees and robes had he many on.

So grete a pourchasour was nowher non.
All was fee simple to him in eft'ect,

His pourchasing might not ben in suspect.

Nowher so besy a man as he ther n'as.

And yet he semed besier than he was.

In termes hadde he cas and domes alle,

That fro the time of king Will, weren fallc.

Therto he coude cndite, and make a thing,

Ther coude no wight pinche at his writing.

And every st.atute coude he plaine by rote.

He rode but h.omely in a medlee cote,

Girt with a seint of silk, with barres smale
;

Of his array tell I no lenger tale.

A Frankeleix was in this compagnie

;

White was his herd, as is the d.ayesie.

Of his complexion he was sanguin.

Wel loved he by the raorwe a sop in win.

To liven in delit was ever his wone.

For he was Epicures owen sone.

That held opinion, that pleia delit

Was veraily felicite parfite.

An housholder, and that a grete was he ;

Seint Julian he was in his contree.

His bi'ede, his ale, was alway after on
;

A better envyned man was uo wher non.

Withouten bake mete never was his hous.

Of fish and flesh, and that so jiienteous,

It snewed in his hous of mete and driiike.

Of alle deintees that men coud of thinke,

After the sondry sesons of the yere.

So changed he his mete and his soupere.

Ful many a fat partrieh hadtle he in mewe.
And many a brenie, and many a luce in stcwe.

Wo was his coke, but if his sauce were

Poinant and sharpe, and redy all his gere.

His table dormant in his halle alway

Stode redy covered alle the longe day.

At sessions ther was he lord and sire.

Ful often time he was knight ot the shire.

An anelace and a gipciere all of silk,

Heng at his girdel, white as morwe milk,

A shereve hadde he ben, and a countour.

Was no wher swiche a worthy vavasour.
K 7
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An Habkkdasheh, and a Carpenter,
A Webue, a Deyeu, and a Tapiser,
Were allc yclotlied in o livore,

Of a solcnipno and "irete fraternite.

Fnl fVe>lie and newe hir gave jpiked was.
Hir knives were ychaped not with bras,

But all witli silver wrought ful elene and wel,

Hir tjirdeies and hir pouches every del.

Wel senicd eclie of hem a fayre burgeis,

To sitten in a gild halle, on the dels.

Evericli, for the wisdom that he can,
Was shapelicli for to ben an alderman.
For catel hadden they ynough and rent,

And eke hir wives wolde it wel assent :

And elles certainly they were to blaine.

It is ful fayre to ben ycleped niadanie.

And for to gon to vigiles all before.

And have a mantel reallich ybore.

A Coke they hadden with hem for tlie nones,

To boile the chikenes and the marie bones,

And poudre marchant, tart and galingale.

Wel coude he knowe a draught of London ale.

He coude roste, and sethe, and broile, and frie,

Maken mortrewes, and wel bake a pie.

But gret harm was it, as it thoughte me.
That on his shiiuie a mormal hadde he.

For blanc niangsr that made he with the best.

A Shipman was ther, woned fer by West

:

For ought I wote, he was of Dertemouth.
He rode upon a rouncie, as he couthe,
All in a goune of falding to the knee.

A dagger hanging by a las hadde hee
About his nekke under his arm adoun.
The hote sommer hadde made his hewe al broun.
And certainly he was a good felaw.

Ful many a draught of win he hadde draw
From Burdeux ward, while that the chapman slepe.

Of nice conscience toke he no kepe.

If that he faught, and hadde the higher hand,
By water he sent hem home to every land.

But of his craft to reken wel his tides,

His stremes and his strandes him besides.

His herberwe, his mone, and his lodemanage,
Ther was non swiche, from Hull unto Cartage.

Hardy he was, and wise, T undertake:
With many a tempest hadde his bei-d be shake.
He knew wel alle the havens, as they were,
Fro Gotland, to the Cape de fiuistere,

And every creke in Bretagne and in Spaine

:

His barge ycleped was the Magdelaine.

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisike,
In all this world ne was ther non him like

To speke of phisike, and of surgerie :

For he was grounded in astronomie.
He kept his patient a ful gret del

In houres by his magike naturel.

Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent
Of his images for his patient.

He knew the cause of every maladie.
Were it of cold, or hote, or moist, or drie,

And wher engendred, and of what humour,
He was a veray parfite practisour.

The cause yknowe, and of his harm the rote.

Anon he gave to the sike man his bote.

Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries
To send him di-agges, and his lettuaries,

For eche of hem made other for to winne :

Hir frendship n'as not newe to beginne.

Wel knew he the old Esculapius,
And Dioscorides, and eke Rufus;
Old llippocras, Hali, and Gallien

;

Serapion, Rasis, and Avicen ;

Averrnis, Damascene, and Constantin
;

Bernard, and Gatisden, and Gilbertin.

Of his diete mesurable was he.

For it was of no superfluitee,

But of gret nourishing, and digestible.

His studie was but litel on the Bible.

In sanguin and in perse he clad was alle

Lined with taftata, and with sendalle.

And yet he was but esy of dispence :

He kepte that he wan in the pestilence.

For gold in phisike is a cordial
;

Therfore he loved gold in special.

A good WiF was ther of beside Bathe,
But she was som del defe, and that was scathe.

Of cloth making she hadde swiche an haunt,

She passed hem of Ipres, and of Gaunt.
In all the parish wif ne was ther non.

That to the offring before hire shulde gon,

And if ther did, certain so wroth was she.

That she was out of alle charitee.

Hii-e coverchiefs weren ful fine of ground
;

I dorste swere, they weyeden a pound ; ^^^
That on the Sonday were upon hire hede.

Hire hosen wei'en of fine scarlet rede,

Ful streite yteyed, and shoon ful moist and newe.
Bold was hire face, and fayre and rede of hew.
She was a worthy woman all hire live,

Housbondes at the chirche dore had she had five,

Withouten other compagnie in youthe.

But therof nedeth not to speke as nouthe.

And thries hadde she ben at Jerusaleme.
She hadde passed many a strange streme.

At Rome she hadde ben, and at Boloine,

In Galice at Seint James, and at Coloine.

She coude moche of wandring by the way.
Gat-tothed was she, sothly for to say.

Upon an ambler esily she sat,

Ywimpled wel, and on hire hede an hat.

As brode as is a bokeler, or a targe.

A fote-mantel about hii-e hippes large.

And on hire fete a pair of sporres sharpe.

In felawship wel coude she laughe and carpe

Of remedies of love she knew perchance,

For of that arte she coude the olde dance.

A good man ther was of religioun.

That was a poure Persone of a toun :

But riche he was of holy thought and werk.

He was also a lerned man, a clerk.

That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche.

His parishens devoutly wolde he teche.

Benigne he was, and wonder diligent,

And in adversite ful patient :

And swiche he was ypreved often sithes.

Ful loth were him to cursen for his tithes,

But rather wolde he yeven out of doute,

Unto his poure parishens aboute,

Of his offring, and eke of his substance.

He coude in litel thing have suflfisance.

Wide was his parish, and houses fer asondcr,

But he ne left nought for no rain ne thonder.

In sikenesse and in mischief to visite

The ferrest in his parish, moche and lite.

Upon his fete, and in his hand a staf.
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This noble ensample to his shepe he vaf,

Tliat first he wrmiifht, and afterward lie taught.

Out of tiie i;ospel lie the wordes caught,

And this figure he adilcd yet therto,

That if gold ruste, ^^ hat sliuld ireu do ?

For if a preest he foule, on whom we trust,

No wonder is a lewed nuiu to rust

:

And shame it is, if that a preest take kepe.

To see a sliitten shepherd, and clene shepe :

Wt'l yught a preest ensample for to yeve,

By his clenenesse, how his sheju' sliulde live.

He sette not his benefice to hire,

And lette his shepe acoinbred in the mire,

And ran unto London, unto Seint Poules,

To scken him a clianterie for soules,

Or with a brotherhede to be withold :

But dwelt at home, and kepte wel his fold,

So that the wolf ne made it not miscarie.

He was a shepherd, an<l no merccnarie.

And though he holy were, and vertuou;?.

He was to sinful men not dispitous,

Ne of his speehe dangerous ne digne.

But in liis teching discrete and benigne.

To drawcn folk to heven, with fairenesse,

By good ensample, was his besinesse :

But it wei'c any persone obstinat,

Wiial so he were of highc, or low estat.

Him wolde he snibben sliarply for the nones.

A better preest I trowe that nowher non is.

He waited after no pompe ne reverence,

Ne maked him no spiced conscience.

But Cristes lore, and his apostles twelve.

He taught, but first he folwed it himselve.

With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother.

That hadde ylaid of dong ful many a fother.

A trewe swinker, and a good was he,

Living in pees, and partite charitee.

God loved he beste with alle his. hcrte

Atallc times, wei-e it gain or smerte.

And than his neighebour right as himselve.

He wolde thresh, and therto dike, and delve,

For Cristes sake, for every poure wight,

Withouten hire, if it lay in his might.

His tithes paied he ful fayre and wel

Both of his propre swinke, and his catel.

In a tabard he rode upon a mere.
Ther was also a rove, and a millere,

A sompnour, and a pardoner also,

A manciple, and myself, ther u'ereno mo.

The Miller was a stout carl for the nones,

Ful bigge he was of brauu, and eke of bones
;

That proved wel, for over all ther he came,
At wrastling he wold here away the ram.
He was short shuldered brode, a tliikke gnarre,

Ther n'as no dore. that he n'olde lieve of barre,

Or breke it at a renning with his hcde.

His herd as any sowe or fox was rede,

And therto brode, as though it were a spade.

Upon the cop right of his nose he hade
A wert, and theron stode a tufte of heres.

Rede as the bristles of a sowes eres.

His nose-thirles blacke were and wide.

A swerd and bokeler bare he by his side.

His mouth as wide was as a forneis.

He was a jangler, and a goliardeis,

And that was most of sinne, and harlotries.

Wel coude he stelen corne, and tollen thries.

And yet he had a thomb of gold parde.

A white cote and a blew hode wered he.

A bav'ijepipe wel coude lie blowe and soune,
And therwithall he brought us out of toune.

A gentil Manciple was ther of a temple,
Of which aehatours mighten take ensemple
For to ben wise in bying of vituille.

I'or whether that he [laide, or toke by tiiillo,

Algate he waited .so in his achate,

That he was ay before in good estate.

Now is not that of (jod a ful fayre grace.
That swiche a lewed mannes wit slial pace
The wisdom of an hope of lered men i

Of maisters had he mo than thries ten,

That were of lawe expert and curious :

Of which ther was a dosein in that hous,

Worthy to ben stcwardes of riMit and lond

Of any lord that is in Englelond,

To maken him live Ijy liis pro])re good,

In honour detteles, but if he were wood.
Or live as scarsly, as iiim list desire

;

And able for to helpeu all a shire

In any cas that niiglite fallen or happe
;

And yet this manciple soitu hir aller cappe.

The Reve was a slendre colerike man,
His herd was shave as neighe as ever he can.

His here was by his eres round yshorne.

His top was docked like a preest beforne.

Ful longe were liis legges, and fnl lene,

Ylike a staff, ther was no calf ysene.

Wel coude he kepe a garner and a binne :

Ther was non auditour coude on him winne.

Wel wiste he by the drought, and by the rain,

The yelding of his seed, and of his grain.

His lordes shepe, his nete, and his deirie.

His swine, his hors, his store, and his pulti'ie,

Were holly in this reves governing.

And by his covenant yave he rekeiiing,

Sin that liis lord was twenty yere of age
;

Ther coude no man bring him in arerage.

Ther n'as baillif, ne herde, ne other hine.

That he ne knew his sleight and his covine :

They were adradde of him, as of the deth.

His wonning was ful fayre upon an heth,

With grene trees yshadewed was his place.

He coude better than his lord ]iourchace.

Ful riche he was ystored i)rivily.

His loi'd wel coude he plesen subtilly.

To yeve and lene him of his owen good.

And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood.

In youthe he lerned hadde a good mislere.

He was a w^el good wright, a carpentere.

This reve sate upon a right go(»d stot,

That was all ])omelee giey, and highte Scot.

A long surcote of jierse upon he hade,

And by his side he bare a rusty blaile.

Of Norfolk was this reve, of w hich 1 tell,

Beside a toun, men clepen Balde.swell.

Tucked he was, as is a frere, aboute,

And ever he rode the hinderest of the route.

A SoMPXoUR was ther with us in that place,

That hadde a fii-e-red cherubinne.'^ face.

For sausefleme lie was, with even narwe.

As bote he w:is, and likerous as a sparwe.

With scalled browcs blake, and pilled beru :

Of his visage children were sore aferd.

Ther n'as quik.silver, litarge, ne. briniston,

Boras, ceruse, ne oile of tartre non.

Ne oinement that wolde dense or bite,
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That him might helpen of his whelkes white,

Ne of the knobbes sitting on liis chekes.

Wei loved he garlike, onions, and lekes.

And for to druike strong win as rede as blood.

Than wolde he speke, and crie as he were wood.

And whan that he wel dronken had the win,

Than wold he speken no word but Latin.

A fewe termes coude he, two or three,

That he had lerned out of som decree
;

No wonder is, he herd it all the day.

And eke ye knowen wel, how that a jay

Can clepen watte, as wel as can the pope.

But who so wolde in other thing him grope.

Than hadde he spent all his philosophie,

Ay, Queslio quid juris, wolde he crie.

He was a gentil harlot and a kind
;

A better felaw shulde a man not find.

He wolde sufFre for a quart of wine,

A good felaw to have his concubine

A twelve month, and excuse him at the full.

Ful prively a finch eke coude he pull.

And if he found owhere a good felawe.

He wolde techen him to have nou awe
In swiche a cas of the arcliedekenes curse ;

But if a raannes soule were in his purse
;

For in his purse he shulde ypunished be.

Purse is the archedekens helle, said he.

But wel I wote, he lied right in dede :

Of cursing ought eche gilty man him drede.

For c'lrse wol sle right as assoiling saveth.

And also ware him of a significavit.

In danger hadde he at his owen gise

The yonge girles of the diocise.

And knew hir conseil, and was of hir rede.

A gerlond hadde he sette upon his hede,

As gret as it were for an alestake :

A bokeler hadde he made him of a cake.

With him ther rode a gentil Pardoxere
Of Rouncevall, his frend and his compere,
That stroit was coraen from the court of Rome.
Ful loude he sang, Come hither, love, to me.
This sompnour bare to him a stiff' burdoun.
Was never trompe of half so gret a soun.

This pardoner had here as yehve as wax,
But smoth it heng, as doth a strike of flax :

By unces heng his lokkes that he hadde.
And therwith he his shulders overspradde.
Ful thinne it lay, by culpons on and on.

But hode, for jolite, ne wered he non.

For it was trussed up in his wallet.

Him thought he rode al of the newe get,

Dishevele, sauf his cappe, he rode all bare.

Swiche glaring eyen hadde he, as an hare.

A verniele hadde he sewed upon his cappe.

His wallet lay beforue him in his lappe,

Bret-ful of pardon come fx"om Rome al hote.

A vols he hadde, as smale as hath a gote.

No herd hadde he, ne never non shulde have.
As smothe it was as it were uewe shave

;

I trowe he were a gelding or a mare.
But of his craft, fi"o Berwike unto Ware,

Ne was ther swiche an other pardonere.
For in his male he hadde a pihvebere.
Which, as he saide, was oure ladies veil

:

He saide, he hadde a gobbet of the seyl

Thatte seint Peier had, whan that he went
Upon the see, till Jesu Crist him hent.

He had a crois of laton ful of stones,

And in a glas he hadde pigges bones.

But with these relikes, whanne that he fond
A poure persone dwelling up on lond.

Upon a day he gat him more moneie
Than that the persone gat in monethes tweie.

And thus with fained flattering and japes,

He made the persone, and the peple, his apes.

But trewely to tellen atte last.

He was in chiixhe a noble ecclesiast.

Wel coude he rede a lesson or a storie,

But alderbest he sang an ofFertorie :

For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe,

He muste preche, and wel afile his tonge,

To winne silver, as he right wel coude :

Therfore he sang the merier and loude.

Now have I told you shortly in a clause,

Th' estat, th' araie, thenombre, and eke the cause
Why that assembled was this compagnie
In Southwerk at this gentil hostelrie.

That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle.

But now is time to you for to telle.

How that we bareu us that ilke night.

Whan we were in that hostelrie alight.

And after wol I telle of our viage,

And all the remenant of our pilgrimage.

But firste I praie you of your curtesie,

That ye ne arette it not my vilanie.

Though that I plainly speke in this raatere.

To t(4len you hir wordes and hir chere
;

Ne though I speke hu' wordes proprely.

For this ye knowen al so wel as I,

Who so shall telle a tale after a man.
He moste reherse, as ueighe as ever he can,

Everich word, if it be in his charge.

All speke he never so rudely and so large
;

Or elles he moste tellen his tale untrewe,

Or feinen thinges, or finden wordes newe.
He may not spare, although he were his brother.

He moste as wel sayn o word, as an other.

Crist spake himself ful brode in holy writ.

And wel ye wote no vilanie is it.

Eke Plato sayeth, who so can him rede.

The wordes moste ben cosin to the dede.

Also I praie you to forgive it me.
All have I not ^:ette folk in hir degree,

Here in this tale, as that they shulden stonde.

My wit is short, ye may wel understonde.

Gret chere made oure hoste us everich on.

And to the souper sette he us anon :

And served us with vitaille of the beste.

Strong was the win, and wel to drinke us leste.

A semely man our hoste was with alle

For to ban ben a marshal in an halle.

A large man he was witli even stepe,

A faii'er burgeis is ther non in Chepe

:

Bold of his speche, and wise and wel ytaught,

And of manhood him lacked righte naught.

Eke therto was he right a mery man.
And after souper plaien he began.

And spake of mirthe amonges other thinges,

Whan that we hadden made our rekeninges

;

And saide thus ; Now, lordinges, trewely

Ye ben to me welcome right hertily :

For by ray trouthe, if that I shal not He,

I saw uat this yere swiche a compagnie
At ones in this herberwe, as is now.

Fayn wolde I do you mirthe, and I wiste how.
And of a mirthe I am right now bethought.

To don you ese, and it shall coste you nought.
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Ye gfin to Canterbury ; God you spede,

The blisful martyr quite you your uiede
;

And wel I wot, as ye f^on by the way.

Ye shapen you to talken and to play

:

For trewely couifort ne niirthe is non,

To riden by the way doiiibe as the ston :

And ihcrfore wold I niaken you disport,

As I said erst, and don you some comfort.

And if you liketli alle by on assent

Now for to stonden at my jugement:

And for to werchea as 1 slial you say

To-morwe, wlian ye riden on the way,

Now by my faders soule that is ded,

But ye be mery, sniitoth of my hed.

Hold up your hondcs witliouten more speche.

Our conseil was not lunge for to seche :

Us thought it was not worth to make it wise,

And granted him withouten more avise.

And bad him say his verdit, as him leste.

Lor<linges,(quod he) nowherkenethforthebeste;

But take it nat, I pray you, in disdain
;

This is the point, to speke it plat and plain.

That eche of you to shorten with youre way,

In tills viage, shal tellen tales tway,

To Canterbury wai"d, I mene it so.

And homeward he shall tellen other two,

Of aventures that wliiloni lian befalle.

And wliieh of you that bereth him best of alle,

That is to sayn, that telleth in this cas

Tales of best sentence and most solas,

Shal have a souper at youre aller cost

Here in this place sitting by this post,

Whan tliat ye comen agen from Canterbury.

And for to maken you tlie more mery,
I wol myselven gladly with you ride,

Right at min owen cost, and be your gide.

And who that wol my jugement withsay,

Shal pay for alle we sjjendcn by the way.

And if ye vouchesauf that it be so,

Telle me anou withouten wordes mo.
And 1 wol erly sliapen me therfore.

This thing was granted, and our othes swore
With ful glad herte, and praiden him also.

That he wold vouchesauf for to don so,

And that he wolde ben our governour.

And of our tales juge and reportour,
And sette a souper at a certain pris

;

And we wol reulcd ben at liis devise.

In highe and lowe : and thus by on assent,

Wc ben accorded to his jugement.
And therupon tlie win was fitte anon.
Wc dronken, and to rcste wenten eche on,
Withouten any lenger turying.

A-morwe whan the day began to spring.

Up rose our hoste, and was our aller cok.
And gaderd us togeder in a flok.

And forth we riden a litel more than pas,

Unto the watering of Seint Thomas :

And ther our hoste began his liors arest,

And saide ; lordes, herkeneth if you lest.

Ye wete your forword, and I it record.

If even-song and morwe-song accord.

Let se now who shal telle the first tale.

As ever mote I drinken win or ale,

Who so is rebel to my jugement,
Slial pay for alle tiiat by the way is s])ent.

Now draweth cutte, or that ye forther twiniie.

He which that hath the shortest shal beginne.

Sire kniglit, (quod he) my maister and my lord,

Now draweth cutte, for that is min accord.

Cometh uere, (quod he) my lady prioresse,

And ye, sire clerk, let be your shamefastnesse,

Ne studieth nought ; lay hand to, every man.
Anon to drawen every wight began,

And shortly for to tellen as it was.

Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas.

The sothe is this, the cutte felle on the knight.

Of which ful blith and glad was every wight
;

And tell he must his tale as was reson.

But forword, and by composition.

As ye lian herd ; what nedeth wordes mo ?

And whan this good man saw that it was so,

As he that wise was and obedient

To kepe his forword by his free assent.

He saide ; sitlien 1 shal begin this game.
What ? welcome be the cutte a goddes name.
Now let us ride, and herkeneth what I say.

And with that word we riden forth our way ;

And lie began with right a mery chere

His tale anon, and saide as ye shul here.

THE KNIGHTES TALE.

Whilom, as olde stories tellen us,

Ther was a duk that highte Theseus.
Of Athenes he was lord and governour,
And in his time swiclie a conquerour.
That greter was ther non under the sonne.

Ful many a riche contree had he wonne.
Whjit with his wisdom and his chevalrie,

He conquerd all the regne of Feniinie,

That whilom was ycleped Scythia
;

And wedded the fresshe queue Ipolita,

And brought hire home with him to his contree
With mochel glorie and gret solempuitee,
And eke hire yonge suster Emelie.
And thus with victorie and with melodic
Let I this worthy duk to Athenes ride,

And all his host, in amies hiin beside.

And certes, if it u'ere to long to here.

I wolde have told you fully the manere.
How wonnen was the regne of Feminie,

By Theseus, and by his chevalrie
;

I And of the grete bataille for the nones

I

Betwix Athenes and the Amasones ;

And how asseged was Ipolita

, The faire hardy queue of Scythia ;

And of the feste, that was at hire wedding,

I

And of the temple at hire home coining.

But all this thing I moste as now forbere.

1 have, God wot, a large feld to ere
;

And weke ben the o.\en in my plow.

The remenant of my tale is long ynow.

I wil not letten eke non of this route.

Let every felaw telle his tale aboute,

And let se now who shal the souper winne.

Ther as I left, I wil agen beginne.
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This duk, of whom I made mentioun,

Wlian he was comen almost to the toun,

In all his wele and in his moste pride,

He was ware, as he cast his eye aside,

Wher that tlier kiieled in the hi^he wey
A eomjiagnie of ladies, twey and twpy,

Eche after other, clad in clothes blake :

But swiclie a crie and swiehe a wo they make,
Tiiat in this world n'is creature living,

That ever herd swiehe another waimenting.

And of this crie ne wolde they never stenten,

Till they the reines of his bridel henten.

What folk be ye that at min home coming
Perturben so ray feste with crying ?

Quod Theseus ; have ye so grete envie

Of min honour, that thus complaine and crie ?

Or who hath yon misboden, or offended \

Do telle me, if that it may be amended
;

And why ye be thus clothed alle in blake ?

The oldest lady of hem all than spake,

Whan she had swouned, with a dedly chere,

That it was reuthe for to seen and here.

She sayde ; lord, to whom fortune hath yeven
Victorie, and as a conquerour to liven,

Nought greveth us your gloria and your honour

;

But we beseke you of mercie and socour.

Have mercie on our woe and our distresse.

Som drope of pitee, thurgh thy gentillesse.

Upon us wretched wimmen let now falle.

For certes, lord, ther n'is nou of us alle,

That she n'hath ben a ducliesse or a quene
Now be we caitives, as it is wel sene :

Thanked be fortune, and hire false whele.

That non estat ensureth to be wele.

And certes, lord, to abiden your presence
Here in this temple of the goddesse (lemence
We han ben waiting all this fourtenight

:

Now helpe us, lord, sin it lieth in thy might.

I wretched wight, that wepe and waile thus.

Was whilom wif to king Capaneus,
That starfe at Thebes, cursed be that day :

And alle we that ben in this aray.

And maken all this lamentation,

We losten alle our husbondes at that toun,

While that the sege therabouten lay.

And yet now the olde Creon, wala wa !

That lord is now of Thebes the citee,

Fulfilled of ii-e and of iniquitee,

He for despit, and for his tyrannie,

To don the ded bodies a vilanie,

Of alle our lordes, which that ben yslawe,

Hath iille the bodies on an hepe ydrawe,
And will not suffren hem by non assent

Neyther to ben yberied, ne ybrent.

But maketh houndes ete hem in despite.

And with that word, withouten more respite

They fallen groff, and crien pitously
;

Have on us wretched wimmen som mercy.
And let our sorwe sinken in thin herte.

This gentil duk doun from his courser sterte

With herte pitous, whan he herd hem speke.

Him thoughte that his heite wolde all to-breke,

Whan he saw hem so pitous and so mate.
That whilom weren of so gret estate.

And in his armes he hem all up hente,

And hem comforted in ful good entente,

And swore his oth, as he was trewe knight,

He wolde don so ferforthly his might
Upon tlie tyrant Creon hem to wreke,
Tiiat all the peple of Grece shulde speke,

How Creon was of Theseus yserved.

As he that hath his deth ful wel deserved.

And right anon withouten more abode
His bannei- he displaide, and forth he rode
To Thebes ward, and all his host beside :

No nere Athenes n'olde he go ne ride,

Ne take his ese fully half a day,

But onward on his way that night he lay :

And sent anon I])olita the quene,

And Emelie hire yonge sister shene
Unto the toun of Athenes for to dwell

:

And forth he rit ; ther n'is no more to tell.

The red statue of Mars with spere and targe

So shineth in his white banner large.

That all the feldes gliteren up and doun

:

And by his banner borne is his penon
Of gold ful riche, in which ther was ybete

The Minotaure which that he slew iu Crete,

Tims rit this duk, thus rit this conquerour,

And in his host of chevalrie tlie flour,

Til that he came to Thebes, and alight

Fayre in a feld, ther as he thought to fight.

But shortly for to speken of this thing,

With Creon, which that was of Thebes king.

He fought, and slew him manly as a knight

In plaine bataille, and ])ut his folk to flight

:

And by assaut he wan the citee after.

And rent adoun bothe wall and sparre, and rafter ;

And to the ladies he restored again

The bodies of hir housbondes that were slain,

To don the obsequies, as was tho the gise.

But it were all to long for to devise

The grete clamour, and the waimenting,
Whiche that the ladies made at the brenning
Of the bodies, and the gret honoui',

That Theseus the noble conquerour
Doth to the ladies, whan they from him wente :

But shortly for to telle is min entente.

Whan that this worthy duk, this Theseus,

Hath Creon slaine, and wonnen Thebes thus.

Still in the feld he toke all night his reste.

And did with all the contree as him leste.

To ransake in the tas of bodies dede.

Hem for to stripe of harneis and of wede.

The pillours dide hir besinesse and cure,

After the b.itaille and discomfitui-e.

And so befell, that in the tas they found,

Thurgh girt with many a grevous blody wound,
Two yonge knightes ligging by and by,

Bothe in on armes, wrought ful richely :

Of whiche two, Arcita highte that on,

And he that other highte Palamon.
Not fully quik, ne fully ded they were.

But by hir cote-armure, and by hir gere.

The heraudes knew hem wel in special,

As tho that weren of the blod real

Of Thebes, and cf sustren two yboi-ne.

Out of the tas the pilloui-s han hem torne.

And han hem caried soft unto the tente

Of Theseus, and he ful sone hem sente

To Athenes, for to dwellen in prison

Perpetuel, he n'olde no raunson.

And whan this worthy duk had thus ydon.

He toke his host, and home he rit anon
With laurer crouned as a conquerour

;

And ther he liveth in joye and in honour
Tei'me of his lif ; what nedeth wordes mo ?

And in a tour, in anguish and in wo,
Dwellen this Palamon and eke Arcite,

For evermo, ther may no gold hem quite.
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Thus passeth ycre by yere, and day by day,

Till it folle ones in a morwe ol" May
That Enic'lie, that fayrer was to sene

Than is the lilie upon his stalkc crene,

And fresslier than the May with Houres newe,

(For witli tlie rose colour strof hire liewe

;

I n'ot which was the liner of lieni two)

Er it was day, as she was wont to do,

Slie was arisLMi, and all redy di<;lit.

For May wol have no sloijardie a-night.

The seson priketh evei'y gentil lierte,

And niaketh hini out of his slepc to sterte,

And sayth, arise, and do thin observance.

This niakcth Enielie han remembrance
To don honour to May, and for to rise.

Yclotiied was she fresshe for to devise.

Hire yelwe here was broided in a tresse.

Behind hire back, a yerde long I gesse.

And in the gardiii at the Sonne uprist

She walketh up and doun wher as hire list.

Slie gathererli floures, partie white and red,

To make a sotel gcrlond for hire hed.

And as an angel hevenlich she song.

The grete tour, that was so tliikke and strong.

Which of the caste! was the chef dongeon,

{Wher as these knightes wcren in jirison, '

Of which I tolde you, and tcllen shal)

Was even joinant to the gardin wall,

Ther as this Enielie had liire playing.

Bright was the sonne, and clere that morweninj
And Palanion, this woful prisoner,

As was his wone, l)y leve of his gayler

Was risen, and romed in a chand)re on high,

In which he all the noble citee sigh,

And eke the gai'din, ful of brandies greue,

Ther as this fresshe Emclia the shene
Was in hire walk, and romed up and doun.

This sorweful prisoner, this Palanion

Goth in his chambi-e roming to and fro,

And to himselfc complaining of his wo :

That he was borne, ful oft he sayd, alas !

And so befell, by aventure or cas,

That thurgli a window thikke of many a barre

Of yren gret, and square as any sparre,

He east his eyen upon Enielia,

And therwithal he blent and cried, a !

As though he stongen were unto the liorte.

And with that eric Arcite anon up stex'te.

And saide, cosin niin, what eyleth thee,

That art so pale and dedly for to see ?

Why cridest thou ? who hath thee don offence ?

For goddes love, take all in patience

Our prison, for it may non other be.

Foi'tune hath yeven us this adversite.

Som wikke aspect or disposition

Of Saturne, by som constellation.

Hath yeven us this, although we had it sworn.
So stood the heven whan that we were born.

We moste endure : this is the short ^nd plain.

This Palanion answerde, and sayde again

;

Cosin, forsoth of this opinion

Thou hast a vaine imagination.

This prison caused me not for to crie.

But I was hurt right now thurghout min eye
Into min herte, that wol my bane be.

The fayrnesse of a lady that I se

Yond in the gardiii roming to and fro,

Is cause of all my crying and my wo.

1 n'ot whe'r she be woman or goddesse.

But Venus is it, sothly, as J. gesse.

And thcrwithall on knees udoun he fill,

And sayde : Venus, if it be your will

You in this gardin thus to transligure,

Bcforn me sorweful wretched creature,

i>ut of this prison helpe that we may scape.

And if so be our destince be shape
By eterne word to dien in prison.

Of our lignage have som compassion,

That i" so low ybrought by tyrannie.

And with that word Arcita gan espie

Wher as this lady romed to and fro.

And with that sight hire beautee hurt him so,

That if that Palanion were wounded sore,

Arcite is hurt as nioche as he, or more.
And with a sigh he sayde pitously :

The fresshe beautee sletli me sodenly

Of hire that rometh in the yonder place.

And but I have hire mcrcie and hire grace,

That I may seen hire at the leste way,

I n'am but ded ; ther n'is no more to say.

This Palamon, whan he tliese wordes herd,

Dispitously he loked, and answerd :

Whether sayest thou this in ernest or in play ?

Nay, quod Arcite, in ernest by my fay.

God hel})e me so, nie lust full yvel pley.

This Palanion gan knit his l)rowes twey.

It were, quod he, to thee no gret honour
F(n' to be false, no for to be traytour

To me, that am thy cosin and thy brother

Ysworne ful de])e, and eche of us to other,

That never for to dien in the peine, .

Til that the detli departeii shal us tweine,

Neyther of us in love to hindre other,

Ne in non other cas, my lev<? brother
;

But that thou sluildest trewely forther nie

In every cas, as I s^huld forther thee.

This was thin oth, and min also certain
;

1 wot it wel, thou darst it not withsain.

Thus art thou of my conseil out of doute.

And now thou woldest falsly ben aboute

To love my lady, whom I love and serve.

And ever shal, til that min herte sterve.

Now certes, false Arcite, thou slialt not so.

I loved liire tirste, and tohle thee my wo
As to my conseil, and my brother sworne

To forther me, as I have told befornc.

For which thou art ybounden as a knight

To helpen me, if it lie in thy miglit,

Or ellesart thou false, I dare wel sain.

This Areita full proudly spake again.

Thou shalt, quod he, be rather false than I.

And thou art false, I tell thee utterly.

For par amour I loved hire first or tliou.

What wolt thou sayn ? thou wisted nat righf no

Whether she were a woman or a goddesse.

Thin is affection of holinesse,

Ami min is love, as to a creature :

For which I tolde thee min aventure

As to my cosin, and my brother sworne.

1 pose, that thou lovedest hire beforne :

Wost tliou not wel the olde clerkes sawe,

That who shall give a lover any lawe \

liOve is a greter lawe by my pan.

Then may be yeven of any erthly man :

And therfore jiositif lawe, and swiche dcciTC

Is broken all day for love in eche degree.

A man moste nedes love maugre his lied.

He may not tieen it, though he shuld be ded,

All be she maid, or widewe, or ellcs wif.

And eke it is not likely all thy lif
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To stonden in liire jjrace, no more shal 1 :

For wel thou wost thyselven veraily,

That thou and I be damned to prison

Perpetuel, us gaineth no raunson.

We strive, as did the houndes for the bone.

They fought all day, and yet hir part was none.

Ther came a kyte, while that they were so wrothe,

And bare away the bone betvvix hem bothe.

And thei-fore at the kinges court, my brother,

Eche man for himself, ther is non other.

Love if thee lust ; for I love and ay shal

:

And sothly, leve brother, this is al.

Here in this prison mosten we endure,

And everich of us take his aventure.

Gret was the strif, and long betwix hem twey,

If that I hadde leiser for to sey :

But to th' effect. It happed on a day,

(To tell it you as shortly as I may)
A worthy duk that highte Pei-ithous,

That felaw was to this duk Theseus
Sin thilke day that they were children lite,

Was come to Athenes, his felaw to visite,

And for to play, as he was wont to do,

For in this world he loved no man so :

And he loved him as tendrely again.

So wel they loved, as olde bokes sain.

That whan that on was ded, sothly to telle,

His felaw wente and sought him doun in helle:

But of that storie list me not to write,

Duk Perithous loved wel Arcite,

And had him knowe at Thebes yere by yere :

And finally at request and praiere

Of Perithous, witliouten any raunson
Duk Theseus him let out of prison,

Frely to gon, wher that him list over all,

In swiche a gise, as I you tellen shall.

This was the forword, plainly for to endite,

Betwixen Theseus and him Arcite:

That if so were, that Arcite were yfound
Ever in his lif, by day or night, o stcund
In any contree of this Theseus,
And he were caught, it was accorded thus,

That with a swerd he shulde lese his hed
;

Ther was non other remedie ne rede.

But taketh his leve, and homeward he him spedde
;

Let him beware, his nekke lieth to wedde.
How gret a sorwe suffereth now Arcite ?

The deth he feleth thurgh his herte smite
;

He wepeth, waileth, crieth pitously

;

To sleen himself he waiteth prively.

He said ; Alas the day that I was borne !

Now is my prison werse than beforne :

Now is me shape eternally to dwelle

Not only in purgatorie, but in helle.

Alas ! that ever I knew Perithous.

For elles had I dwelt with Theseus
Yfetered in his prison evermo.
Than had I ben in blisse, and not in wo.
Only the sight of hire, whom that I serve.

Though that I never hire grace may deservo.

Wold have sufficed right ynough for me.
dere cosin Palamon, quod he,

Thin is the victorie of this aventure.
Ful blisful in prison maiest thou endure :

In prison ? certes nay, but in paradise.

Wel hath fortune yturned thee the dise,

That hast the sight of hire, and I th' absence.
For possible is, sin thou hast hire presence,

And art a knight, a worthy and an able,

That by som cas, sin fortune is changeable.

Thou maiest to thy desir som time atteine.

But I that am exiled, and barreiue

Of alle grace, and in so gret despaire,

That ther n'ia erthe, water, fire, ne aire,

Ne creature, that of hem maked is.

That may me liele, or don comfort in this,

Wel ought I sterve in wanhope and distresso.

Farewel my lif, my lust, and my gladnesse.

Alas, why plainen men so in commune
Of purveyance of God, or of fortune.

That yeveth hem ful oft in many a gise

Wel better than they can hemself devise ?

Som man desireth for to have richesse.

That cause is of'liis murdre or gret siknesse.

And som man wold out of his prison fayn.

That in his house is of his meinie slain.

Infinite harmes ben in this matere.
We wote not what thing that we praien here.

We faren as he that dronke is as a mous.
A dronken man wot wel he hath an hous.

But he ne wot which is the right way tliider.

And to a dronken man the way is slider.

And certes in this world so faren we.
We seken fast after felicite,

But we go wrong ful often trewely.

Thus we may sayen alle, and namely I,

That wende, and had a gret opinion.

That if I might escapen fro prison

Than had I ben in joye and parfite hele,

Ther now I am exiled fro my wele.

Sin that I may not seen you, Emelie,
I n'am but ded ; ther n'is no remedie.

Upon that other side Palamon,
Whan that he wist Arcita was agon,

Swiche sorwe he maketh, that the grete tour

Resouned of his yelling and clamour.

The pure fetters on his shinnes grete

Were oi his bitter salte teres wete.

Alas ! quod he, Arcita cosin min,

Of all our strif, God wot, the frute is thin.

Thou walkest now hi Thebes at thy large,

And of my wo thou yevest litel charge.

Thou raaist, sith thou hast wisdom and manhede,
Assemblen all the folk of our kinrede,

And make a werre so sharpe on this contree,

That by som aventure, or som tretee,

Thou maist have hire to lady and to wit",

For whom that I nmst nedes lese my lif.

For as by way of possibilitee,

Sith thou art at thy large of prison free,

And art a loi-d, gret is thin avantage.

More than is min, that sterve here in a cage.

For I may wepe and waile, while that I live,

With all the wo that prison may me yeve.

And eke with peine that love me yeveth also.

That doubleth all my tourment and my wo.

Therwith the fire of jalousie up sterte ,

Within his brest, and hent him by the herte

So woodly, that he like vvas to behold

The box-tree, or the ashen ded and cold.

Than said he ; cruel goddes, that governe

This world with binding of your word eterne,

And writen in the table of athamant
Your parlement and your eterne grant,

What is mankind more unto you yhold

Than is the sliepe, that rouketh in the fold ?

For slain is man, right as another beest,

And dwelleth eke in prison, and arrest.

And hath siknesse, and gret adversite,

And oftentimes gilteles parde.
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What governance is in this prescience,

Tliut ijilteles turmeiiteth innocence ?

Ami yet cncresetli this all my penance,

That man is bounilen to his observance •

For Goddes sake to leten of his will,

Ther as a beest may all his lust fulfill.

And v.lian a boost is ded, he hath no ]icnic
;

But man after his deth mote wepe and pleinc,

Tliouj^h in this world he have care and wo :

Witlioutcn doute it maye stonden so. &ij^l
Tlie answer of this lete I to divines, tw^^

Kut wcl I wote. that in this world gret pinS is.

Aliis ! I see a serpent or a thefe, a j-f'^''*'

That many a trewc man hath do raeschefc,

Goii at his larije, and wher him lust may turn.

But 1 moste l)en in prison thurgh Saturn,

And eke thurgh Juno, jalous and eke wood,

That hath w'el neye destruied all the blood

Of Thebes, with his waste walles wide.

And Venus sleeth me on that other side

For jalousie, and fere of him Arcite.

Now wol I stent of Palamon a lite,

And leten him in his prison still dwelle,

And of Arcita forth I wol you telle.

The sommer passeth, and the nightes long

I
Encresen double wise the peines strong

Both of the lover, and of the prisoner.

I n'ot which hath the wofuller mistere.

For shortly for to say, this Palamon
I
Perpetuelly is damned to prison,

In chaines and in fetters to ben ded ;

And Arcite is exiled on his lied

For evermore as out of that contree,

Ne never more he shal his lady see.

You lovers axe I now this question.

Who hath the werse, Arcite or Palamon ?

That on may se his lady day by day,

But in prison moste he dwellen ahvay.

That other wher him lust may ride or go,

But sen his lady shal he never mo.
Ndw (lemeth as you liste, ye that can.
For I wol tell you forth as I began.
Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was,

I'll] oft a day he swelt and said alas,

I'c.r sen his lady shal he r.ever mo.
Viid sliortly to concluden all his wo.
So niochel sorwe hadde never creature,
That is or shal be, while the world may dure.
His slope, his mete, his drinke is him ijyraft,

I'liat lene he wex, and drie as is a shaft.

His eyen hohve, and grisly to behold.
His hewe falwe, and pale as ashen cold,

And solitary he was, and ever alone.
And wailing all the night, making his mone.
And if he heide song or instrument,
Tii:ui wold he wepe, he mighte not be stent.

t' 'ble were liis spirites, and so low,

1 changed so, that no man coude know
'

'

1- speche ne his vois, though men it herd.
Aim! in his gere, for all the world he ferd
N'ught only like the lovers maladie
' 't Ereos, but rather ylike manie,
i liiiendred of humours melancolike,
I'Llorne his hed in his celle fautastike.
And shortly turned was all up so doun
''til habit and eke dispositioun

liini, this woful lover, dan Arcite.
I at shuld 1 all day of his wo endite ?

^^ ban he endured had a yere or two
liiis cruel torment, and this peine and wo,

At Thebes, in his contree. as I said,

Upon a night in slcpe as he him laid.

Him thought how that tlie winged god Mercury
Boforne him stood, and bad him to be mery.

; Hib slepy yerde in bond he bare n]>ri;;ht
;

An liat he wered upon Ills iieres bright.

Arraied was this god (as lie toke kepe)
As he was whan that Argus toke Ills slepe ;

And said iiini thus : To Atlienes siialt thou wende
Ther is tliee shapen of thy wo an ende.
And with that word Arcite awoke and stert.

Now trewely how sore that ever nie smert.
Quod he, to Athenos right now wol I fare.

Ne for no drede of deth siial I not spare
To se my lady, that I love and serve

;

In liire |>resence I rekke not to sterve.

And with that word he caught a gret mirrour,
And saw that changed was all his colour,

And saw his visage all in anotlier kind.

And right anon it ran him in his mind,
That sitli his face was so disfigured

Of maladie the which he had endured.
He mighte wel, if that he bare him lowe.

Live in Atlienes evermore unknowe.
And sen his lady wel nigli day by day.

And right anon he changed his aray,

And clad him as a poure labourer.

And all alone, save only a stjuier.

That knew his privitee and all his cas,

Which was disguised pourely as he was,
To Athenes is he gon the nexte way.
And to the court he went upon a day,

And at the gate he proffered his service,

To drugge and draw, what so men wold devise.

And shortly of this uiatere for to sayn.

He fell in office with a clianiberlain.

The which that dwelling was with Emelie.
For he was wise, and coude sone espie

Of every servant, which that served hire.

Wel coude he hewen wood, and water here,

For he was yonge and mighty for the nones.

And therto he was strong and big of bones
To don that any wight can him devise.

A yere or two he was in this service.

Page of the chanibre of Emelie the bright
;

And Philostrate he sayde that he liight.

But half so wel beloved a man as he,

Ne was ther never in court of his degre.

He was so gentil of conditioun,

That thurghout all the court was his renoun.
They sayden that it were a charite

That Tlieseus wold enhaunsen his dcgve.

And putten him in w(jr.shipful service,

Ther as he might his vertues exercise.

And thus within a while his name is s|)ronge

Both of his dcdes, and of his good tonge,

That Theseus liath taken him of ner

That of his chanibre he made him a squier,

And gave him gold to mainteine his degre ;

And eke men brought him out of his centre

Fro yere to yere ful prively his rent.

But honestly and sieighly he it spent,

That no man wondred how that he it hadde.

And thre yere in tiiis wise liis lif lie ladde,

And bare him so in pees an eke in werre,

Ther n'as no man that Theseus hath derre.

And in this blisse let I now Arcite,

And speke I wol of Palamon a lite.

In dei'kenesse and horrible and strong prison

This seven yex'e hath sitten Palamon,
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Forpined, what for love and for distresse.

Who foleth double sorwe and hevinesse

But Palamon I that love distraineth so,

Tliat wood out of his wit he goth for wo.

And eke tliei-to he is a prisonere

Perpetuell, not only for a yere.

Who coude rime in English prnprely

His martirdom ? forsotii it am not I,

Therfore 1 passe as lightly as I may.
It fell that in the seventh yere in May
The thridde night, (as olde bokesj sayn.

That all this storie tellen move plain)

Were it by aventure or destinee,

(As, whan a thing is shapen, it shal be,)

That sone after the midnight, Palamon
By helping of a frend brake his prison,

And fleeth the cite faste as he may go,

For he had yeven drinke his gayler so

Of a clarre, made of a certain wine.

With Nareotikes and Opie of Thebes fine,

That all the night though that men wold him shake,

Tlie gailer slept, he mighte not awake.
And thus he fleeth as faste as ever he may.
The night was short, and faste by the day.

That nedes cost he moste himselven hide.

And to a grove faste ther beside

With dredful foot than stalketh Palamon.
For shortly this was his opinion,

That in that grove he wold liim hide all day.

And in the night than wold he take his way
To Tliebes ward, his frendes for to preie

On Theseus to helpen him werreie.

And shortly, eyther he wold lese his lif.

Or wiiinen. Emelie unto his wif.

This is the effect, and his entente plein.

Now wol 1 turneu to Arcite agein.

That litel wist how neighe was his care,

Til that fortune had brought him in the snare.

The besy larke, the messager of day,

Salewith in hire song the morwe gray
;

And firy Phebus riseth up so briglit,

That all the orient laugheth of the sight,

And with hisstremes drieth in the greves

The silver dropes, hanging on the leves.

And Arcite, that is in the court real

With Theseus the siiuier principal.

Is' risen, and loketh on the meiy day.

And for to don his observance to Jlay,

Remembring on the point of his desire,

He on his courser, sterting as the fire.

Is ridden to the feldes him to pley,

Out of the court, were it a mile or twey.

And to the grove of which that I,you told,

B}' aventure his way he gan to hold.

To makea him a gerlond of the greves.

Were it of woodbind or of hauthorn leves.

And loud he song agen the sonne shene.

O Maye, with all tliy floures and thy grene.

Right welcome be thou faire freshe May,
I hope that I some grene here getten may.
And from his courser, with a lusty herte

Into the grove ful hastily he sterte.

And in a path he romed up and-doun,
Ther as by ;iventnre this Palamon
Was ill a bush, that no man might him se,

For sore afered of his deth was he.

Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite.

God wot he wold have trowed it ful lite.

But soth is said, gon sithen are many yeres.

That feld liatii eyen, and the wood hath eres.

It is ful faire a man to bere him even,

For al day meten men at unset Steven.

Ful litel wote Arcite of his feiaw,

That was so neigh to herkeu of his saw.

For in the bush he sitteth now ful still.

Whan that Arcite had romed all his fill,

And songen all the roundel lustily,

Into a studie he fell sodeuly,

As don these lovers in hir queinte geres.

Now in the crop, and now doun in the breres.

Now up, now doun, as boket in a well.

Right as the Friday, sothly for to tell,

Now shineth it, and now it raineth fast.

Right so can gery Venus overcast

The hertes of hire folk, right as hire day
Is gerfull, right so changeth she aray.

Selde is the Friday all the weke ylike.

Whan Arcite had ysonge, he gan to sike.

And set him doun withouten any more :

Alas ! (quod he) the day that I was bora I

How longe, Juno, thurgh thy crueltee

Wilt thou werreien Thebes the citee ?

Alas ! ybrought is to confusion

The blood real of Cadme and Amphion

:

Of Cadmus, which that was the firste man.
That Thebes built, or firste the toun begau.

And of the citee firste was crouned king.

Of his linage am I, and his ofspring

By veray line, as of the stok real

:

And now I am so caitif and so thral,

That he that is my mortal enemy,
I serve him as his squier pourely.

And yet doth Juno me wel more shame,
For I dare not beknowe min owen name.
But ther as I was wont to highte Arcite,

Now highte I Philostrat, not worth a mite

Alas ! thou fell Mars, alas ! thou Juno,

Thus hath your ire our linage all fordo.

Save only me, and wretched Palamou,
That Theseus martireth in prison.

And over all this, to slen me uttei'ly.

Love hath his firy dart so hrenningly

Ystiked thurgh my trewe careful hert.

That shapen was my deth erst than my shert.

Ye slen me with your eyen, Emelie ;

Ye ben the cause wherfore that I die.

Of all the remenant of min other care

Ne set I not the mountance of a tare,

So that 1 coud don ought to your plesauee.

And with that word he fell doun in a trance

A longe time ; and afterward up sterte

This Palamon, that thought thurghout his herte

He felt a colde swerd sodenly glide:

For ire he quoke, no longer wolde he hide.

And whan that he had herd Arcites tale.

As he were wood, with face ded and pale,

He sterte him up out of the bushes thikke.

And sayde : False Arcite, false traitour wicke.

Now art thou hent, that lovest my lady so.

For whom that 1 have all this peine and wo,

And art my blood, and to my conseil sworn,

As I ful oft have told thee herebeforn.

And hast beiaped Iiere duk Theseus,

And falsely changed hast thy name thus
;

I wol be dfd, or elles thou shall die.

Thou shalt not love my lady Emelie,

But I wol love hire only and no mo.
For I am Palamon thy mortal fo.

And though that 1 no wepen have in tliis i)laef.

But out of prison am astert by grace.
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I drede nou<;ht, that oyther thou slialt die,

Or thou lie shalt nat lovon Emelie.

Chese which thou wo!t, for thou slia'.t not astorte.

This Ari'ite tho, with ful dis])itou.s lierte.

Whan lie hiin knew, and had his tale herd.

As fers as a leoii, pulled out a swerd,

And >ayde thus ; B_v God that sitteth above,

N'ere it that thou art siko, and wood for love,

And eke that thou no wepen haPt in this place.

Thou shuldest never out of this grove pace.

That thou lie shuldest dien of mill hoiid.

For I defie the suretee and the bond,

Which that thou saist that I have made to thee.

What ? veifiv fool, tliinke wel that love is frei*,

And I wol love hire niaucre all tliv mi?ht.

But, for thou art a worthy geiitil kni^iht,

And wilnest to darrainc hire by bataille,

Have here my troutli, to-morwe I will not faille,

Withouten wetinir of any other wight,

That here I wol be founden as a knight.

And bringen harneis right ynough for thee

;

And chese the beste, and leve the werste for mo.
And mete and drinke tliis night wol I bring

Yiiou^h for thee, and clothes for thy bedding.

And if so be that thou riiy lady win,

And sle me in this wode, ther I am in,

Thou maist wel have thy lady as for me.
This Palamon answerd, I grant it thee.

And thus they ben departed til a-morwe.
When eelie of hem hath laid his faith to borwe.

Cupide, out of alle charitee

!

regne, that wolt no felaw have with thee !

Ful soth is sayde, that love ne lordship

Wol nat, his thankes, have no felawship.

Wel finden that Arcite and Palamon.
Arcite is ridden anon unto the toun,

And on the niorwe, or it were day light,

Ful prively two harneis hath he dight.

Both suffisant and mete to darieine

The bataille in the fe!d betwix hem tweiiie.

And on his liors, alone as he was borne.

He carieth all this harneis him beforne;
And in the grove, at time and place ysette,

This Arcite and this Palamon ben raette.

Tho changen gaii the colour of liir face.

Right as the hunter in the re<;ne of Trace
That stondeth at a gap]>e with a spere,

Whan iiunted is the lion or the here,

And hereth him come rushing in the greves,

And broking bothe the bouglies and the leves.

And thinketh, here cometh my mortal enemy,
Whithouten faille, he must be ded or I

;

For eytlier I mote slen him at the <;appe
;

Or he mote slen me, if that me niisliappe :

So ferden they, in changing of hir hewe.
As fer as eytlier of hem ever Unev.e.

Ther n'as no good day, ne no salulng.

But streit withouten wordes rehersing,

Everich of hem halpe to armen other.

As frendly, as he were his owen brother.

And after that, with sharpe speres strong
They foineden eclie at other wonder long.

Thou mightest wenen, that this Palamon
In his fighting were as a wood leon,

And as a cruel tigre w-as Arcite

:

As wil^e bores gan they togeder smite.

That frotlien white as fome for ire wood.
Up to the ancle foughte they in hir blood.

And in this wise I let hem fighting dwelle.

And forth I wol of Theseus you telle.

The desiinee, ministre general,

Tli:ii executeth in the world over al

The purveiance, that God hath sen beforne ;

So strong it is, that though the world had sworne
The contrary of a thing by ya or uay,
Yet sointinie it sli;ill fallen on a day
That falleth nat efte in a tliousand yere.

For certainly our appetites iiere,

Be it of werre, or pees, or hate, or love,

All is this ruled by the sight above.
This meiie 1 now by mighty Theseus,
That for to hunten is so desirous.

And namely at the grete hart in May,
That in his bed ther dawcth him no day,

That he n'is clad, and redy for to ride

\\ith liunte and horno, and houndes him beside.

For in his hunting hath he swiche delite,

That it is all his joye and appetite

To ben himself the grete liartes bane,

For after Mars he serveth now Diane.

Clere was the day, as I have told or this,

And Theseus, with alle joye and blis,

With his Ipolita, the fayre quene.

And Emelie, yclotlied all in greue,

On hunting ben they ridden really.

And to the grove, that stood llicr faste by.

In which ther was an hart as men him told,

Duk Theseus the streite way hath hold.

And to the launde he rideth him ful ri^lit,

Ther was the hart ywoiit to have his flight.

And over a brooke, and so forth on his wey.

This duk wol have a cours at him or twey
With houndes, swiche as him lust tocommaunde.
And when this duk was conien to the luunde.

Under the sonne he loked, and anon
He was ware of Arcite and Palamon,
That foughten brenie, as it were boUes two.

The brighte swerdes wenten to and fro

So hidously, that with the leste stroke

It seined that it wolde fclle an oke.

But what tliey weren, nothing he ne wote.

This duk his courser with his sporres smote.

And at a stert he was betwix hem two,

And pulled out a swerd and cried, ho !

No more, up peine of lesing of your hod.

By mighty Mars, he shal anon be ded.

That siniteth any stroke, that 1 may sen.

But telleth me what niistere men ye ben,

That ben so hardy for to fighten hei'e

Withouten any juge other ofticere,

As though it were in listes really.

This Palamon answered hastily,

And saide : Sire, what nedctli wordes mo ?

We have the deth deserved Ixithe two.

Two woful wretches ben we, two caitives.

That ben accombred of our owen lives,

And as thou art a rightful lord and juge,

Ne yeve us neyther mercio ne ri *"ugc.

And sle me first, for seintc charitee.

But sle my felaw eke as wel as me.

Or sle him first ; for, tlutugh thou know it lite,

This is thy mortal fo, this is Arcite,

That fro thy lond is banished on his hed.

For which he hath deserved to be ded.

For this is he that came unto thy gate

And sayde, that he highte Philostrate.

Thus hath he japed thee ful many a yere.

And th.ou hast maked him thy chief squiere.

And this is he, that loveth Emelie.

For sith the day is come that I shal die
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I make plainly my confession,

That I am tliilke woful Palamon,
That hath thy prison broken wilfully.

I am thy mortal fo, and it am I

That lovetli so hot Emelie the bright,

That I wold dien present in hire sight.

Therfore I axe deth and my jewise.

But sle my felaw in the same wise,

For both we have deserved to be slain.

This worthy duk answerd anon again,

And sayd, This is a short conclusion,

Your owen mouth, by your confession

Hath damned you, and I wol it recorde.

It nedeth not to peine you with the corde.

Ye shul be ded Vjy mighty Mars the rede.

The quene anon for veray womanhede
Gan for to wepe, and so did Emelie,

And all the ladies in the compagnie.

Gret pite was it, as it thought hem alle.

That ever swiche a chance shulde befalle.

For gentil men they were of gret estat,

And nothing but for love was this debat.

And sawe hir blody woundes wide and sore ;

And alle criden bothe lesse and more.

Have mercie, Lord, upon us wimmen alle.

And on hir bare knees adoun they falle.

And wold have kist his feet ther as he stood,

Till at the last, aslaked was his mood
;

(For pitee renneth sone in gentil herte)

And though he first for ire quoke and sterte,

He hath considered sliortly in a clause

The trespas of hem both, and eke the cause :

And although that his ire hir gilt accused.

Yet m his reson he hem both excused

;

As thus ; he thoughte wel that every man
Wol helpe himself in love if that he can.

And eke deliver himself out of prison.

And eke his herte had compassion

Of wimmen, for they wepten ever in on :

And in his gentil herte he thoughto anon,

And soft unto himself he sayed : fie

Upon a lord that wol have no mercie,

But be a leon both in word and dede,

To hem that ben in re]ientance and drede,

As wel as to a pi'oud dispitous man,
That wo! mainteinen that he first began.

That lord hath litel of discretion,

That in swhiche cas can no division :

But weigheth pride and humblesse after on.

And shortly, whan his ire is thus agon.

He gan to loken up with eyen light.

And spake these same wordes all on hight.

The god of love, a ! bencdicite.

How mighty and how grete a lord is he ?

Again his might ther gainen non obstacles.

He may be cleped a God for his mii-acles.

For he can raaken at his owen gise

Of everich herte, as that him list devise.

Lo here this Arcite, and this Palamon,
That quitely weren out of my prison.

And might have lived in Thebes I'eally,

And weten I am hir mortal enemy,
And that hir deth lith in my might also.

And yet hath love, maugre hir eyen two,

Ybrought hem hither bothe for to die.

Now loketh, is not this an heigh folic ?

Who maye ben a fool, but if he love %

Behold for Gcddes sake that sitteth above,

Se how they blede ! be they not wel araied ?

Thus hath hir lord, the god of love, hem paled

Hir wages, and hir fees for hir service.

And yet they weneu for to be ful wise.

That serven love, for ought that may befalle.

And yet is this the beste game of alle.

That she, for whom they have this jolite,

Con hem therfore as niochel thank as me.
She wot no more of alle this bote fare

By God, than wot a cuckow or an hare.

But all mote ben assaied bote or cold ;

A man mote ben a fool other yonge or old
;

I wot it by myself ful yore agon :

For in my time a servant was I on.

And therfoi-e sith I know of loves peine.

And wot how sore it can a man destreine,

As he tliat oft hath ben caught in liis las,

I you foryeve all holly this trespas,

At request of the quene that kneleth here,

And eke of Emelie, my suster dere.

And ye shul bothe anon unto me swere,

That never mo ye shul my contree dere,

Ne maken werre upon me night ne day.

But ben my frendes in alle that ye may.
I you foryeve this trespas every del.

And they him sware his axing fayr and wel.

And him of lordship and of rnercie praid.

And he hem granted grace, and thus he said :

To speke of real linage and richesse,

Though that she were a quene or a princesse,

Eche of you bothe is worthy douteles

To wedden whan time is, but natheles

I speke as for my suster Emelie,

For whom ye have this strif and jalousie.

Ye wot yourself, she may not wedden two

At ones, though ye fighten evermo :

But on of you, al be him loth or lefe.

He mot gon pipen in an ivy lefe :

This is to say, she may not have you bothe,

Al be ye never so jalous, ne so wrothe.

And forthy I you put in this degree.

That eche of you shall have his destinee.

As him is shape, and herkneth in what wise
;

Lo here your ende of that I shal devise.

My will is this for plat conclusion

Withouten any replication,

If that you liketh, take it for the beste,

That everich of you shal gon wher him leste

Freely withouten raunson or dangere ;

And this day fifty wekes, ferre ne nere,

Everich of you shal bring an hundred knightes,

Armed for listes up at alle rightes

Alle redy to darrein hire by bataille.

And this behete I you withouten faille

Upon my trouth, and as I am a knight.

That whether of you bothe hath that might,

This is to sayn, that whether he or thou

May with his hundred, as I spake of now,

Sle his contrary, or out of listes drive,

Him shall I yeven Emelie to wive.

To whom that fortune yeveth so fayr a grace.

The listes shal I maken in this place.

And God so wisly on my soule rewe.

As I shal even juge ben, and trewe.

Ye shal non other ende with me maken
That on of you ne shal be ded or taken.

And if you thinketh this is wel ysaid,

Saith your avis, and holdeth you apaid.

This is your ende, and your conclusion.

Who loketh lightly now but Palamon \

Who spinngeth up for joye but Arcite ?

Who coud it tell, or who coud it endite,
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The joye that is maked in tlie place

Whan Theseus hath don so fayre a crace ?

But tloun on knees went every manere wifjht,

And thanked him witli all hir hertes niight,

And namely these Thebanes often sith.

And tlms witli good hope and with herte blith

They taken hir leve, and liomeward gan they ride

To Thebes, with his olde walles wide.

I trowe men wolde dcme it negligence.

If I foryete to tellen the dispence

Of Theseus, that goth so besily

To niaken up the lisies really,

That swiche a noble theatre as it was,

I dare wel sayn, in all this world ther n'as.

The circnite a mile was aboute.

Walled of stone, and diched all withoute.

Round was the shape, in manere of a compas
Ful of degrees, the higlit of sixty pas.

That whan a man was set on o degree

He letted not his I'elaw for to see.

Estward ther stood a gate of marbel white,

Westward right swiche another in tli' opposite.

And shortly to concluden, swiche a place

Was never in erthe, in so litel a space.

For in the lend ther n'as no craltes man,
That geometric, or arsmetrike can,

Ne portreiour, ne kerver of images,

Tiiat Theseus ne yaf him mete and wages
The theatre for to maken and devise.

And for to don his rite and sacrifice,

He estward hath upon the gate above.

In worship of Venus goddesse of love,

Don make an auter and an oratorie
;

And westward in the minde and in niemorie
Of Mars he maked hath right swiche another,

That coste largely of gold a fother.

And northward, in a touret on the wall,

Of alabastre white and red corall

An oratorie riche for to see.

In woi-ship of Diane of chastitee.

Hath Theseus don wrought in noble wise.

But yet had I foryetten to devise

The noble kerving, and the portreitures.

The shape, the contenance of the figures

That wei'en in these oratories three.

First in the temple of Venus maist thou see

Wrought on the wall, ful pitous to beholde.

The broken slepes, and the sikes colde.

The sacred teres, and the waimentinges,
The firy strokes of the desiringes.

That loves servants in this lif enduren
;

The othes, that hir covenants assureu.
Plesance and hope, desire, foolhardinesse,

Beaute and j'outhe, baudrie and richesse,

Charmes and force, lesinges and flaterie,

Dispence, besinesse, and jalousie.

That wered of yelwe goldes a gerlond.

And hadde a cuckow sitting or hire bond,
Festes, instruments, and caroles and dances,
Lust and array, and all the circumstances
Of love, which that I reken and reken shall,

By ordre weren peinted on the wall.

And mo than I can make of mention.
For sothly all the mount of Citheron,
Ther Venus hath hire principal dwelling.

Was shewed on the wall in purtreying.
With all the gardin, and the lustinesse.

Nought was foryetten the porter idelnesse,

Ne Narcissus tlie fayre of yore agon,
Ne yet the folic of king Salomon,

Ne yet the grete strengthe of Hercules,
Th' enchantment of Medea and Circes,

Ne of Turnus the hanly fiers corage.

The riche Cresus caitif in servage.

Thus may ye seen, that wisdom ne richesse,

Beaute ne sleiijhte, strengthe ne hardinesse,
Ne may with Venus holden champartie.
For as hire iiste the world may she gie.

Lo, all these folk so caught were in hire las

Til they for wo ful often said alas.

Sufficeth hei'e ensamples on or two,

And yet I coude reken a thousand mo.
The statue of Venus glorious for to see

Was naked Hetiiig in the large see.

And fro the navel doun all covei-ed was
With wawes grene, and bright as any glas.

A citole in hire i-iglit hand hadde she.

And on hire bed, ful semely for to see,

A rose gerlond fressh, and wei smelling.

Above hire hed hire doves fleckering.

Before hire stood hire sone Cupido,

Ui)on his shoulders winges had he two
;

And blind he was, as it is often sene
;

A bow lie bare and arwes bright and kene.
Why shulde I not as wel eke tell you ail

The purtreiture, that was upon the w-all

Within the temple of mighty Mars the rede ?

All peinted was the wall in length and brede
Like to the estres of the grisly place.

That highte the grct temple of Alars in Trace,
In thilke colde and frosty region,

Ther as Mars hath his sovereine mansion.
First on the wall was peinted a forest,

In which ther wonneth neyther man ne best,

With knotty knarry barrein trees old

Of stubbcs sharpe and hidous to behold

:

In which ther ran a romble and a sw-ough.

As though a storme shuld bresten every bough
And dounward from an hill under a bent,

Ther stood the temple of Mars armipotent.
Wrought all of burned stele, of which th' entree
Was longe and streite, and gastly for to see.

And therout ciime a rage and swiche a vise.

That it made all the gates for to rise.

The northern light in at the dore shone.

For window on the wall ne was ther none,
Thurgh which men mighten any light discerne.

The dore was all of athamant eterne,

Yclenched overthwart and endelong
With yren tough, and for to make it sti'ong,

Every piler the temple to sustene

Was tonne-gret, of yren bright and shene.

Ther saw I first the derke imagining —
Of felonie, and alle the compassing ;

The cruel ire, red as any gle^.
The pikepiirse, aiid eke tiiepale dredo

;

The smiler with the knif under the cloke.

The sheperi brenning with the blake smoke.;
The treson of the mordriiig in the bcdde, c ' i.

The open werre, with woundes all bebkdde

;

Conteke with blody knif, and sharp manace.
All full of chirking was that sory place.

The sleer of himself yet saw 1 there.

His herte-blood liath bathed all his here :

The naile ydriven in the shode on hight,

The colde deth, with mouth gaping U()right.

Amiddes of the temple sate mischance,
With discomfort and sory contenance. _
Yet saw I woodnesse laughing in his rage.

Armed complaint, outhees, and fiers outrage ;
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The caiTaiiie in tlie bush, with throte ycorven,

A thousand slain, and not of qualme ystorven ;

Tlie tiiant, with the prey by force yraft

;

The toun destroied, tlier was nothing laft.

Yet saw I brent tlie shippes hoppesteres.

The hunte ystraugled with tlie wilde beres :

The sow^ freting the child right in the cradel
;

The coke yscalled, for all his long ladel.

Nought was foryete 1)V th' iufortuiie of Jlarte

The carter overridden with his carte ;

Under the wheel ful low he lay adoun.

Ther were also of Martes division,

Th' armerer, and the bowyer, and the smith,

That forgeth sharpe swerdes on liis stitli.

And all above depeiitted in a tour

Saw I conquest, sitting in gret houour.

With tliiike sharpe swerd over his hed
Yhanging by a subtil twined tln*ed.

Depeinted was the slaughter of Juliui^,

Of gret Nero, and of Antonius :

All be tliat thilke time they were unborne,

Yet was hir deth depeicted therbeforne.

By manacing of Mars, right by figure,

So was it shewed in that purtreiture

As is depeinted in the cercles above,

Who shal be slaine or elles ded for love.

Sufficeth on ensamplo in stories olde,

I may not reken hem alle, though 1 wolde.

The statue of Mars upon a carte stood

Armed, and loked grim as he were wood.

And over his hed ther shinen two figures

Of sterres, that ben cleped in scriptures.

That on Puella, that otlier Rubeus.
This god of amies was araied thus :

A wolf ther stood beforne him at his fete

With eyen red, and of a man he ete :

With subtil pensil peinted was this storie.

In redouting of Alars and of his glorie.

Now to the temple of Diane the chaste

As shortly as I can 1 wol me haste,

To tellen you of the deseriptioun,

Depeinted by the walles up and doun.

Of hunting and of shamefast chastitee.

Ther saw I how woful Calistope,

Whan that Diane agreved was with here,

Was turned from a woman til a here,

And after was she made the Icdesterre :

Thus was it peinted, I can say no ferre ;

Hire sone is eke a sterre as men may see.

Ther saw I Dane yturned til a tree,

I mene not hire the goddesse Diane,

But Peneus daughter, wliieli that highte Dane.
Ther saw I Atteon an hart ymaked,
For vengeance that he saw Diane all naked :

I saw how that his houndes have him caught.

And freteu him, for that they knew him naught.

Yet peinted was a litel fortliermore.

How Athalante hunted the wilde bore,

And Meleagre, and many another mo,
For which Diane wroughte hem care and wo.

Ther saw I many another wonder storie.

The which me liste not drawen to memorie.
This goddesse on an hart ful heye sete,

With smale houndes all aboute hire fete,

And undernethe hire feet she hadde a mone,
Wexing it was, and shulde wanen sone.
In gaudy grene hire statue clothed was.
With bow in bond, and arwes in a cas.

Hire eyen caste she ful low adoun,
Ther Pluto hath his derke regioun.

A woman travailling was hire befome,
But for hire childe so longe was unborne
Ful pitously Lucina gan she call,

And sayed ; lielpe, for thou mayst beste of all.

Wei coude he peinten lifly that it wrought,

With many a fiorein he the hewes bought.

Now ben these listes made, and Theseus
That at his grete cost arraied thus

The temple.s, and the theatre everidel,

Whan it was don, him liked wonder wel.

But stint I wol of Theseus a lite,

And speke of Palamon and of Arcite.

The day approcheth of hir returning,

That everich shuld an Imndi-ed knightes bring,

The bataille to darreine, as I you told
;

And til Athenes, hir covenant for to hold,

Hath everich of hem brought an hundred knightes,

Wel armed for the werre at alle rightes.

And sikerly ther trowed many a man,

i
That never, sithen that the world began,

[
As for to speke of knighthood of hir bond,

I
As fer as God hath maked see and lond,

I N'as, of so fewe, so noble a compagnie.
For every wight that loved ehevalrie,

I And wold, his thankes, ban a passant name,
I Hath praied, that he might ben of that game,

I

And wel was him, that therto chosen was.
For if ther fell to-morwe swiche a cas.

Ye knowen wel, that every lusty knight,

That loveth par amour, and hath his might,
Were it in Englelond, or elleswher,

They wold, hir thankes, willen to be ther.

To fight for a lady, a ! benedicite,

It were a lusty sighte for to se.

And right so ferden they with Palamon.
With him ther wenten knightes many on.

Som wol ben armed in an habergeon,

And in a brest plate, and in a gipon;

And som wol have a pair of plates large ;

And som wol have a Pruce sheld, or a targe
;

Som wol ben armed on his legges wele.

And have an axe, and som a mace of stele.

Ther n'is no newe guise, that it n'as old.

Armed they weren, as I liave you told,

Everich after his opinion.

Ther maist thou se coming with Palamou
Licurge himself, the grete king of Trace :

Blake was his herd, and manly was his face.

The cercles of his eyen in his hed
They gloweden betwixen yelwe and red,

And like a griffon loked he about.

With kemped heres on his browes stout

;

His limmes gret, his braunes hard and stronge,

His shouldres brode, his armes round and longe.

And as the guise was in his contree,

Ful highe upon a char of gold stood he.

With foure white holies in the trais. «

Instede of cote-armure on his harnais,

With nayles yelwe, and bright as any gold.

He hadde a beres skin, cole-blake for old.

His longe here was kempt behind his bak,
As any ravenes fether it shone for blake.

A wi-eth of gold arm-gret, of huge weight.

Upon his hed sate ful of stones bright,

Of fine rubins and of diamants.

About his char ther wenten white alauns,

Twenty and mo, as gret as any stere,

To hunten at the leon or the dere,

And folwed him, with mosel fast ybound,
Colered with gold, and torettes filed round.



2loo- m THE KNJGIITES TALE. i?

An hundred lordes liad he in his route

Ariiii'd full wel, >vitli hertes sterne and stoute.

With Areita, in stories as men find,

The gret Emetrius the king of Inde,

Upon a stede bay, tra])iH'd in stele,

Covered with cloth of gold diapred wole,

Canic ri(Uiig like the god of arnies ^lars.

His c;ito-annure was of a eloth of Tars,

Couched with })erles, white, and round and grete.

His sadel was of brent gold new vbete
;

A mantelet upon his shouldres hanging

Bret-ful of rubies red, as tire s])arkling.

His crispc here like ringes was yronne.

And tliut was yelwe, and glitercd as the soinie.

His nose was high, his even bright citrin.

His lippes round, his colour was sanguin,

A fewe fraknes in his face yspreint,

Betwixeu yelwe and blakc soiudel ynieint,

And as a leou he his loking caste.

Of five and twenty yere his ago I caste.

His herd was wel begoniien for to spring
;

His vols was as a tronipe thondcriug.

Upon his hed he wered of laurcr grene
A gerlond fresshe and lusty for to seue.

Upon his houd he bare for his deduit

An egle tame, as any lily whit.

An hundred lordes had he with him there.

All armed save hir hedes in all hir gere,

Ful richely in alle manere thinges.

For trusteth wel, that erles, dukes, kinges
Were gathered in this noble compagnie.
For love, and for encrese of chevalrie.

About this king ther ran on every part

Ful many a tame leon and leopart.

And in this wise, these loi-des all and some
Ben on the Sonday to the citee come
Abouten prime, and in the toun alight.

This Theseus, this duk, this worthy knight,

Whan he had brougiit hem into his citee.

And inned hem, evorich at his degree.

He festeth hem, and doth so gret labour

To esen hem, and don hem all honour.
That yet men wenen that no mannes wit

Of non estat ne coud amenden it.

The minstralcie, the service at the feste,

The grete yeftes to the most and leste.

The riche array of Theseus paleis,

Ne who sate first ne last upon the deis.

What ladies fayrest ben or best dancing,
Or which of hem can caroIe best or sing,

Ne who most felingly speketh of love
;

What haukcs sitten on the perche above,
What houndes liggen on tlie floor adoun,
Of all this now make I no mentioun

;

But of the effect ; that thinketh me the beste
;

Now Cometh the point, and herkeneth if you leste.

The Sonday night, or day began to spring.
Whan Palamon the larke herde sing.

Although it n'ere not day by houres two.
Vet sang the larke, and Palamon right tho
With holy herte, and with an high curage
He rose, to wenden on his pilgrimage
Unto the blisful Citherea benigne,
1 mene Venus, honourable and digne.
And in hire houre, he walketh forth a pa.s

Unto the listes, ther hire temple was.
And doun he kneleth, and with humble chere
'Ana herte sore, he sayde as ye shul here.

Fayrest of fayre, o lady min Venus,
Daughter to Jove, and spouse of Vulcanus,

Thou glader of the mount of Cilheron,
For thiike love thou haddest to Adon
Have pitce on my bitter teres snuTt,
And take myn humble praier at thin lierte.

Alas ! I ne have no langage to tell

The effecte, ne the torment of min hell
;

Alin horte may min harmes net bewrey
;

1 am so confuse, that I cannot say.

But mercy, lady bright, that knowest wele
My thouglit, and seest what harmes thai 1 fele,

Consider all this, and rue upon my sore.
As wisly as 1 shall for evermore,
Emfortli my might, thy trewe servant be,

And holden werre alway with chastite :

That nuike I min avow, so ye me helpe.

1 kej)'.- nought of armcs ftir to yelpe,

Ne axe I nat to-morwe to have victorie,

Ne renoun in this cas, ne vaine glorie

Of pris of amies, blowen up and doun.
But I wold have i'ully jiossessioun

Of Enielie, and die in hire servise
;

Find thou the manere how, and in what wise.

I rekke not, but it may better be.

To have victorie of hem, or they of me,
So that I have my lady in miu arnies.

For though so be that Mars is god of arnies,

Your vertue is so grete in lieven above,

That if you liste, I shal wel have my love.

Thy teni])le wol I worshiji evermo.
And on thin auter, wlier 1 ride or go,

I wol don sacrifice, and fii'es bete.

And if ye wol not so, my lady swete.

Than pray I you, tomorwe with a s])ere

That Areita me tliurgh the herte here.

Than rekke I not, whan 1 have lost my lif.

Though that Areita win hire to his wif.

This is the effecte and ende of my praiere
;

Yeve me my love, thou blisful lady dere.

\\'lian the orison was don of Palamon,
His sacrifice he did, and that anon.

Full jiitously, with alle circumstances.

All tell I not as now his observances.

But at the last the statue of Venus shoke,

And made a signe, wherby that he toke,

That his praiei-e accepted was that day.

For though the signe shewed a delay,

Yet wist he wel that granted was his bone ;

And with glad herte he went him home ful soiie.

The thridde houre inequal that Palamon
Began to Venus temple for to gon.

Up rose the sonne, and up rcse Emelie,

And to the temple of Diane gan hie.

Hire maydens, that she thider with hire iaddp,

Ful redily with hem the fire they hadde,

Th' encense, the clothes, and the I'enienant all,

That to the sacrifice longen shall.

The homes ful of mede, as was the gise,

Ther lakked nought to don hire sacrifise.

Smoking the temple, ful of clothes fayre.

This Emelie with herte deboiiaiie

Hire body wesshe with water of a we' I.

But how she did hii'e rite I dare not tell
;

But it be any thing in general ;

And yet it were a game to heren all ;

To him that meneth wel it n'ere no charge

But it is good a man to ben at large.

Hire bright here kembed was, untressed ali.

A coroune of a grene oke ccrial

Upon hire hed was set ful fayre and mete.

Two fires on the auter gan she bete.
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And did hire thinges, as men may behold

In Stace of Thebes, and these bokes old.

Whan IcindU'd was the fire, with pitous chere

Unto Uiane she spake, as ye may here.

O chaste goddesse of the wodes grene,

To whom both lieven and erthe and see is sene,

Quene of the regne of Pluto, derke and lowe,

Goddesse of mayde is, that miii herte hast knowe
Fill many a yere, and wost what I desire,

As kepe me fro thy vengeance and thin ire,

That Atteon aboughte cruelly :

Chaste goddesse, wel wotest thou that I

Desire to ben a mayden all my lif,

Ne never wol I be no love ne wif.

I am (thou wost) yet of thy compagnie,

A mayde, and love hunting and venerie,

And for to walken in the wodes wilde.

And not to ben a wif, and be with childe.

Nought wol I knowen compagnie of man.
Now helpe me, lady, sith ye may and can.

For tho three formes that thou hast in thee.

And Palamon, that hath swiche love to me.
And eke Arcite, that loveth me so sore,

This grace I praie thee withouten more,
As sende love and pees betwix hem two :

And fro me torne away liir hertes so,

That all hir bote love, and hir desire,

And all hir besy torment, and hir fire

Be queinte, or torned in another place.

And if so be thou wolt not do me grace.

Or if my destinee be shapen so,

That I shall nedes have on of hem two.

As sende me him that most desii-eth me.
Behold, goddesse of clene chastite.

The bitter teres, that on my chekes fall.

Sin thou art mayde, and keper of us all.

My maydenhed thou kepe and wel conserve.

And while I live, a mayde I wol thee serve.

Tile fires brenne upon the auter clere,

While Emelie was thus in hire praiere :

But sodenly she saw a sighte queinte.

For right anon on of the fires queinte.

And quiked again, and after that anon
That other fire was queinte, and all agon :

And as it (jueiiite, it made a whisteling.

As don these brondes wet in hir brenning.

And at the l)rondes ende outran an<jn

As it were blody dropes many on :

For which so sore agast was Emelie,
That she was wel neigh mad, and gan to crie.

For she ne wiste what it signified
;

But only for the fere thus she cried.

And wept, that it was pitee for to here.

And therwithal! Diane gan appere
Witli bowe in bond, right as an hunteresse

And sayde ; doughter, stint thin heviuesse.

Among the goddes highe it is afferraed.

And by eterne word wiitten and confermed,.

Thou shalt be wedded unto on of tho.

That ban for thee so mochel care and wo

;

But unto which of hem I may not tell.

Farewel, for here I may no longer dwell.

The fires which that on min auter brenne,
Shal thee declaren er that thou go henne.
Thin aventure of love, as in this cas.

And with that word, tlie arwes in the cas
Of the goddesse clatteren fast and ring,

And forth she went, and made a vanishing,
For which this Emelie astonied was,
And sayde ; what amounteth this, alas !

I putte me in thy protection,

Diane, and in thy disposition.

And home she goth anon the noxte way.

This is the effecte, ther n'is no more to say

The nexte houre of Mars folwing this

Arcite unto the temple walked is

Of fierce Mars, to don his sacrifise

W^ith all the rites of his payen wise.

With pitous herte and high devotion,

Right thus to Mars he sayde his orison.

O stronge god, that in the regnes cold

Of Trace honoured art, and lord yhold.

And hast in every regne and every lond

Of armes all the bridel in thin bond.

And hem fortunest as thee list devise,

Accept of me my pitous sacrifise.

If so be that my youthe may deserve.

And that my might be worthy for to ser\e
Thy godhed, that I may ben on of thine.

Than praie I thee to rewe upon my pine.

For thilke peine, and thilke bote fire.

In which thou whilom brendest for desire

Whanue that thou usedest the beautee
Of fayre yonge Venus, freshe and free,

And haddest hire in armes at thy wille :

Although thee ones on a time misfille,

Whan Vulcanus had caught thee in his las.

And fond the ligging by his wif, alas !

For thilke sorwe that w-as tho in thin herte.

Have reuthe as wel upon my peines smerte.

I am yonge and unkonning, as thou wost.

And, as I trow, with love ottended most,

That ever was ony lives creature :

For she, that doth me all this wo endure,
Ne recceth never, whether I sinke or flete.

And wel I wot, or she me mercy bete,

I moste with strengthe win hire in the place

:

And wel I wot, withouten helpe or grace
Of thee, ne may my strengthe not availle :

Than helpe me, lord, to-morwe in my bataille,

For thilke fire that whilom brenned thee,

As wel as that this fire now brenneth me
;

And do, that I to-morwe may ban victorie.

Min be the travaille, and thin be the glorie.

Thy soveraine temple wol 1 most honouren
Of ony place, and alway most laboureu
In thy plesance and in thy craftes strong.

And in thy temple I wol my baner hong.
And all the armes of my compagnie,
And evermore, until that day I die,

Eterne fire I wol beforne thee finde,

And eke to this avow I wol me binde.

My herd, my here that hangeth long adoun,
That never yet felt non offension

Of rasour ne of shere, 1 wol thee yeve.

And ben thy trewe servant while I live.

Now, lord, have reuthe upon my sorwes sore,

Yeve me the victorie, 1 axe thee no more.
The praier stint of Arcita the stronge.

The ringes on the temple dore that honge.
And eke the dores clattereden ful faste.

Of which Arcita somwhat him agaste.

The fires brent upon the auter bright,

That it gan all the temple for to light ;

A sweto smell anon the ground up yaf,

And Arcita anon his bond up haf,

And more encense into the fire he cast.

With other rites mo, and at the last

The statue of Mars began his hauberke ring
;

And with that soun he herd a murmuring
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Ful low and dim, that sayde thus, Victorie.
' For wliifli he vaf to Mai-s honour and glorie.

And thus witli ji\ve, and ho])e wel to fare,

Arcite anon unto his inne is fai'e.

As fayn as foul is of the brighte sonne.

And riglit anon swiche strif ther is begoiuie

For tliiike granting, in the heven above,

Betwixen Venus the goddesse of love,

And -Mars the sterne god armipotent,

Tiiat Ju]iiter was besy it to stent :

Til that the pale Saturnus the colde.

That knew so many of aventures olde,

Fond in his olde experience and art,

That he ful sone hath plesed every part.

As sooth is sayd, elde hath gret avantage,

In elde is bothe wisdom and usage :

I"

Men may the old out-renne, but not out-r(>de.

I

Saturne anon, to stenten strif and drede,
' Al be it that it is again his kind,
' Of ail this strif he gan a remedy find.

! My dere doughter Venus, quod Saturne,

My cours, that hath so wide for to turne,
' Hath more power than wot any man.

Mill is the drenching in the see so wan,
Min is the prison in the derke cote,

Min is the strangtl and hanging by the thi'oto,

The murmure, and the cherles rebelling.

Tiie groyning, and the prive empoysoning.
I do vengeance and pleine correction,

While I dwell in the signe of the leon.

Min is the ruine of the highe halles,

Tlie falling of the toures and of the walles

V\u<n the minour, or the carpenter :

1 ^lew Sampson in shaking the piler.

Min ben also the maladies colde,

The derke trosons, and the castes olde :

My loking is the fader of pestilence.

Now wepe no more, I shal do diligence,

That Palamon, that is thin owen kniglit,

Shal have his lady, as thou hast him hight.

Thogh Mars shal help his knight yet natlieles.

Betwixen you ther mot somtime be i)ees :

All be ye not of o complexion,
That causeth all day swiche division.

1 am thni ayel, redy at thy will
;

N\'epe now no more, I shal thy lust fulfill.

Now wol I stenten of the goddes above,
' If -Mars, and of Venus goddesse of love,

And tellen you as plainly as I can
riic gret effect, for which that 1 began.

tiret was the feste in Athenes thilke day.
And eke the lusty seson of that May
Made every wight to ben in swiche plesance,
That all that monday justen they and dance,
And spenden it in Venus highe servise.

But by the cause that they shuldeu rise

V.i'W a-raorwe for to seen the fight,

Uuto hir reste wenten they at night.
And on the morwe whan the day gan sprinjr,

Of Iiors and harneis noise and clattering
Ther was in the hostelries all aboute :

.
And to the paleis rode ther many a route
Of lordes, upon stedes and palfreis.

!
Ther mayst thou see devising of harneis

So uncouth and so riche, and wrought so wele
Of goldsmithry, of brouding, and of stele

;

The sheldes brighte, testeres, and trappures :

'Gold-hewen helmes, hauberkes, cote-armurcf;
;

Lordes in parementes on hir courseres,
' Knightes of retenue, and eke squieres,

Nailing the speres, and helmes bukiling.
Guiding of sheldes, with laiii-.-rs lacing

;

Ther as nede is, they weren ni)iliiiig idel •

The fomy stedes on the golden bridel
Gnawing, and fast the armurercs also
With file and hanuner priking to and fro ;

Yemen on foot, and connnunes many on
With shorte staves, thicke as they may goii

;

Pipes, trompes, nakeres, and clariounes.
That in the bat<ulle blowen blody souncs

;

The ))aleis ful of peple up and doun,
Here three, ther ten, holdini; hir questioun,
Devining of these Theban knightes two.
Som .saydcn thus, som saydo it shal be so

;

Som heldcn with him with the biacke herd,
Som with the ballc<l, som with the thick herd ,

Som saide he loked grim, and wolde fight !•
:

He hath a sparth of twenty j)i>und of wigliie.

Thus was the halle full of devuiing
Long after that the sonne gan up spring.
The gret Theseus that of his slepe is waked
With minstralcie and noise that was make<l.
Held yet the chambre of his j)aleis riche,

Til that the Theban knightes bothe yliehe
Honoured were, and to the paleis fette.

Duk Theseus is at a window sette,

Araied right as he were a god in trone :

The peple preseth thiderward ful sone
Him for to seen, and don high reverence,
And eke to herken his heste and his sentence.
An heraud on a scaffold made an o,

Til that the noise of the peple was ydo :

And whan he saw the peple of noise al .still.

Thus shewed he the mighty dukes will.

The lord hath of his high discretion

Considered, that it were destruction

To gentil blood, to fighten in the gise

Of mortal bataille now in this emjirise :

Wherfore to shapeu that they shul not die,

He wol his firste purpos modifie.

No man therfore, up |)eine of losse of lif.

No maner shot, ne pollax, ne short knif

Into the listes send, or thider bring.

Ne short swerd for to stike with j)oint biting

No man ne draw, ne here it by his side.

Ne no man shal unto his felaw ride

But o cours, with a shar[ie ygrouuden spere :

Foin if him list on foot, himself to were.
And he that is at meschief, shal be take,

And not slaine, but be brought unto the stake.

That shal ben ordeined on eyther side,

Thider he shal by force, and ther abide.

And if so fall, the chevetain be take

On eyther side, or elles sleth his make,
No longer shal the tourneying ylast.

God sj)ede you
;
goth foi'th and lay on last.

With longe swerd and with niase fighteth your fill,

Goth now your way ; this is the lordes will.

The vols of the peple touched to the heveu,

So loude crieden they with mery Steven :

God save swiche a lord that is so good,

He wilneth no destruction of blood.

Up gon the trompes and the melodie.

And to the listes rit the compagnie
By ordinance, thurghout the cite large,

Hanged with cloth of gold, and not with sarge.

Ful like a lord this noble duk gan ride,

And these two Thebans upon eyther side :

And after rode the quene and Emelie,
And after that another compagnie

c 2
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Of oil and other, after hir degree.

And thus tliey passen thurghout the eitee,

And to the listes conien they be time :

It n'as not of the day yet fully prime.

Wlniii set was Theseus ful rich and hie,

Ipolita the quene, and Emelie,

And other ladies in degrees aboute,

Unto the setes preseth all the route.

And westward, thurgh the gates under Mart,

Arcite, and eke the hundred of his part,

With baner I'ed, is entred right anon
;

And in the selve moment Palanion
Is, under Venus, estward in the place,

With baner white, and hardy chere and face.

In all the world, to seken up and doun.

So even without variatioun

Thar u'ere swiche compagnies never twey.

For ther was non so wise that coude sey,

That any hadde of other avantage

Of worthinesse, ne of estat, ne age.

So even were they chosen for to gesse.

And in two renges fayre the\' hem dresse.

Whan that hir names red were everich on,

That in hir nombre gile were ther non,

Tho were the gates shette, and cried was loude
;

Do now your devoir, yonge knightes proude.

The heraudes left hir priking up and doun.

Now ringen trompes loud and clarioun.

Ther is no more to say, but est and west

In gon the speres sadly in the rest
;

In goth the sharpe spore into the side.

Ther see men who can juste, and who can ride.

Ther shiveren shaftes upon sheldes thicke
;

He feletli thurgh the herte-spono the pricke.

Up springen speres twenty foot on highte ;

Out gon the swei'des as the silver brighte.

The helmes they to-hewen, and to-shrede
;

Out brest the blod, with sterne stremes rede.

With mighty maces the bones they to-breste.

He thurgh the thickest of the throng gan threste.

Ther stomblen stedes strong, and douu goth all.

He rolleth under foot as doth a ball.

He foineth on his foo with a tronehoun.

And he him hurtleth with his hors adoun.
He thurgh the body is hurt, and sitli ytake

Maugre his bed, and brought unto the stake,

As forword was, right ther he must abide.

Another lad is on that other side.

And somtime doth hem Theseus to rest,

Hera to refresh, and drinken if hem lest.

Ful oft a day han thilke Thebanes two
Togeder met, and wrought eche other wo :

Unhorsed hath eche other of hem twey.

Ther n'as no tigre in the vale of Galaphey,
Whan that hire whelpe is stole, whan it is lite,

So cruel on the hunt, as is Arcite

For jalous lierte upon this Palamon :

Ne m Belniarie ther n'is so fell leon,

That hunted is, or for his hunger wood,

Ne of his prey desireth so the blood.

As Palamon to sleen his foo Arcite.

The jalous strokes on hir helmes bite ;

Out renneth bh.od on both hir sides rede
Somtime an ende ther is of every dede.

For er the Sonne unto the reste went,
The stronge king Emetrius gan hent
This Palamon, as he fought with Arcite,

And made his swerd depe in his flesh to bite.

And by the force of twenty is he take
(Jnyolden, and ydrawen to the stake.

And in the rescous of this Palamon
The stronge king Licurge is borne adoun :

And king Emetrius for all his strengthe

Is borne out of his sadol a swerdes lengthe,

So hitte him Palamon or he were take :

But all for nought, he was brought to the stake :

His hardy herte might him helpen naught.

He moste abiden, whan that he was caught.

By force, and eke by composition.

Who sorweth now but wofui Palamon I

That moste no more gon again to fight.

And whan that Theseus had seen that sight.

Unto the folk that fougliten thus eche on.

He cried, ho ! no more, for it is don.

I wol be trewe juge, and not partie.

Arcite of Thebes shal have Emelie,

That by his fortune hath hire fayre ywonne.
Anon ther is a noise of peple begonne

For joye of this, so loud and high withall,

It senied that the listes shulden fall.

What can now fayre Venus don above ?

What saith she now ? wliat doth this quene of love?

But wepeth so, for wanting of hire will,

Til that liire teres in the listes fill :

She sayde : I am ashamed doutelees.

Saturnus sayde : Daughtei-, hold thy pees.

Mars hath his will, his knight hath all his bone,

And by niin bed thou shalt ben esed sone.

The trompoures with the loude niinstralcie,

The heraudes, that so loude yell and crie,

Ben in hir joye for wele of Dan Arcite.

But herkeneth me, and stenteth noise a lite,

Whiche a miracle ther befell anon.

This fierce Arcite hath of his helme ydon.

And on a courser for to shew his face

He priketh endelong tlie large place,

Loking upward upon this P^melie
;

And she again him cast a frendlich eye,

(For women, as to speken in commune,
They folwen all the favour of fortune)

And was all his in chere, as his in herte.

Out of the ground a fury infernal sterte,

From Pluto sent, at requeste of Saturne,

For which his hors for fere gan to turne.

And lepte aside, and foundred as he lepe :

And er that Arcite may take any kepe,

He pight him on the pomel of his hed,

That in the place he lay as he were ded.

His brest to-brosten with his sadel bow.

As blake he lay as any cole or crow,

So was the blood yronnen in his face.

Anon he was yborne out of the place

With herte sore, to Theseus pp.leis.

Tho was he corven out of his barnois.

And in a bed ybrought ful fayre and blive.

For he was yet in meinorie, and live,

And alway crying after Emelie.

Duk Theseus, with all his compagnie,

Is comen home to Athenes his citee.

With alle blisse and gret solempnite.

Al be it that this aventure was falle.

He n'olde not discomforten hem alle.

Men sayden eke, that Arcite shal not die,

He shal ben heled of liis maladie.

And of another thing they were as faj-n.

That of hem alle was ther non yslaiii,

Al were they sore yhurt, and namely on,

That with a spere was thirled his brest bone.

To other woundes, and to broken amies,

Som haddeu salves, and som hadden charmes :
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Ami I'ermacies of Iierbes, and eke save

Tliey droiiken, for tliey wold liir lives have.

For which this noble duk,as he wel can,

Coniforteth and liononreth every man,
And made revel all the lonjjje night,

Unto the strani;e lordes, as was ri;,'ht.

Ne tiler n'as liolden no discomfortin:;.

But as at justes or a tourneyint;
;

For s:)thly ther n'as no disconiKture,

For falling n'is not but an aventure.

Ne to be lad by force unto a stake

Unyolden, and with twenty knightes take,

])erson all alone, witluiutcn mo,
And haried forth by amies, foot, and too.

And eke his stcde driven forth with staves,

With footmen, bothe yemen and eke knaves,

It was aretted him no vilanie :

Ther may no man clepen it cowardie.

For which anon duk Theseus let crie,

To stenten alle rancour and envie.

The gree as well of o side as of other,

And eyther side ylike, as others brother :

And yave hem giftes after hir degree,

And lielde a feste fully dayes three :

And conveyed the kinges worthily

Out of his toun a journec largely.

And home went every man the righte way,
Ther n'as no nmre, but farewei, have good day.

Of this bataille I wol no more endite,

But speke of Pakimon and of Arcite.

Swelleth the brest of Arcite, and the sore

Encreseth at his herte more and more.
The clotcred blood, for any leche-craft,

Corrumpeth, and is in his bouke ylaft,

That neyther veine-blood, ne ventousing,

Ne drinke of herbes may ben his helping.

The vertue expulsif, or animal.

Fro thilke vertue cleped natural,

Ne may the venime voiden, ne expell.

The pipes of his longes gan to swell,

And every lacerte in his brest adoun
Is shent with venime and corruptioun.

Him gaineth neyther, for to get his lif.

Vomit upward, ne dounward laxatif

;

All is to-bi"osten thilke region
;

Nature hath now no domination.

And certainly ther nature wol not werche,

Farewei physike
; go here the man to cherche.

This is all and som, that Arcite moste die.

For which he sendeth after Emelie,

And Palamon, that was his cosin dere.

Than sayd he thus, as ye shuln after here.

Nought may the woful spirit in niyn herte

Declare o point of all my sorwcs smerte
To you, my lady, that I love most

;

But I becjuethe the service of my gost

To you aboven every creature.

Sin that my lif ne may no lenger dure.

Alas the wo I alas tiie peines stronge,

That I for you have suffered, and so longe!
Alas the deth ! alas min Emelie !

Alas departing of our compagnie !

Alas min hertes queue ! alas my wif !

Min hertes ladie, ender of my lif !

What is this world ? what axen men to have ?

Now with his love, now in his colde grave
Alone withouten any compagnie.
Fai'ewel my swete, farewei min Emelie,
And softe take me in your armes twey,
For love of God, and herkeneth what I sey.

I have here with my cosin I'aiiinion

Had strif and rancour many a day agon
For love of you, and for my jahiusie.

And Jupiter so wis my soulo gie,

To spoken of a servant jiroprely,

Witii alle cireumstaiiees trewcly,

That is to sayn, trouth, honour, and knightliede,
Wisdom, hnmblesso, estat, and higii kinrede,
Fredom, and all that longetli to that art,

So Jui)iter have of my soule part,

As in this world right now ne know I non.
So worthy to be loved as Palamon,
That serveth you, aud wol don all bis lif.

And if that ever ye shal ben a wif,

Foryete not Palamon, the gentil man.
And with that word his speche faille began.

For from his feet up to his brest was come
The cold of deth, that had him overnome.
i\.nd yet moreover in his armes two
The vital strength is lost, and all ago.

Only the intellect, withouten more,
That dwelled in his herte sike and sore,

Gan faillen, whan the herte felte deth
;

Dusked his eyen two, and failled his breth.

But on his ladie yet cast he his eyo
;

His laste word was ; Mercy, Emelie !

His spirit changed hous, and wente ther,

As I came never 1 cannot tcllen wher.

Therfore 1 stent, I am no divinistre

;

Of soules find I not in this registre.

Ne me lust not th' opinions to telle

Of hem, though that they writen wher they dwclle.

Arcite is cold, ther Mars his soule gie.

Now wol I spekeii forth of Emelie.

Shriglit Emelie, and houleth Palamon,
And Theseus his sister toke anon
Swouning. and bare hire from the corps away.
What helpeth it to tarien forth the day,

To tellen how she wep both even ;ind morwe ?

For in swiche cas winmien have swiche sorwe,

Whan that hir housbonds ben fro hem ago.

That for the more part they sorwen so,

Or elles fallen in swiche maladie,

Tliat atte laste certainly they die.

Infinite ben the sorwes and the teres

Of olde folk, and folk of tendre yeres.

In all the toun for deth of this Tlieban

:

For him ther wepeth bothe childe and man.
So gret a weping was ther non certain.

Whan Hector was ybrought, all fresh yslain

To Troy, alas ! the pitee that was there,

Cratching of chekes, rending eke of here.

Why woldest thou be ded ? thise women crie,

And haddest gold ynough, and Emelie.

No man might gladen tliis duk Theseus,

Saving his olde fader Egcns,

Tiiat knew this worldes transmutationn,

As he had seen it chaungen up and doun,

Joye after wo, and wo after gladnesse ;

And shewed him ensample and likenesse.

Right as ther died never man (quod he)

That he ne lived in erthe in som degree.

Right so tiier lived never man (he seyd)

In all this world, that somtime he ne deyd.

This world n'is but a thurghfare ful of wo.

And we ben jiilgrimes, pa.ssing to and fro

:

Deth is an end of every worldes sore.

And over all this yet said he mochel more

To this effect, ful wisely to enhort

The peple, that they shuld hem recomfort.



CANTERBURY TALES. V. 2855- -'-'994

Duk Theseus witli all his besy cure

He eastetli now, wher that the sepulture

Of good Arcite may best yniaked be,

And eke most honourable in his degree.

And at the last he toke conclusion,

That ther as first Arcite and Palamon
Hadden for love the bataille hem betwene,

That in that selve grove, sote and grene,

Ther as he hadde his amorous desires,

His complaint, and for love his hote fires,

He wolde make a fire, in which the office

Of funeral he might all accomplise ;

And lete anon commande to hack and hewe
The okes old, and lay hem on a rew

[n eulpons, wel araied for to brenne.

His officers with swifie feet they renne

And ride anon at his commandement.
And after this, this Theseus hath sent

After a bere, and it all overspradde

With cloth of gold, the richest that he hadde
;

And of the same suit he cladde Arcite.

Upon his hondes were his gloves white,

Eke on his hed a croune of laurer grene.

And in his bond a swerd ful bright and keiie.

He laid him bare the visage on the bere,

Therwith he wept that pitee w.is to here.

And for the peple sliulde seen him alle.

Whan it was day he brought him to the halle,

That roreth of the crying and the soun.

Tho came this woful Thebau Palamon
With flotery herd, and ruggy asshy heres,

In clothes blake, ydropped all w ith teres.

And (passing over of weping Emelie)

The reufullest of all the compagnie.

And in as much as the service shuld be

The more noble and riche in his degree,

Duk Theseus let forth three stedes bring,

That trapped were in stele all glittering.

And covered with the armes of Dan Arcite.

And eke upon these stedes gret and white

Ther saten folk, of which on bare his sheld,

Another his spere up in his hondes held
;

The thridde bare with him his bow Turkeis,

Of brent gold was the cas and the harneis :

And rideo forth a pas with sorweful chere

Toward the grove, as ye shul after here.

The noblest of the Grekes that ther were
Upon hir shuldres carrieden the bere,

With slacke pas, and eyen red and wete,

Thurghout the citee, by the maister strete,

That sprad was all with black, and wonder hie

Right of the same is all the strete ywrie.

Upon the right hand went olde Egeus,

And on that other side duk Theseus,

With vessels in hir bond of gold ful fine.

All ful of hony, milk, and blood, and wine
;

Eke Palamon, with ful gret compagnie :

And after that came woful Emelie,

With fire in bond, as was that time the gise,

To don the office of funeral service.

High labour, and ful gret apparailling

Was at tlie service of that fire making,
That with his grene top the heven raught.

And twenty fadom of brede the armes straught

:

This is to sain, the boughes were so brode.

Of stre first ther was laied many a lode.

But how the fire v/as maked up on highte

And eke the names how the trees highte,

As oke, fir, birch, aspe, alder, holm, poplere,

Wilow, elm, plane, ash, box, chestein,lind, laurere,

Maple, thorn, beche, hasel, ew, whipultre.

How they were feld, shal not be told for me
;

Ne how the goddes rannen up and doun
Disherited of hir habitatioun,

In which they wotieden in rest and pees,

Nimphes, Faunes, and Amadriades ;

Ne how the bestes, and the briddes alle

Fledden for fere, whan the wood gan falle ,

Ne how the ground agast was of the light,

That was not wont to see the sonne bright
;

Ne how the fire was couched first with stre,

And than with drie stiekes cloven a-thre.

And than with grene wood and spicerie,

And than with cloth of gold and with perrie,

And gerlonds hanging with ful many a flour.

The mirre, th'encense also with swete odour

;

Ne how Arcita lay among all this,

Ne what richesse about his body is
;

Nehow that Emelie, as was the gise.

Put in the fire of funeral service
;

Ne how she swouned whan shs made the fire,

Ne what she spake, ne wliat was hir desire
;

Ne what jewelles men in the fire caste,

Whrai that the fire was gret and brente faste
;

Ne how som cast hir sheld, and sora hir spere,

And of hir vestimentes, which they were.

And cuppos full of wine, and milk, and blood,

Into the fire, that brent as it were wood
;

Ne how the Grekes with a huge route

Three times riden all the fire aboute

Upon the left bond, with a loud shouting.

And thries with hir speres clatering
;

And thries how the ladies gan to crie ;

Ne how that led was homeward Emelie
;

Ne how Arcite is brent to ashen cold
;

Ne how the liche-wake was yhold
All thilke night, ne how the Grekes play.

The wake-plaies ne kepe 1 not to say :

Who wrestled best naked, with oile enoint,

Ne who that bare him best in no disjoint.

I woU not tellen eke how they all gon
Home til Athenes whan the play is don

;

But shortly to the point now wol I wende,

And maken of my longe tale an ende.

By processe and by lengthe of certain yercs

All stenteii is the mourning and the teres

Of Grekes, by on general assent.

Than semeth me ther was a parlement
At Athenes, upon certain points and cas :

Amongt'S the which points yspoken was
To have with certain contrees alliance,

And have of Thebanes fully obeisance.

For which this noble Theseus anon
Let sendcn after gentil Palamon,
Unwist of him, what was the cause and why :

But in his blacke clothes sorwefully

He came at his commandement on hie ;

Tho sente Theseus for Emelie.

Whan they were set, and husht was al the place;

And Theseus abiden hath a space.

Or any word came fi-om his wise brest

His eyen set he ther as was his lest,

And with a sad visage he siked still.

And after that right thus he sayd his will.

The firste mover of the cause above
Whan he firste made the fayre chaine of love,

Gret was th' effect, and high was his entent ;

Wel wist he why, and what therof he ment

:

For with that fayre chaine of love he bond
The fire, the air, the watre, and the lond
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In certain bondes, tliat they may not flee :

That same prince and mover eke (quod he)

Hath stablisht, in this wretclicd wox'ld adoun,

Certain of dayes and duration

To all that are cngendred in this place.

Over the wliicii day they ne mow not pace,

Al m.)w tlit\v yet dayes wel abrege.

Ther iiedeth non autoritee allege,

For it is preved by experience,

But that me lust declaren my sentence.

Than may men by this ordre wel discerne,

That thilke mover stable is and eterne.

Wel may men knowen, but it be a fool,

Tliat every part deriveth from his hool.

For nature liath not taken his beginning

Of no partie ne cantel of a thing,

But of a thing that parfit is and stable,

Descending so, til it be corrumpable.

And therfore of his wise purveyance

He hath so wel beset his ordinance,

That speees of thinges and progressions

ShuUen enduren by successions.

And not eterne, withouten any lie :

This maiest thou understand and seen at eye.

Lo the oke, that hath so long a norishing

Fro the time that it ginneth first to spring;

And hath so long a lif, as ye may see,

Yet at the laste wasted is the tree.

Considereth eke, how that the harde stone

Under our feet, on which we tredo and gon,

It wasteth, as it lieth by the wey.

The brode river somtime wexeth drey.

The grete tounes see we wane and wende.

Than may ye see that all thing hath an ende.

Of man and woman see we wel also.

That nedes in on of the termes two.

That is to sayn, in youthe or elles age.

He mote be ded, the king as shall a page ;

Som in his bed, som in the depe see,

Som in the large feld, as ye may see :

Ther helpeth nought, all goth that iike wey :

Than may I sayn that alle thing mote dey.

What maketh this but Jupiter the king ?

The which is prince, and cause of alle thing,

Converting alle unto hispropre wille,

From which it is derived, sotli to telle.

And here-againes no creature on live

Of no degree availleth for to strive.

Than is it wisdom, as it thinketh me,
To maken vertue of necessite.

And take it wel, that we may not eschewe,
And namely that to us all is dewe.

And who so grutcheth ought, he doth folic,

And rebel is to him that all may gie.

And certainly a man hath most honour
To dien in his excellence and flour,

Whan he is siker of his goode name.
Than hath he don his frend, ne him, no shame ;

And glader ought his frend ben of his deth.

Whan witli lionour is yolden up liis lavtli.

Than whan his name appalled is for agt-

;

For all foryetten is his vassallage.

Than is it best, as for a worthy lame.
To dien whan a man is best of name.
The contrary of all this is wilfuliiesse.

Why grutchen we I why have we hevinesse,

That good Arcite, of chivalry the flour.

Departed is, with dutee and honour,

Out of this fdule ])rison of this lif {

Wliy grutchen liere his cusin and his wif

Of his welfare, that loven him so wel ?

Can he liem thank I nay, God wot, never a tiel.

That both his soule, an<l eke heniself ott'end,

And yet they mow hir lustes not amend.
What may I conclude of this longe serie.

But after sorwe I rede us to be merie,

And thanken Jupiter of all his grace.

And er that we departen from this place,

I rede that we make of sorwes two
parfit joye lasting evermo :

And loketli now wher most sorwe is herein,

Ther wol 1 firste anienden and begin.

Sister, (quod he) this is my full assent.

With all th'avis here of my parlemerit.

That gentil Palamon, your owen knight.

That serveth you with will, and herto, and niiglit,

And ever hath don, sin ye first him knew.
That ye shall of your grace upon him rew.

And taken him for husbond and for lord :

Lene me your hand, for this is oure accord.

Let see now of your womanly jiitee.

He is a kinges brothel's sone pardee.

And though he were a poure bachelere.

Sin he liatli served you so many a yere.

And had for you so gret adversite,

It moste ben considei'ed, leveth me.
For gentil mercy oweth to j)assen right.

Than sayd he thus to Palamon the knight ;

1 trow ther nedeth litel sernioning

To maken you assenten to this thing.

Cometh ner, and take your lady by the bond.

Betwixen hem was maked anon the bond.

That highte niatrinioine or mariage.

By all the coiiseil of the baronage.

And tiius with alle blisse and mclodie

Hath Palamon ywedded Emelie.

And God that all this wide world Iiath wrought,

Send him his love, that hath it dere ybought.

For now is Palamon in alle wele.

Living in blisse, in richesse, and in hole.

And Emelie him loveth so tendrely.

And he hire serveth al so gentilly.

That never was ther no word hem betwene

Of jalousie, ne of non other tene.

Thus endetli Palamon and f]mclie ;

And Gyd save all this fayre compagnie.
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THE MILLERES TALE.

THE MILLERES PROLOGUE.

Whan that the Knight had thus his tale toM,

In all the compac^nie n'as ther .vonj? ne old,

That he ne said it was a noble storie,

And worthy to be drawen to memorie
;

And namely the gentiles everich on
Our Hoste lough and swore, So mote I gon.

This goth aright ; unbokeled is the male
;

Let see now who shal tell another tale :

For trewely this game is wel begonne.

Now telleth ye, sire Monk, if that ye conue,

Somwhat, to quiten with the knightes tale.

The Miller that for-dronken was ail pale.

So that unetlies upon his hors he sat,

He n'old avaleu neither hood ne hat,

Ne abiden no man for his ciirtesie,

But in Pilates vols he gan to erie,

And swore by armes, and by blood, and bones,

I can a noble tale for the nones.

With which I wol now quite the knightes tale.

Our Hoste saw that he was dronken of ale,

And sayd ; abide, Robin, my leve brother,

Som better man shall tell us fii-st anothei- :

Abide, and let us werken thriftily.

By Goddes soule (quod he) that wol not I,

For I wol speke, or elles go ray way.

Our Hoste answerd ; Tell on a devil way
;

Thou art a fool ; thy wit is overcome.
Now herkeneth, quod the Miller, all and some

;

But first I make a protestatioun,

That I am dronke, I know it by my souu :

And therfore if that I misspeke or say,

Wite it the ale of Southwerk, I you pray :

For I wol tell a legend and a lif

Both of a carpenter and of his wif.

How that a clerk hath set the wrightes cappe.

The Reve answerd and saide, Stint thy clappe.

Let be thy lewed dronken harlotrie.

I I is a sinne, and eke a gret folie

To apeiren aviy man, or him defame.
And eke to bringen wives in swiche a name.
Thou mayst ynougli of other thinges .sain.

This dronken Miller spake ful soue again.

And sayde ; Leve brother Osewold,
Who hath no wif, he is no cokewold.

But I say not therfore that thou art on ;

Ther ben ful goode wives many on.

Why art thou angry with my tale now ?

I have a wif parde as wel as thou.

Yet n'olde I, for the oxen in my plough.
Taken upon me more than ynough
As demen of myself that I am on ;

I wol beleven wel that I am non.
An husbond shuld not ben inquisitif

Of Goddes privite, ne of his wif.

So he may tinden Goddes foison there,

Of the reraenant nedeth not to enquere.

What shuld I more say, but this Millere
He n'olde bis wordes for no man forbere.

But told his cileries tale in his manere,
Me thinketh, that I shal reherse it here.

And therfore every gentil wight I pray.

For Goddes love as deme not that I say

Of evil entent, but that I mote reherse

Hir tales alle, al be they better or werse,

Or elles falsen som of my matere.

And therfore who so list it not to here,

Turne over the leef, and chese another tale.

For he shal find j-now bothe gret and smale,

Of storial thing that toucheth gentillesse,

And eke moralite, and holinesse.

Blameth not me, if that ye chese amis.

The Miller is a chei-1, ye know wel this.

So was the Reve, (and many other mo)
And harlotrie they tolden bothe two.

Aviseth you now, and put me out of blame ;

And eke men shuld not make ernest of game.

THE MILLERES TALE.

Whilom ther was dwelling in Ox«nforde
A riche gnof, that gestes helde to borde,
And of his craft he was a carpenter.

With him ther was dwelling a poure scoler,

Had lerned art, but all his fantasie

Was turned for to lerne astrologie,

And coude a certain of conclusions

To demeia by interrogations.

If that men asked him in certain houres.

Whan thatmen shulde have drought or elles slioures

'

Or if men asked him what shulde falle

Of every thing, I may not reken alle.

This clerk was cleped bendy Nicholas
;

Of derne love he coude and of solas
;

And therto he was slie and ful prive,

And like a maiden meke for to se.

A chambre had iie in that hostelrie

Alone, withouten any compagnie,

Ful fetisly ydight with herbes sote.

And he himself was swete as is the rote

Of licoris, or any setewale.

His almageste, and bokes gret and smale.

His astrelabre, longing for his art.

His augrim stones, layen faire apart

On shelves couched at his beddes lied.

His presse ycovered with a falding red.

And all above ther lay a gay sautrie.

On which he made on nightes melodie.

So swetely, that all the chambre rong :

And Angelus ad virginem he song.

And after that he song the kinges note ;

Ful often blessed was his mery throte.

And thus this swete clerk his time spent
After his frendes finding and his rent.

This carpenter had wedded new a wif,

Which that he loved more than his lif :

Of eightene yere she was I gesse of age.

Jalous he was, and lield hire narwe in cage,
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For ftlie was wild and yonj;e, and he was oltl,

And denied liiinselt' belike a cokewold.

He knew not Caton, for liis wit was rude,

i'liat bade a man shnide wedde his similitude.

Men sluilden wedden after liir estate,

For voiithe and elde is often at debate.

But sitlien he was fallen in the snare,

He most endure (as other folk) his eai-e.

Fayre was this yonge wif, and therwitlial

As any wesel hire body gent and snial.

A seint she wered, barred all of silk,

A barme-cloth eke as white as morwc milk

Upon liii-e lendes, ful of many a jjoro.

White was hire smok, and brouded all before

And eke behind on hire colere abouto

Of cole-black silk, within and eke withoute.

The tapes of hire white volupei-e

Were of the same suit of hire colere ;

Hire fillet brode of silk, and set full hye :

And sikerly she had a likerous eye.

Ful snial ypulied were hire browes two.

And they were bent, and black as any slo.

She was wel moi-e blisful on to see

Than is the newc perjenete tree ;

And softer than the wollc is of a wether.

And by hire girdel heng a purse of letiu'r,

Tasseled with silk, and period with luioun.

In all this world to seken up and doun
Ther n'is no man so wise, that coude tlienche

So gay a popelot, or swiche a wenclie.

Ful brighter was the shining of hire hewe,

Than in the tour the noble yforgcd newe.

But of hire song, it was as loud and yerne.

As any swalow sitting on a berne.

Thereto she coude skip, and make a game.
As any kid or calf folowing his dame.
Hire mouth was swete as braket or the meth,

Or hord of apples, laid in hay or heth.

Winsing she was, as is a joly colt.

Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt.

A broche she bare upon hire low colert.

As brode as is the bosse of a bokelere.

Hire shoon were laced on hire legges hie ;

She was a primerole, a piggesnie.

For any lord to liggen in his bedde,

Or yet for any good yeniau to wedde.
Now sire, and eft sire, so befell the cas.

That on a day this hendy Nicholas

Fel with this yonge wif to rage and pleye,

While that hire husbond was at Oseney,

As clerkes ben ful subtil and ful cjueint

And prively he caught hire by the queint,

And sayde : Ywis, but if I have my will.

For derne love of thee, leinman, I spill.

And helde hire faste by the hanche bone«,

And sayde ; Lemman, love me wel at ones,

Or I wol dien, al so God me save.

And she sprong as a colt doth in the trave :

And with hire hed she writhed faste away.
And sayde : I wol not kisse thee by my fay.

Why let be, (quod she) let be, Nicholas,

Or I wol crie out harow and alas.

Do way your hoiides for your curtesie.

This Nicholas gan mercy for to crie,

Arid spake so taire, and profered him so fast,

That she hire love him granted at the last.

And swore hire oth by Seint Thomas of Kent,
That she wold ben at his commandement,
Whan that she may- hire leiser wel espie.

Myu husbond Ls so ful of jalousie,

: That but ye waiten wel, and he prive,

I

1 wot right Wel 1 u'an> l)ut dcd, quod alie.

Ye mosten be ful derne as in this cas.

j
Nay, therof care you not, quod Nicliolas :

A clerk had litherly beset his wliile,

But if he coude a cariK'nter begile.

And thus they were accorded and ysworiu
To waite a time, as 1 have said beforne.
Whan Nicholas had dou thus every del,

And thaeked hire about the lendes wel.

He kissed hire swete, and tiiketh his sautrie,

And plaietli fast, and maketh melodie.

Than fell it thus, that to the parish cherche
(Of Cristes owen werkes for to werche)
This good wif went upon a holy day :

.

Hire forehed shone as bright as any day,
So was it washen, whan she lete hire werk.
Now was ther of that chirehe a parish clerk,

The which that was ycleped Absolon.

Crulle svas his here, and as the gold it shon,

And strouted as a fanne large and brode
;

Ful stn-ight and even lay his joly shode.

His rode was red, his eyen grey as goos.

With Poules windowes corven on his shoos.

In hdsen red ho went ful fetisly.

Yclad he was ful smal and proprely.

All in a kirtel of a light waget
;

Ful faire and t-hicke ben the pointes set.

And therupon ho had a gay surplise,

As white as is the blosme upon the rise.

A mery child lie was, so God me save ;

Wel coud he leten blod, and clippe, and shave.

And make a chartre of lond, and a quitanet;.

In twenty manere coud he trip and dance,

(After the scole of Oxenforde tho)

And with his legges casten to and fro ;

And playen songes on a smal ribible ;

Therto lu; song somtinie a loud quinible.

And as wel coud he ])lay on a giterne.

In all the toun n'as brewhous ne taverne,

That he ne visited with his solas,

Ther as that any gaillard tapstei-e was.

But soth to say he was somdel squaimous
Of farting, and of speche dangerous.

This Absolon, that joly was and gay,

Goth with a censer on tlie holy day.

Censing the wives of the parisli faste
;

And many a lovely loke he on hem caste,

And namely on this carpenteres wif :

To loke on hire him thought a mery lif.

She was so propre, and swet,-^, and likerous.

I dare wel sain, if she had ben a mous.

And he a cat, he wolde hii-e hente anon.

This parisli clerk, this joly Absolon,

Hath in his lierte swiche a love-longing.

That of no wif tokc he non offering
;

For curtesie, he say<l, he n'olde non.

The moone at ni{,'ht ful clere and brighte slion,

And Absolon his giterne hath ytake,

For pai'amours he thoughte for to wake.

And forth he goth, jolif and amorous.

Til he came to the carpenteres lious,

A litel after the cockes had ycrow.

And dressed him up by a shot window.

That was upon the carpenteres wal.

He singeth in his vois gentil and smal ;

Now, dere lady,— if thy wille be,

1 pray you that ye—wol rewe on me ;

Ful wel accordant to his giterning.

This carpenter awoke, and herd him sing.
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And spake unto his wif, and said anon,

What, Alison, heres thou not Absolon,

'J'liat chanteth thus under our boures wal '

And she aiiswerd hii-e husbond therwitlial
;

Yes, God wot, John, I here him every del.

This passeth forth ; what wol ye bet than wel 1

Fro day to day this joly Absolon

So loveth hire, that him is wo-begon.

He waketh all the night, and all the day,

He kembeth his lockes brode, and made him gay.

He woeth hire by menes and brocage,

And swore he wolde ben hii-e owen page.

He singeth brokking as a nightingale.

He sent hire pinnes, methe, and spiced ale,

And wafres' piping hot out of the glede :

And for she was of toun, he profered mede.

For som folk wol be wonnen for richesse,

And som for strokes, and som with gentillesse.

Somtiine to shew his Trghtnesse and maistrie

He plaieth Herode on a skatfold hie.

But what availeth him as in this cas 1

So loveth she this hendy Nicholas,

That Absolon may blow the buckes home :

He ne had for his labour but a scorne.

And thus she maketh Absolon hire ape,

And ail his ernest tourneth to a jape.

Ful soth is this proverbe, it is no lie
;

Men say right thus alway ; the neighe slie

Maketh oft time the fer leef to be lothe.

For though that Absolon be wood or wrothe,

Because that he fer was from hire sight.

This neighe Nicholas stood in his light.

Now here thee wel, thou hendy Nicholas,

For Absolon may waile and sing alas.

And so befell that on a Saturday,

This carpenter was gon to Osenay,

And hendy Nicholas and Alison

Accorded ben to this conclusion.

That Nicholas shal shapen him a wile

This sely jaious husbond to begile ;

And if so were the game went aright,

She shuld slepe in his armes alle night.

For this was hire desire and his also.

And right anon, withouten wordes mo.

This Nicholas no lenger wolde tarie.

But dotli ful solt unto his chambre carie

Both mete and drinke for a day or twey.

And to hire husbond bad hii-e for to sey.

If that he axed after Nicholas,

She shulde say, she n'iste not wher he was
;

Of all the day she saw him not with eye.

She trowed he was in som maladie.

For for no crie hire maiden coud him calle

He n'olde answer, for nothing that might falle.

Thus passeth forth all thilke Saturday,

That Nicholas still in his chambre lay,

And ete, and slept, and dide what him list

Til Sonday, that the sonne goth to rest.

This sely carpenter hath gret mervaile

Of Nicholas, or what thing might him aile.

And said ; I am adrad by Seint Thomas
It stondeth not aright with Nicholas :

God shilde that he died sodenly.

This world is now ful tikel sikerly.

I .saw to-day a corps yborne to cherche,

'J^hat now on Monday last 1 saw him werche
Go up (rjuod he unto his knave) anon ,

Clepe at his dore, or knocke with a ston .

Loke how it is, and tell me boldely.

This knave goth him up ful sturdely,

! And at the chambre dore while that he stood,

I

He cried and knocked as that he were wood :

j
What how ? what do ye, maister Nicholay !

How may ye slepen all the longe day ?

But all for nought, he lierde not a word.

An hole ho fond ful low upon the bord,

Ther as the cat was wont in for to crepe,

And at that hole he loked in ful depe,

And at the last he had of him a sight.

This Nicholas sat ever gaping upright,

As he had kyked on the newe mone.
Adoun he goth, and telleth his maister sone,

In what array he saw this ilke man.
This carpenter to blissen him began,

And said ; Now helpe us Seinte Fridsswide.

A man wote litel what shal him betide.

This man is fallen with his astronomie

In som woodnesse or in som agonie.

I thought ay wel how that it shulde be.

Men shulde not kuowe of Goddes privetee.

Ya blessed be alway a lowed man,
That nought but only his beleve can.

So ferd another clerk with asti-onomie ;

He walked in the feldes for to prie

Upon the sterres, what ther shuld befalle,

Til he was in a marlepit yfalle.

He saw not that. But yet by Seint Thomas
Me reweth sore of hendy Nicholas :

He shal be rated of his studying,

If that I may, by Jesus heveu king.

Get me a staf, that I may underspore

While that thou, Robin, hevest of the dore :

He shal out of his studying, as I gesse.

And to the chambre dore he gan him dresse.

His knave was a strong carl for the nones,

And by the haspe he haf it of at ones ;

Into the flore the dore fell anon.

This Nicholas sat ay as stille as ston.

And ever he gaped upward into the eire.

This carpenter wend he were in despeire.

And bent liim by the shulders mightily,

And shoke him hard, and cried spitously ',

What, Nicholas ? what how man ? loke adoun :

Awake, and thinke on Cristes passioun.

I crouche thee from elves, and from wightes.

Therwith the nightspe! said he anon rightes,

On foure halves of the hous aboute,

And on the threswold of the dore withoute,

Jesu Crist, and Seint Benedight,

Blisse this hous from every wicked wight,

Fro the nightes mare, the wite Pater-noster ;

Wher wonest thou Seint Peters suster ?

And at the last this hendy Nicholas

Gan for to siken sore, and said ; Alas !

Shal all the world be lost eftsones now ?

This carpenter answered ; What saiest thou ?

What ? thinke on God, as we do, men that swinke.

This Nicholas answered ; Fetch me a drinke ;

And after wol I speke in privetee

Of cei'tain thing that toucheth thee and me :

I wol toll it uon other man certain.

This carpenter goth douu, and cometh again.

And brought of mighty ale a large quart

;

And whan that eche of hem had dronken his part,

This Nicholas his dore faste shette.

And doun the carpenter by him he sette.

And saide ; John, min hoste lefe and dere.

Thou shalt upon thy trouthe swere me here.

That to no wight thou shalt my conseil wrey :

For it is Cristes conseil that I .say.
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And if thou tell it man, thou art forlore :

For this vengeance thou shall have thcrfore,

That if thou wrove nie, tiiou shalt be wood.

Nay, Crist I'orbede it for his luiiy bloo'l,

Quod tho this sely man ; I am no labbo,

No though I say it, 1 n'am not lefe tn gabbe.

Say what thou wolt, I slial it never telle

To'cliild ne wif, by liiiu that harwed helle.

Now, John, (ijuod Nicholas) I wol not lie,

1 have yfi)iiiid(; in uiin asti-ologie,

As I have lokod in the nioone bright,

That now on Monday next, at quarter night,

Sjial fall a rain, and that so wild and wood
That half so grct was never Noes flood.

This world (he said) in lesse than in an houro

Shal al be dreint, so hidous is the shoure :

Thus shal niankinde drenche, and lese hir iif.

This carpenter answerd ; Alas my wif !

And shal she drenche ? alas min Alisouii !

For sorvve of this he fell almost adoun.

And said ; Is ther no remedy in this cas 1

Why yes, for God, quod hendy Nieliola.s ;

If thou wolt wcrken after lore and rede ;

Thou uiaist not werken after thin owen hcilc.

For thus saith Salomon, that was ful trewc
;

Werke all by conseil, and thou shalt not rdwe.

And if thou werken wolt by good conseil,

I undertake, withoutcn mast or seyl,

Yet shal I saven hire, and thee and me.
Hast thou not herd how saved was Noe,

Wnan that our Lord had warned him beforne,

That al the world with water shuld be lorne !

Yes, (quod this carpenter) ful yore ago.

Hast thou not herd (quod Nicholas) also

The sorwe of Noe with his felawship,

Or that he might get his wif to ship ?

Him had be lever I dare wel undertake,

At thilke time, than all his wethers blake,

That she had had a ship hireself alone.

And therfore vvost thou what is best to done ?

This axeth hast, and of an hastif thing

Men may not preche and maken tar'ving.

Anon go get us fast into this in

A kneding trough or elles a kemelyn,
For eche of us ; but loke that they 1 en large,

In which we mowen swimme as in a barge :

And have therin vitaille suffisant

But for a day ; fie on the remenant
;

The water shall aslake and gon away
Abouten prime upon the nexte day.

But Robin may not wete of this, thy knave,
Ne eke thy mayden Gillo I may not save :

Axe not why : for though thou axe me,
I wol not ttllen Goddes privetee.

Sufficeth thee, but if thy wittes madde.
To have as gret a grace as Noe hadde.
Thy wif .^hal I wel saven out of doute.

Gk) now thy way, and spede thee hereaboute.

But whan thou hast for hire, and thee, anil me,
Ygeten us these kneding tubbes thre,

Than shalt thou hang hem in the roofe ful hie,

That no man of our purveyance espie :

And whan thou hast don thus as I have said,

And hast our vitaille faire in hem yiaid,

And eke an axe to smite the cord a-two
Whan that the water cometh, that we may go,

And bi'eke an hole on high upon the gable

Unto the gardin ward, over the stable,

That we may frely passen forth our way,
Whan that the grete shoure is gon away.

I

Than shal thou swim as mcry, I undertake.
As doth the white doko after hire drake :

I

Than wol 1 eliqie, How Alison, how John,

I

Be nu'ry : for the Hood wol passe anon.

j

And thou wolt sain, Haile maistor Nicliolay,

I
Good morwc, I see thee wel, for it is day.

And than shall we be lordes all our Iif

Of all the world, as Noe and his wif.

But of o thing 1 warno th<-e ful right,

Be wel avised on that iike nii,'ht.

That we ben entred into shippes bord,

That non of us ne speke not o word,
Ne clepe ne crie, but be in his praiere,

For it is Goddes owen heste dere.

Thy wif and thou moste hangen fer a-twinne,
For that betwixen you shal be no sinne,

No more in loking than ther .shal in dede.

This ordinance is said ; go, God thee spede.

To-morwe at night, whan men hen all aslepe.

Into our kneding tubbes wol we crepe,

And sitten ther. abiding Goddes grace.

Go now thy way, I have no lenger space

To nuike of this no lenger sermoning :

Men sain thus : send tlie wise, and say nothing :

Thou art so wise, it nedeth thee nouglit teche.

Go, save our live;;, and that 1 thee bescche.

This sely carpenter goth forth his way,

Ful oft he said alao, and wala wa,

And to his wif he told his privetee,

And she w^as ware, and knew it bet than he
What all this queinte cast was for to sey.

But natheles she ferde as she wold dey.

And said ; Alas ! go forth thy way anon.

Helpe us to scape, or we be ded eche on.

I am thy trewe veray wedded wif
;

Go, dere spouse, and helpe to save our Iif.

Lo, what a gret thing is afl'ection,

Men may die of unagination,

So depe may impression be take.

This sely carpenter beginneth quake :

Him thinketh veraily tli:'t he may see

Noes flood comen walwing as the see

To drenchen Alison, his hony dere.

He wepeth, waileth, maketh sory chere ;

He siketh, with ful many a sory swough.

He goth, and geteth him a kneding trough.

And after a tubbe, and a kemelin.

And prively he sent hem to his in :

And heng hem in the roof in [)rivetee.

His owen bond than made he ladders three,

To climben by the renges and the stalkes

Unto the tubbes honging in the balkes ;

And vitailled bothe kemelin, trough and tubbe,

With bred and chese, and good ale m a jubbe.

Sufficing right ynow as for a day.

But er that he had made all this array,

He sent his knave, and eke his wenche also

Upon his nede to London for to go.

And on the Monday, whan it drew to night.

He shette his dore, withoutcn candel light.

And dressed all thing as it sliulde bee.

And shortly up they clomben alle three.

They sitten stille wel a furlong w.iy.

Now, Paler nosier, clum, .said Nicholay,

And clum, quod John, and clum, said Alison :

This carpenter said his devotion,

And still he sit, and biddeth his praiere.

Awaiting on the min, if he it here.

The dede slepe, for wery be8ines.se.

Fell on thii carpenter, right as I gesse,
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Abouten curfew-time, or litel more.

For travaille of his gost he c;roiietli sore,

And eft he routeth, for his hed mislay.

Doun of the ladder stalketh Nieholay,

And Alison ful soft adouii hire spedde.

Withouten wordes rao they went to bedde,

Ther as the carpenter was wont to lie
;

Ther was the revel, and the melodic.

And thus lith Alison, and Nicholas,

In besinesse of mirthe and in solas,

Til that the bell of laudes gan to ring,

And freres in the chancel gon to sing.

This parish clerk, this amorous Absolon,

That is for love alway so wo-begon.

Upon the Monday was at Osenay
With compagnie, him to disport and play

;

And asked ujxm cas a cloisterer

Ful prively after John the carpenter ;

And he drew him apart out of the chirche.

He said, I n'ot ; I saw him not here wirche

Sith Saturday ; I ti'ow that he be went
For timbre, ther our abbot hatli him sent.

For he is wont for timbre for to go.

And dwellen at the Grange a day or two :

Or elles he is at his hous certain.

Wher that he be, I cannot sothly sain.

This Absolon ful joly was and light.

And thoughte, now is time to wake al night.

For sikerly, I saw him nat stiring

About his dore, sin day began to spring.

So mote I thrive, I shal at cockes crow
Ful pinvely go knocke at his window.
That stant ful low upon his boures wall

:

To Alison wol I now tellen all

My love-longing ; for yet I shall not misse,

That at tlie leste way I shal hire kisse.

Some maner comfort shal I have parfay.

My mouth hath itched all this longe day :

That is a signe of kissing at the leste.

All night me mette eke, I was at a feste.

Therfore I wol go slepe an houre or twey.

And all the nigh.t than wol I wake and pley.

Whan that the firste cock hath crowe, anon
Up rist this joly lover Absolon,

And him arayeth gay, at point devise.

But first he cheweth grein and licorise.

To smellen sote, or he had spoke with here.

Under his tonge a trewe love he here.

For therby wend he to ben gracious.

He cometh to the carpenteres hous,

And still he stant under the shot window
;

Unto his brest it raught, it was so low
;

And soft he cougheth with a semisoun.

What do ye honycombe, swete Alisoun ?

My faire bird, my swete sinamome,
Awaketh, lemman min, and speketh to me,
Ful litel thinkenye upon my wo.

That for your love I swete ther as I go.

No wonder is though that I swelte and swete.

I mourne as doth a lamb after the tete.

Ywis, lemman, I have swiche love-longing,

That like a turtel trewe is my mourning.
I may not ete no more than a maid.
Go fro the window, jacke fool, she said :

As helpe me God, it wol not be, compame,
1 love another, or elles I were to blame,
Wei bet than thee by Jesu, Absolon.

Go forth thy way, or I wol cast a ston
;

And let me slepe ; a twenty divel way.
Alas ! (quod Absolon) and wala wa !

That trewe love was ever so yvel besette :

Than kisse me, sin that it may be no bette,

For Jesus love, and for the love of me.
Wilt thou than go thy way therwith ? quod she.

Ya certes, lennnan, quod this Absolon.
Than make thee redy, (quod she) 1 come anon.

This Absolon doun set him on his knees,
And saide ; I am a lord at all degrees :

For after this I hope ther cometh more ;

Lemman, thy grace, and, swete bird, thyn oi-e.

The window she undoth, and that in haste.

Have don, (quod she) come of, and spede thee

faste.

Lest that our neigheboures thee espie.

This Absolon gan w^ipe his mouth ful drie.

Derke was the night, as pitch or as the cole,

And at the window she put out hire hole,

And Absolon him felle ne bet ne wers.

But with his mouth he kist hire naked ers

Ful savorly, er he was ware of this.

Abak he sterte, and thought it was amis,

For wel he wist a woman hsth no herd.

He felt a thing all rowe, and long ylierd,

And saide ; fy, alas ! what have I do \

Te he, quod she, and clapt the window to ;

And Absolon goth forth a sory pas.

A herd, a herd, said hendy Nicholas ;

By goddes corpus, this goth faire and wel.

This sely Absolon herd every del.

And on his lippe he gan for anger bite
;

And to himself he said, I shal thee quite.

Who rubbeth now, who froteth now his lippes

With dust, with sond, with straw, with cloth, with

chippes,

But Absolon ? that saith full oft, alas !

My soule betake I unto Sathanas,

But me were lever than all this touu (quod he)

Of this despit awroken for to be.

Alas ! alas ! that I ne had yblent.

His bote love is cold, and all yqueint.

For fro that time that he had kist hire ers.

Of paramours ne raught he not a kers,

For he was heled of his maladie ;

Ful often paramoui-s he gan defie.

And wepe as doth a child that is ybcte.

A softe pas lie went him over the strete

Until a smith, men callen dan Gerveis,

That in his forge smithed plow-harneis ;

He sharpeth share and cultre besily.

This Absolon knocketh all esily,

And said ; Undo, Gerveis, and that anon.

What, who art thou ? It am I Absolon.

What ? Absolon, what ? Cristes swete tre,

Wliy rise ye so rath ? ey Leiiedicite,

What eileth you ? some gay girle, God it wote,

Hath brought you thus upon the viretote :

By .Seint Neote, ye wote wel what I niene.

This Absolon ne raugjite not a bene
Of all his play ; no word again he yaf.

He hadde more tawe on his disUif

Than Gerveis knew, and saide ; Frend so dere

That bote culter in the cheminee here

As lene it me, I have therwith to don

:

I wol it bring again to thee ful sone.

Gerveis answered ; Certes, were it gold,

Or in a poke nobles all untold.

Thou shuldest it have, as I am trewe smith.

Ey, Cristes foot, what wol ye don therwith ?

Therof, quod Absolon, be as be may;
I shal wel tellen thee another day;
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And caught the ciilter by the colde stele.

Ful soft out at tlie dure he gan to stele.

And went unto the cai penteres wall.

He coughed first, and knocked therwithali

Upon the window, right as he did er.

This Alison answered ; Who is ihor

Thai knocketh so >. I warrant him a thefe.

N i_v, nay, (quod ho) Hod wot, my swete lefe,

1 am thin Absoloii, thy dereling.

Of gold (quod he) I have thee brought a ring,

My mother yave it me, so God me save,

Ful fine it is, and therto wel ygrave

:

This wol I yeven thee, if thou me kisse.

This Nicholas was risen for to i)isse.

And thought he wolde anienden all the jape,

He shulde kisse his ers er that he scape

:

And up the window did lie hastily,

And out his ers he putteth prively

Over the buttok, to the hanclie bon.

And therwith spake this clerk, this Absolon,
S|ieke swete bird, 1 n'ot not wher thou art.

This Nicholas anon let Heen a fart,

As gret as it had ben a thonder dint,

I'hat with the stroke he was wel nie yblint

:

And he was redy with his yren hote,

And Nicholas amid the ers he smote.

Off goth the skinne an hondbrede al aboute.
The hote culter brenned so his toute,

Tliat for the smert he wened for to die
;

As he were wood, for wo he gan to crie,

lltlp, water, water, hel]) for Goddes herte.

This carpenter out of his slomber sterte,

And herd on crie water, as he were wood.
And thought, alas, now conieth Noes flood.

IK- set him up withouten wordes mo,

And with his a.xe he smote the cord atwo

;

And doun goth all ; he fond neyther to selle

Ne breed no ale, til he came to the selle,

Upon the Hore, and tlier aswoune he lay.

Up sterten Alison and Nicliolay,

And crieden, out and harow ! in ihe strete.

The neighcboures botlie smale and greto
In rannen, for to gauren on this man,
That yet aswoune lay, bolhe |)ale and wan ;

For with the fall he brosten liath his arm.
Hut stonden lie must unto his owen harm.
For whan he sjiake, he was anon bore <louii

With hendy Nicholas and Alisoun.
They tolden every man that he was wood

;

He was agaste so of Noes flood

Tliurgh fantasie, that of his vanitee
He had ybouglit him kneding tnbbes three.
And had hem honged in the roof above

;

And that he ])raied hem for Goddes love
To sitten in tlie roof /lar compiif/nie.

The folk gan laughen at his fantasie.

Into the roof they kyken, and they gape,
And turned all his harm into a jape.

For what so that this carpenter answerd,
It was for nought, no man his reson herd.
With otlies gret he was so sworne adouii,

That lie was liolden wood in all the toun.
For everich clerk anon right held with other

;

They said, the man was wood, my leve brother
And every wight gan laughen at this strif.

Thus swived was the carpenteres wif.

For all his keping, and his jalousie
;

And Absolon hath kist hire nether eye
;

And Nicholas is scaUkd in the toute.

This tale is doii, and God save all the route.

THE REVES TALE.

THE REVES PROLOGUE.

Whan folk han laughed at this nice cas
Of Absolon and hendy Nicholas,
Diverse folk divers^^ly they saide.

But for the more part they louglit and plaide
;

Ne at this tale I saw no man him greve,
But it were only Osewold the Reve.
Because he was of carpenteres craft,

A litel ire is in his herte ylaft

;

• He gan to gi-utch and blainen it a lite.

So the ik, quod he, ful wel coude I him quite
With blering of a jiroude milleres eye,
Ifthat me list to speke of ribaudrie.
But ik am olde ; me list not play for age

;

Gras time is don, my foddre is now forage.
This white top writeth min olde yeres

;

Min herte is also mouled as niin heres
;

But if I fare as doth an open-ers
;

That ilke fruit is ever lenger the wers,
Till it be roten in mullok, or in stre.

We olde men, I drede, so faron we.
Til we be roten, can we not be ripe ;

We hoppe alway, while that the world wol pipe

For in our will ther stiketh ever a nayl.
To have an hore hed and a grene tayl,

As hath a leke ; for though our might be gon,
Our will desirelh folly ever in on :

For whan we may not don, than wol we spoken,
Yet in our ashen cold is fire yreken.
Foure gledes han we, which I shal devise,

Avaunting, lying, anger, and covetise.

These foure sparkes longen unto elde.

Our olde limes mow wel ben unwelde,
But wiil ne shal not faillen, that is sothe.

And yet have I alway a cokes tothe.

As many a yere as it is passed heniie.

Sin that my tappe of lif began to renne.

For sikerly, whan I was borne, anon
Detli di'ow the tajipe of lif, and let it gon ;

And ever sith hath so the tappe yronne.

Til that almost all empty is the tonne.

The streme of lif now droppeth on the chimbe.
The sely tonge may wel ringe and chimbe
Of wretchednesse, that passed is ful yore :

With olde folk, save dotage, is no more.
Whan that our Hoste had herd this sermon

ing,

He gan to speke as lordly a.s a king,
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And sayde ; What amouiiteth all this wit ?

What ?" shall we speke all day of holy writ ?

The divel made a Reve for to preche,

Or of a souter a .shipman, or a leche.

Say forth thy tale, and tary not the time :

Lo Depeford, and it is half way prime :

Lo Grenewich, ther many a slirevv is inne.

It were al time thy tale to beginne.

Now, sires, quod this Osevvold the Reve,

I pray you alio, that ye not you greve,

Though I answere, and somdel set his howve,

For leful is with force force off to showve.

This dronken Miller hath ytold us here,

How that begiled was a carpentcre,

Paraventure in scorne, for I am on :

And by your leve, I shal him quite anon.

Right in his cherles termes wol I speke.

I pray to God his necke mote to -brake.

He can wel in min eye seen a stalk.

But in his owen he cannot seen a balk.

THE REVES TALE.

At Trompington, not fer fro Cantebrigge,

Ther goth a brook, and over that a brigge,

Upon the whiche brook ther stont a melle :

And this is veray sothe, that I you telle.

A miller was ther dwelling many a day,

As any peacok he was proude and gay :

Pipen he coude, and fishe, and nettes bete,

And turnen cuppes, and wrastlen wel, and shete.

Ay by his belt he bare a long pavade,

And of a swerd ful ti-enehant was the blade.

A joly popper bare he in his pouche ;

Ther n'as no man for peril dorst him touclie.

A Shefeld thwitel bare he in his hose.

Round was his face, and camuse was his nose.

As pilled as an ape was his skull.

He was a market-beter at the full.

Ther dorste no wight bond upon liim legge,

That he ne swoi'e he shuld anon abegge.

A thefe he was forsoth, of corn and mele,

And that a slie, And usant for to stele.

His name was hoten deinous Simekin.

A wif he hadde, comen of noble kin :

The person of the toun hire father was.

With hire he yaf ful many a panne of bras,

For that Simkin shuld in his blood allie.

She was yfostered in a nonnerie :

F'or Simkin wolde no wif, as he sayde,

But she were wel ynoui-ished, and a mayde,

To saven his estat of yemanrie :

And she was proud, and pert as is a pie.

A ful faire sight was it upon hem two.

On holy dayes beforne hii"e wold he go

With his tipet ybounde about his hed
;

And she came after in a gite of red.

And Simkin hadde hosen of the same.

Ther dorste no wight clepen hire but dame :

Was non so hardy, that went by the way,

That with hire dorste rage or ones play,

But if he wold be slain of Simekin
With pavade, or with knif, or bodekin.

(For jalous folk ben perilous evermo :

Algate they wold hir wives wenden so.)

And eke for she was somdel smoterlich.

She was as digne as water in a dich.

And al so ful of hoker, and of bismare.

Hire thoughte that a ladie shuld hire spare,

What for hire kinrede, and hire ncu'telrie,

That she had lerned in the nonnerie.

A doughter hadden they betwix hem twc
Of twenty yere, withouten any mo,
Saving a child that was of half yere age,

In cradle it lay, and was a propre page.

This weuche thicke and wel ygrowen was.

With camu.se nose, and eyen gi'ey as g'.as;

With buttokes brode, and brestes round and hie
;

But right faire was hire here, I wol nat lie.

The person of the toun, for she was faire.

In pui'pos was to maken hire his haii'e

Both of his catel, and of his mesuage,
And strange he made it of hire mariage.

His purpos was for to bestowe hire hie

Into som worthy blood of ancestrie.

For holy chirches good mote ben despended
On holy chirches blood that is descended.

Therfore he wolde his holy-blood honoure,

Though that he holy chirche shuld devoure.

Gret soken hath this miller out of doute

With whete and malt, of all the land aboute ;

And namely ther was a gi"et college

Men clepe the Soler hall at Cantebrege,

Ther was hir whete and eke hir malt yground.
And on a day it happed in a stound,

Sike lay the manciple on a maladie.

Men wenden wisly that he shulde die.

For which this miller stale both mele and corn

All hundred times more than beforn.

For therbeforn he stale but curteisly.

But now he was a thefe outrageously.

For which the wardein chidde and made fare.

But thei'of set the miller not a tare
;

He craked host, and swore it n'as not so.

Than were ther yonge poure scoleres two.

That dwelten in the halle of which I say
;

Testif they were, and lusty for to play
;

And only for hir mirth and revelrie

Upon the wardein besily tiiey crie.

To yeve hem leve but a litel stound,

To goii to mille, and seen hir corn yground :

And hardily they doi'sten lay hir necke,
The miller shuld not stele hem half a pecke
Of corn by sleighte, ne by force hem reve.

And at the last the wardein yave hem leave :

John highte that on, and Alein highte that otiior,

Of o toun were they born, that highte Strother,

Fer in the North, J can not tellen where.

This Alein maketh redy all his gere.

And on a hors the sak he cast anon :

Forth goth Alein the clerk, and also John,
With good swerd and with bokeler by hir side.

John knew the way, him neded not no guide.

And at the mille the sak adoun he laith.

Alein spake first ; All haile, Simond, in faith,

How fares thy faire doughtei", and thy wif ?

Alein, welcome (quod Simkin) by my lif,

And John also : how now, what do ye here ?

By God, Simond, (quod John) nede has no jiere.

Him behoves serve himself that has na swain.

Or elles he is a fool, as clerkes sain.

Our manciple I hope he wol be ded, ,

Swa werkes ay the wanges in his hed : •-^

And therfore is I come, and eke Alein,

To grind our corn and cary it hame ageiii ;

I pray you spede us henen that ye may.
It shal be don (quod Simkin) by my fay.
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What wol yc don while that it is in hand ?

By God, right by the hopper wol I stand,

(Quod John) and seen how that the corn gas in.

Yet saw I never by my fader kin,

How that the hopper wagges til and fra.

Alein answered ; John, and wolt tiiou swa '.

Than wol I be benetlie by my ci-oun,

And see how that the mele falles adoun

In til the trogh, that slial be my disport :

For, John, in faith I may ben of your sort ;

1 is as ill a miller a-s is ye.

This miller smiled at hir nicetee,

And thought, all this n'is don but for a wile.

They wenen that no man may hem begile.

But by my thrift yet slial 1 hlere hir eie,

For all the sleighte in hir pliilosophie.

The more tiueiute kuakkes that they make,
Tlie more wol I stele whan that I take.

In stede of flour yet wol I yeve hem bren.

The gretest clerkes ben not the wisest men,
As wliilom to the wolf thus spake the mare :

Of all hir art ne count I not a tare.

Out at the dore he goth ful prively,

Whan that he saw his time, softely.

He loketh up and douu, til he hath found

The derkes hors, ther as he stood ybound
Behind the mille, under a levesell :

And to the hors he g"th him faire and well.

And stripeth of the bridel right anon.

And whan the hors was laus, he gan to gon
Toward the fen, thcr wilde mares renne.

And forth, with wehee, thurgh thifk and thinne

This miller goth again, no word he said,

But doth his note, and with these clerkes plaid,

Till that hir corn was faire and wel yground.

And whan the mele is sacked and ybound,
This John goth out, and fint his hors away,
And gan to crie, harow and wala wa !

Our hors is lost : Alein, for Goddes banes.

Step on thy feet ; come of, man, al at anes

:

Alas ! our wardein has his ])alfrey lorn.

This Alein al forgat botli mele and corn
;

Al was out of his mind his husbandrie :

Wliat, whilke way is he gon i he gan to crie.

The wif came leping inward at a renne.

She sayd ; Alas ! youre hors goth to the fenne

With wilde mares, as fast as he may go.

Unthank come on his hand that bond him so,

And he that better shuld have knit the rein.

Alas ! (quod John) Alein, for Christcs pein

Lay doun thy swerd, and I shal min alswa.

I is ful wight, God wate, as is a ra.

By Goddes saule he shal not scape us bathe.

Why ne had thou put the capel in the lathe ?

Ill haile, Alein, by God thou is a fonne.

These sely clerkes ban ful fast yronne
Toward the fen, bothe Alein and eke John :

And whan the miller saw that they were gon,
He half a bushel of hir flour hath take,

And bad his wif go knede it in a cake.

He sayd ; I trow, the clerkes were afeide.

Yet can a miller make a clerkes berde,
For all his art. Ye, let hem gon hir way.
Lo wher they gon. Ye, let the children (day :

They get him not so lightly by my croun.
These sely clerkes rennen up and doun

With kepe, kepe ; stand, stand ;
jossa, warderere.

Ga whistle thou, and I shal kepe him here.

But shortly, tii that it was veray night

They coude not, though they did ail hir might.

Hir capel catch, he ran alway so fast

:

Til in a diche they caught him at the last.

Wery and wet, as bestes in the rain,

Cometh sely John, and with him cometh Aleip.

Alas (ijuod John) the day that I was borne!
Now are we driven til hething and til scornn.

Our corn is stolne, men wol us foniies calle,

Both the wardein, and eke our felawes alle,

And namely the miller, wala wa !

Thus ])laineth John, as he goth by the way
Toward the mille, and bayard in his bond.
The miller sitting by the tire he fond,

For it was night, and forther might they nought,
But for the love of God ihey him besought
Of herbervve and of ese, as for hir peny.

The miller saide agen, if ther be any,
Swiche as it is, yet shuU ye have your jiart.

Myn hous is streit, but ye have lerned art
;

Ye can by arguments maken a ])lace

A mile brode, of tw'enty foot of space.

Let see now if this j)lace may suffice,

Or make it roume with speclie, as is your gise.

Now, Simond, (.said this John) by Seint Cuthbenl
Ay is thou niery, and that is faire answcrd.
I have herd say. man sal take of twa thinges,

Slike as he findes, or slike as he briilges.

But specially I pray thee, hoste dere.

Gar us have mete and driidic, and make us cliere,

And we sal paien trewely at the full :

With empty hand, men may na haukes tull,

Lo here our silver redy for to sjiend.

This miller to the toun his doughter send
For ale and bred, and rested hem a goos,

And bond hir hors, he shuld no more go loos :

And in his owen chambre hem made a bedde,

With shetes and with chalons faire ysprodde,

Nat from his owen bed ten foot or twelve :

His doughter bad a bed all by hireselve,

Right in the .same chambre by and by :

It mighte be no bet, and cause why,
Ther was no roumer herberwe in the place.

They sou])en, and they speken of solace.

And drinken ever strong ale at the best.

Abouten midnight wente they to rest.

Wel hath this miller vernished his lied,

Ful pale he was, fordronken, and nought red.

He yoxeth, and he speketh thurgh the not^e,

As he were on the quakke, or on the pose.

To bed he goth, and with him goth his wif
;

As any jay she light was and jolif.

So was hire joly whistle wel ywette.

The cradel at hire bcddes feet was ."-ette,

To rocken, and to yeve the child to souke.

And whan that dronken was all in the crouke

To bedde wente tiie doughter right anon.

To bedde goth Alein, and also John
Ther n'as no more ; nedeth hem no dwale.

This miller hath so wisly biiibed ale.

That as an hoi-s he snorteth in his slepe,

Ne of his tail behind he toke no kepe.

His wif bare him a burden a ful strong ;

Men might hir routing heren a furlong.

The wenche routeth eke par compaqnie.

Alein the clerk that herd this melodie.

He poketh John, ai.d sayile : Slepest thou ?

Herdest thou ever slike a song er now {

Lo whilke a complin is ymell hem alle.

A wilde fire upon hir bodies falie,

Wha herkned ever slike a ferly thing >

Ye, they shall have the flour of yve! ending.



This lange ni;;lit ther tides me no reste.

But yet iia force, all shal be for the beste.

For, John, (sayd lie) as ever mote I thrive,

If that 1 may, you wenelie wol 1 swive.

Som esement Ims lawe yshapen us.

For, John, ther is a lawe that saieth thus,

That if a man in o point be ai;reved,

That in another he shal be releved.

Our corn is stolne, sothly it is na nay,

And we han had an yvei fit to-day.

And sin I shal have nan amendenient

Again my losse, I wol have an esement ;

By Goddes saule, it shal nan other be.

This John answered ; Alein, avise thee :

The miller is a perilous man, he sayde.

And if that he out of his slepe abraide.

He mighte don us bathe a vilanie.

Alein answered ; I count him nat a flie.

And up he rist, and by the wenche he crept.

This wenche lay upright, and faste slept.

Til he so nigh was, er she might espie.

That it had ben to late for to crie :

And shortly for to say, they were at on.

Now play, Alein, for I wol speke of John.

This John lith still a furlong way or two,

And to himself he maketh routh and wo.

Alas ! (quod he) this is a wicked jape
;

Now may I say, that I is but an ape.

Yet has my felaw somwhat for his harme

:

He has the millers doughter in his arme :

He aunti'cd him. and hath his nedes spedde.

And I lie as a draf-sak in my bedde
;

And whan this jape is tald another day,

I shal be halden a daflfe or a cokenay :

I wol arise, and auntre it by my fay :

Unhardy is unsely, thus men say.

And up he rose, and softely he went
Unto the ci-adel, and in his hand it hent.

And bare it soft unto his beddes fete.

Sone after this the wif hire routing lete,

And gan awake, and went hire out to pisse.

And came again, and gan the eradel misse.

And groped liere and ther, but she fond nou.

Alas ! (quod she) I had almost misgon.

I had almost gon to the clerkes bedde.

Ey bcnedicite, than had I foule yspedde.

And forth she goth, til she the eradel fond.

She gropeth alway forther with hire bond,

And fond the bed, and thoughte nat but good,

Because that the eradel by it stood.

And n'iste wher slie was, for it was derk,

But faire and wel she crept in by the clerk,

And lith ful still, and wold han caught a slepe.

Within a while this John the clerk up lepe,

And on this goode wif he laieth on sore
;

So mery a fit ne had she nat ful yore.

He priketh hai'd and depe, as he were mad.
This joly lif han these two clerkes lad.

Til that the thridde cok began to sing.

Alein wex werie in the morwening,
For he had swonken all the longe night,

And sayd ; Farewel, Malkiu, my swete wight.

The day is come, I may no longer bide,

But evermo, wher so I go or ride,

I is thin awen clerk, so have 1 hele.

Now, dere lemman, quod she, go farewele :

But or thou go, o thing I wol thee tell.

Whan that thou wendest homeward by the mell,

Riglit at the entree of the dore behind

Thou shalt a cake of half a bushel find,

That was ymaked of thin owen mele.

Which that I haipe my fader for to stele.

And goode lemman, God thee save and kepe.

And with that word she gan almost to wepe.

Alein uprist and thought, er that it daw
I wol go crepen in by my felaw :

And fond the eradel at his hand anon.

By God, thought he, all wrang I have misgon :

My bed is tottie of my cwink to-night.

That maketh me that I go nat aright.

I wot wel by the eradel I have misgo ;

Here lith the miller and his wif also.

And forth he goth a twenty divel way
Unto the bed, ther as the miller lay.

He wend have cropen by his felaw John,
And by the miller in he crept anon,

And caught him by the nekke, and gan him shake
And sayd ; Thou John, thou swineshed awake
For Cristes saule, and here a noble game :

For by that lord that called is Seint Jame,
As I have thries as in this short night

Swived the millers doughter bolt-upright,

While thou hast as a coward ben agast.

Ye, false harlot, quod the miller, hast ?

A false traitour, false clerk, (quod he)
Thou shalt be ded by Goddes dignitee.

Who dorste be so bold to disparage

My doughter, that is come of swiche linage.

And by the throte-bolle he caught Alem,
And he him hent despitously again,

And on the nose he smote him with his fist

;

Douu ran the blody streme upon his brest

:

And in the flore with nose and mouth to-broke

They walwe. as don two pigges in a poke.

And up they gon, and doun again anon.
Til that the miller sporned at a ston.

And doun he fell backward upon his wif,

That wiste nothing of this nice strif :

For she was fall aslepe a litel wight
With John the clerk, that waked had all night

:

And with the fall out of hire slepe she braide.

Hel])e, holy crois of Bromeholme, (she sayde)
In mniLus tuas, Lord, to thee I call.

Awake, Simond, the fend is on me fall ;

Myu herte is broken ; helpe ; I n'am but ded ;

Ther lith on up my womhe and up myn lied.

Helpe, Siinkin, for the false clerkes fight.

This John stert up as fast as ever he might,
And graspeth by the walles to and fro

To find a staf, and she stert up also,

I And knew the estres bet than did tliis John,
And by the wall she toke a staf anon :

And saw ,a litel shemering of a light,

For at an hole in shone the nioue bright,

And by that light she saw hem bothe two,

But sikerly she n'iste who was who,
But as she saw a white thing in hire eye.

And whan she gan this white thing espie,

She wend the clerk had wered a volupere ;

And with the staf she drow ay nere and nere,

And wend han hit this Alein atte full.

And smote the miller on the pilled skull,

That doun he goth, and cried, harow ! I die.

Thise clerkes bete him wel, and let him lie.

And greithen hem, and take hir hors anon.
And eke hir mele, and on hir way they gon :

And at the mille dore eke they toke hir cake
Of half a bushel flour, ful wel ybake.
Thus is the proude miller wel ybete,

And hath ylost the grinding of the whete,
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And paied for the souper every del

Of Alein and of John, that bete him wel

;

His wif is swived, and his doughter als
;

Lo, swiche it is a miller to be fals.

And therfore this proverbe is sayd ful sotli,

Him thar not winnen wi-l that evil doth
;

A gilour shal hiinsolf bf(i;iled be :

And God that sitetli hie in niajjesteo

Save all this compaguie, gret and smale.

Thus have I quit tlu; niiller in my tale.

38

THE COKES TALE.

THE COKES PROLOGUE

The Coke of London, while the Reve spake,

For jo\e (liini thought) he clawed him on the bak ;

A ha (quod he) for Cristes passion,

This miller had a sharpe conclusion,

Upon this argument of herbei'gage.

Wei savde Salomon in his langage,

Xc bring not every man into thin hous,

I'lir herberwing by night is perilous.

W'el ought a man avised for to be
Whom that he brought into his privetee.

1 pray to God so yeve me sorwe and care,

If ever, siclien I highte Hodge of Ware,
Herd I a miller bet ysette a-werk ;

He had a jape of malice in the derk.

But God foi'bede that we stinten here,

And therfore if ye vouchen sauf to here
A tale of me that am a poure man,
1 wol you tell as wel as ever 1 can
A litel jape that fell in our citee.

Our Hoste answerd and sayde ; I grant it thee

Now tell on, Roger, and loke that it be good.

For many a pastee hast thou letten blood,

And many a Jacke of Dover hasi thou sold.

That hath been twies hot and twies cold.

Of many a pilgrim hast thou Cristes curse.

For of thy perselee yet fare they the wei'se,

That they hau eten in thy stoble goos :

For in thy shop goth many a flie loos.

Now tell on, gentil Roger by thy name.
But yet I pray thee be not wroth for game ;

A man may say ful soth in game and piay.

Thou sayst ful soth, quod Roger, by my fay
;

But soth play qaade spel, as the Fleming saith :

And therfore, Heri'y Bailly, by thy faith.

Be thou not wroth, or we departen here,

Though that my tale be of an hostelers.

But natheles, 1 wol not telle it yet,

But er we part, ywis thou shalt be quit.

And therwithal he lough and made chere.

And sayd his tale, as ye shui after here.

THE COKES TALE.

A PRENTis whilom dwelt in our citee.

And of a craft of vitaillers was he :

Gaillard he was, as goldfinch in the shawe,
Broune as a bery, a propre short felawe :

With lokkes blake, kembed ful fetisly.

Dancen he coude so wel and jolily.

That he was cleped Perkin Revelour.

He was as ful of love and paramour;
As is the hive ful of hony swete

;

Wel was the wenche with him mighte mete.

At every bridale woulil he sing and Imppe ;

He loved bet the- ta\erne than the shojipe.

For whan thor any riding was in Chepe,

Out of the sluippe tliidcr wold he lepe.

And til that he had all the sight ysein,

And danced wel, he wold not come agcin
;

And gadred him a meinie of his sort,

To ho])pe and sing, and maken swiche disport

:

And tiicr they setten stevt^n for to meto
To ])laien at the dis in swiche a strete.

For in tlie toun ne was ther no prentis,

That fairer coude caste a pair of dis

Than Perkin coude, and therto he was fre

Of his dispence, in place of privetee.

That fond his maister wel in his chaffare,

For often time he fond his box ful bare.

For sothly, a prentis, a i-evelour.

That hanteth dis, riot and paramour,

His maister shal it in his sliojipe able,

Al have he no part of the minstralcie.

For theft and riot they ben convertible,

Al can they jilay on giterne or ribible.

Revel and tronth, as in a low degree,

They ben ful wroth all day, as men may see,

Tlis joly prentis with his maister abode,

Til he was neigh out of his ])rentishode,

Al were he snibbed bothe erly and late,

And somtime lad with revel to Newgate.

But at the last his maister him bethought

Upon a day, whan he his paper sought,

Of a proverbe, that saith this same word
;

Wel bet is roten appel out of herd,

Than that it rote alle the remenant

:

So fareth it by a riotous servant
;

It is wel lasse harm to let him pace,

Than he shende all the servants in tlie place.

Therfore liis maister yaf him a quitanee.

And bad him go, with" sorwe and with mesclmnce.

And thus this joly prentis had his leve :

Now let him riot'all the night or leve.

And for ther n'is no thefe without a louke,

That iu>lpctli him to wasten and to souke

Of that he briben can, or borwe may.

Anon he sent his bed and liis array

Unto a compere of his owcn sort.

That loved dis, and riot, and disport

;

And had a wif, that iield for contenance

A shoppe, and swived for hire sustenance.
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THE MAN OF LAWES TALE.

THE MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE.

OcR Hoste saw wel, that the brighte sonne

The ailc of his artificial day had ronne

The fourthe part, and half an houre and more ;

And though he were not depe expert in lore,

He wiste it was the eighte and twenty day

Of April, that is messager to May ;

And saw wel that the shadow of every tree

Was as in lengthe of the same quantitee

That was the body erect, that caused it
;

And thei'fore by the shadow he toke his wit,

That Phebus, which that shone so clere and bright.

Degrees was five and fourty clombe on hight

;

And for that day, as in that latitude.

It was ten of the clok, he gan conclude;

And sodenly he plight his hors aboute.

Lordings, quod he, I warne you all this route.

The fourthe partie of this day is gon.

Now for the love of God and of Seiut John
(

Leseth no time, :'^ fei-forth as ye may.
Lordings, the time it wasteth night and day,

And steleth from us, what prively slepihg,

And what thurgh negligence in our waking,

As doth the streme, that turneth never again.

Descending fro the montagne into a plaia.

Wel can Senek and many a philosophre

Bewailen time, moi'e than gold in coffre.

For losse of catel may recovered be,

But losse of time shendeth us, quod he.

It wol not come again withouten drede,

No more than wol Malkins maidenhede,
Whan she hath lost it in hire wantonnesse.

Let us not moulen thus in idlenesse.

Sire man of Lawe, quod he, so have ye blis,

Teil us a tale anon, as forword is.

Ye ben submitted thurgh your free assent

To stonde in this cas at my jugement.

Acquiteth you now, and holdeth your behest ;

Than have ye dun your devoir at the lest.

Hoste, quod he, de par dieiix jeo assente.

To breken forword is not min entente.

Behest is dette, and I wold hold it fayn

All my behest, I can no better sayn.

For swiche lawe as man yeveth another wight,

He shuld himselven usen it by right.

Thus wol our text : but natheles certain

I can right now no thrifty tale sain,

But Chaucer (though he can but lewedly

On metres and on riming craftily)

Hath sayd hem, in swiche English as he can.

Of olde time, as knoweth many a man.
And if he have not sayd hem, leve brother,

In o book, he hath sayd hem in another.

For he hath told of lovers up and doun.

Mo than Ovide made of mentioun
In his Epistiilis, that ben i'ul olde.

What shuld I tellen hem, sin they ben tolde ?

In youthe he made of Ceys and Alcyon,

And sithen hath he spoke of everich on

Thise noble wives, and thise lovers eke.

Who so that wol his large volume seke

Cleped the seintes legende of Cupide :

Ther may he se the large woundes wide
Of Lucrece, and of Babylon Thisbe

;

The swei'd of Dido for the false Enee ;

The tree of Phlllis for hire Demophon ;

The plaint of Deianire, and Hermion,
Of Adriane, and Ysiphilee

;

The barreine ile stonding in the see
;

The dreint Leandre for his fayre Hero ;

The tei-es of Heleine, and eke the wo
Of Briseide, and of Ladomia ;

The crueltee of thee, queue Medea,
Thy litel chiMi-en hanging by the hals,

For thy J.ason, that was of love so fals.

Hipermestra, Penelope, Alceste,

Your wifhood he commendeth with the beste.

But certainly no woi-d ne writeth he

Of thilke wicke ensample of Canace,

That loved hire owen brother sinfully ;

(Of all swiche cursed stories I say fy)

Or elles of Tyrius Appolonius,

How that the cursed king Antiochus

Beraft his doughter of hire maidenhede.
That is so horrible a tale for to rede,

Whan he hire threw upon the pavement.
And therfore he of ful avisement

N'old never write in non of his sermons
Of swiche unkinde abhominations

;

Ne I wol non reherse. if that I may.
But of my tale how shal I don this day ?

Me wei'e lotli to be likened douteles

To Muses, that men clepe Pierides,

( Metamorphoseos wote what I mene)
But natheles I recche not a bene,

Though I come after him with liawebake,

1 speke in prose, and let him rimes make.
And with that word, he with a sobre chei-e

Began his tale, and sayde, as ye shuU here.

THE MAN OF LAWES TALE.

O SCATHFUL harm, condition of poverte,

With thirst, with cold, with hunger so confounded,

To asken helpe thee shameth in thin hei-te,

If thou non ask, so sore art thou ywounded,

That veray nede unwrappeth al thy wound hid.

Maugre thin lied thou must for indigence

Or stele, or begge, or borwe thy dispence.

Thou blamest Crist, and sayst ful bitterly.

He misdeparteth richesse temporal ;

Thy neighebour thou witest sinfully.

And sayst, thou hast a litel, and he hath all

:

Pariay (sayst thou) somtime he reken shall,

Whan that his tayl shal brennen in the glede,

For he nought helpeth needful in hir nede.
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Herken what is the sentence of the wise,

Bet is to (lien tlian have indigence.

Thy selve iicighebdur wol tliee desjiise,

If tium be poure, farewel thv reverence.

Yet of tlie wise man take this sentence,

Alle the daycs of poure men ben wicke,

Beware therfore or thou come to that pricke.

If thou be poure, thy brother hateth thee,

And all thy fi-endes fleen fx-o thee, alas !

riche niarchants, ful of wele ben ye,

noble, o prudent folk, as in this cas,

Your bagges ben not filled with ambes as,

But with sis cink, that renneth for your chance
;

At Cristenmasse mery may ye dance.

Ye seken lond and sec for your winninges,

As wise folk ye knowen all th'estat

Of regnes, ye ben fathers of tidinges.

And tales, both of pees and of debat :

1 were right now of tales desolat,

N'ere that a marchant, gon in many a yore,

Me taught a tale, which that ye shuU here.

In Surrie whilom dwelt a compagnie
Of chapmen rich, and tlierto sad and tre^ve,

Q'hat wide where senten hir spicerie.

Clothes of gold, and satins richc of hewe.
Hir chaffare was so thriftly and so newe,
Tliat every wight hath deintee to chaffare

With hem, and eke to sellen hem hir ware.

Now fell it, that the maisters of that sort

Han shapen hem to Rome for to wende,
Were it for chapmanhood or for disport,

Non other message wold they thider sende.

But comen hemself to Rome, this is the ende :

And in swiche place as thought hem avantage
For hir entente, they taken hii" herbei-gage.

Sojourned han these marchants in that toun
A certain time, as fell to hir plesance :

And so befell, that the excellent renoun
Of the emperoures doughter dame Custance
Reported was, with every circumstance,

Unto these Surrien marchants, in swiche wise

• Fro day to day, as I shal you devise.

This was the eommun vols of every man :

Our emperour of Rome, God him se,

A doughter hath, that sin the world began.
To reken as wel hire goodnesse as beaute,

N'as never swiche another as is she :

I pray to God in honour hire sustene,

And wold she were of all Europe the queue.

In hire is high beaute withouten pride,

Youthe, withouten grenehed or folie :

To all hire werkes vertue is hire guide ;

Humblesse hath slaien in hire tyrannie :

She is mirrour of alle eurtesie,

Hire herte is veray chambre of holinessc.

Hire hond niinistre of fredom for almesse.

And al this vois was soth, as God is trewe.
But now to purpos let us turne agein.

These marchants han don fraught hir shippes newe,
And whan they han this blisful maiden sein,

Home to Surrie ben they went ful fayn.

And don hir nodes, as they han don yore.

And liven in vveie, I can say you no more.

Now fell it, that these marchants stood in grace
Of him that was the Soudan of Surrie :

For whan tlicy canu! from any strange place
Ho wold of his benigne eurtesie
Make hem good chere, and l>esily espie
Ti<liiigs of sundry regnes. for to Jere

The wonders that they mighte seen or here.

Amonges other thinges specially

These marchants han liim told of dame Custance
So grot noblesse, in ernest seriously,

That this Soudan Jiath caught so grct plesance
To han hire figure in his remembrance,
That all his lust, and all his besy cure
Was for to love hire, while his lif may dure.

Pnraventure in thilke largo book,
Which that men clepe the heven, ywriten was
With sterres, whan that he his birtlie took,

That he for love shuld han his deth, alas !

For in the sterres, elerer than is glas,

Is writen, God wot, who so coud it rede.

The deth of every man withouten drede.

In sterres many a winter therbeforn
Was writ the deth of Hector, Achilles,

Of Ponipey, Julius, or they were born
;

The strif of Thebes ; and of Hercules,

Of Sampson, Turnus, and of Socrates
The deth ; but mennes wittos ben so dull,

That no wight can wel rede it at the full.

This Soudan for his prive councel sent,

And shortly of this matere for to pace.

He hath to hem declared his entent,

And sayd liem certain, but he might liave grace
To han Custance, within a litel space.

He n'as but ded, and charged hem in hio

To shapen for his lif som remedie.

Diverse men, diverse thinges saidcn
;

They argumentes casten up and doun
;

Many a subtil reson forth they laiden ;

They speken of niagike, and abusion ;

But finally, as in conclusion.

They cannot seen in that non avantage,

Ne in non other w-ay, save uiariage.

Than saw they therin swiche diflicultee

By way of reson, for to speke all plain,

Because ther was swiche diversitee

Betwene hir bothe lawes, that they sayn,

They trowen that no cristen prince wold fayn

Wedden his child under our lawe swete,

That us was yeven by Mahound our prophete.

And he answered : Rather than I lese

Custance, I wol be cristened doutcles :

I mote ben hires, I may non other cliese,

I pray you hold your arguments in pees,

Savetli my lif, and beth not reccheles

To getten hire that hath my lif in cure,

For in this wo I may not long endure.

Whatnedeth grctcr dilatation ?

I say. by tretise and ambassatrie.

And by the popes mediation,

And all the chirche, and all the chevalricj

That in destruction of Maumetrie,

And in encrese of Cristes lawe dere,

They ben accorded so as ye may here ;



M CANTERBURY TALES. V. 4050—4704

How that the Souflan and his baronage,

And all his lieges sliuld ycristened be,

And he slial ban Custance in mariage.

And certain gold, I no't wlar qumtitee,

And hereto finden suffisant suretee.

'J'he same accord is sworne on eyther side
;

Now, fair Custance, almighty God thee gide.

Now wolden som men waiten, as I gesse,

That I shuld tellen all the purveiance.

The which that the emperour of his noblesse

Hath shapen for his doughter dame Custance.

Wei may men know that so gret ordinance

May no man tellen in a litel clause.

As was arraied for so high a cause.

Bishopes ben shapen with hire for to wende,

Lordes, ladies, and knightes of renoun.

And other folk ynow, this is the end.

And notified is thurghout al the toun.

That every wight with gret devotioun

Shuld prayen Crist, that he this m:anage
Receive in gi'ee, and spede this viage.

The day is comen of hire departing,

I say the woful day fatal is come.

That ther may be no longer tarying,

But forward they hem dressen all and some.

Custance, that was with sorwe all ovei'come,

Ful pale arist, and dresseth hire to wende.

For wel she seth ther u"is non other ende.

Alas ! what wonder is it though she wept ?

That shal be sent to straunge nation

Fro frendes, that so tendrely hire kept.

And to be bounde under subjection

Of on, she knoweth not his condition.

Housbondes ben all good, and ban beu yore,

That knowen wives, I dare say no more.

Fader, (she said) thy wretched child Custance,

Thy yonge doughter, fostered up so soft.

And ye, my moder, my soveraine plesance

Over all thing, (out taken Crist on loft)

Custance your child hire recommendeth oft

Unto your grace ; for I shal to Surrie,

Ne shal I never seen you more with eye.

Alas ! unto the Barbara nation

I muste gon, sin that it is your will :

But Crist, that stai'fe for our redemption.

So yeve me grace his hestes to fulfill,

I wretched woman no force though I spill ;

Women am borne to thraldom and penance,

And to ben under mannes governance.

I trow at Troye whan Pirrus brake the wall.

Or Uion brent, or Thebes the citee,

Ne at Rome for the harm thurgh Hannib.all,

That Romans hath venqueshed times three,

N'as herd swiche tendre weping for pitee.

As in the chambre was for hire parting,

But forth she mote, wheder she wepe or sing.

O firste moving cruel firmament.
With thy diurnal swegh that croudest ay,

And hurtlest all from Est til Occident,
That naturally wold hold another way

;

Thy crouding set the heven in swiche array
Au the beginning of this fiei'ce viage.

That cruel Mars hath slain this marriage.

Infortunat ascendent tortuous,

Of which the loi-d is helpeles fall, alas !

Out of his angle into the derkest hous.

Mars, o Atyzar, as in this cas ;

feble Mone, unhappy ben thy pas.

Thou knittest thee ther thou art not received,

Ther thou were wel fro thennes art thou weived.

Imprudent emperour of Rome, alas

!

Was ther no philosophre in al thy toun ?

Is no time bet than other in swiche cas 1

Of N iage is ther non electioun,

Namely to folk of high conditioun,

Nat whan a rcte is of a birth yknowe ?

Alas ! we ben to lewed, or to slow.

To ship is brought tliis woful faire maid
Solempnely, with every circumstance :

Now Jesu Crist be with you all, she said.

Ther n'is no more, but farewel fair Custance.

She peineth hire to make good countenance,

And forth I let hire sayle in this manere,
And turne I wol againe to my matere.

The mother of the Soudan, well of vices,

Espied hath hire sones pleine entente.

How he wol lete his olde sacrifices :

And right anon she for her conseil sente,

And they ben comen, to know what she mente.

And whan assembled was this folk in fere,

She set hire doun, and sayd as ye shul here.

Lordes, (she sayd) ye knowen everich on.

How that my sone in point is for to lete

The holy lawes of our Alkaron,

Yeven by Goddes messager Mahomete :

But on avow to grete God I hete.

The lif shal rather out of my body sterte,

Than Mahometes lawe out of myu herte.

What shuld us tiden of this newe lawe

But thraldom to our bodies and penance,

And afterward in belle to ben drawe,

For we i-eneied Mahound our creance ?

But, lordes, wol ye maken assurance,

As I shal say, assenting to my lore ?

And I shal make us sauf for evermore.

They sworen, and assented every man
To live with hire and die, and by hire stond :

And everich on, in the best wise he can.

To sti-engthen hire shal all his frendes fond.

And she hatli this emprise ytaken in bond,

Which ye shuU heren that I shal devise.

And to hem all she spake right in this wise.

We shul first feine us cristendom to take ;

Cold water shal not greve us but a lite :

And I shal swiche a feste and revel make.
That, as I trow, I shal the Soudan quite.

For tho his wif be cristened never so white,

She shal have nede to wash away the rede.

Though she a font of water with hire lede.

O Soudannesse, rote of iniquitee.

Virago thou Semyramee the second,

serpent under femininitee.

Like to the serpent depe in helle ybound

:

O feined woman, all that may confound
Vertue and innocence, thurgh thy malice.

Is bred in thee, as nest of every vice.
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Satliau envious, sin tliilke day
That thou were chased from our heritage,

Wei kuowest thou to woman the olde way.

Tliou niadest Eva bring us in servage,

Thou woit fVu'don this eriston riiariage :

Tliin iustrunuMit so (wahi wa the wliile !)

Makest thou of women whan thou wolt begile.

This Soudannesse,whom I thus blame and warrie.

Let prively hire conseil gon liii* way :

What shulJ I in this tale longer tarie ?

She rideth to tlie Soudan on a day,

And sayd him, that she wold reneie hii'e lay,

And cristendom of prestes hondes fong,

Repenting hii-e she hetheu was so long
;

Beseching him to don hire that honour,

That she might han the cristen folk to lest

:

To plesen hem I wol do my labour.

Tile Soudan saith, I wol don at your hest,

And kneliug, thanked hire of that request

;

So glad he was, he n'istc not what to say,

She kist hire sone, and home she goth hire way.

Arrived ben these cristen folk to londe

In Surrie, with a giet solempne route.

And hastily this Soudan sent his sonde,

First to his mother, and all the regne aboute.

And sayd, his wif was comen out of douto.

And praide hem for to riden again the quene,

The honour of his regne to sustene.

Gret was the presse, and riche was tli'array

Of Surriens and Romanes met in fere.

The mother of the Soudan riche and gay
Received hire with all so glad a chere.

As :iny mother might hire doughter dei-e

:

And to the nexte citee ther beside

A softe pas solempnely they ride.

Nought trow I, the triumpli of Julius,

Of which that Lucan niaketh swiche a host,

W'as realier, or more curious,

Than was th'assemblee of this blisful host

:

Butte this scorpion, tliis wicked gost.

The Soudannesse, for all hire flattering

Cast under this ful mortally to sting.

The Soudan cometh himself sone after this

So really, that wonder is to tell

:

And welcometh hii-e with alle joye and blis.

And thus in mirth and joye I let hem dwell.

The fruit of this raatere is that I tell.

Whan time came, men thought it for the best

That revel stint, and men go to hir rest.

The time come is, this olde Soudannesse
Ordeined hath the feste of whicli I tolde,

And to the feste cristen folk hem dresse
In general, ya bothe yonge and olde.

Ther may men fest and realtee beholde,

And deintees mo than I can you devise.

But all to dere. they bought it or they rise.

soden "wo, that ever art successour
To worldly blis, spreint is with bitterncsse

Th' ende of the joye of our worldly laboiu"

:

Wo occupieth the fyn of our gladnesse.

Herken this conseil for thy sikernesse

:

Lpon thy glade day have in thy minde
The uaware wo of harm, that cometh behinde.

For shortly for to tellen at a word.
The Siiuilan and the cristen everich on
Bon all to-hewe, and stiked at the bord,

Ikit it were only dame Cnstance alone.

This olilc .Soudannesse, ihis cursed crone,

ll:nh with hire fremUs don this cursed dedc,

For she hireself wold all the contree lede.

Ne ther was Sun-ien uon tliat was converted,

That of the conseil of the Soudan wot.

That he n'as all to-hewe, er he asterted

:

And Cnstance han they taken anon fote-hot.

And ill a ship all stereles (God wot)

They han hire set, and bidden hire lerne sayle

Out of Surrie againward to Itaille.

A certain trcsor that she thither ladde,

And sotli to sayn, vitaille gret ])lentee.

They han hire yoven, anil clothes eke ^lie hadde,

And forth she sayleth in the salte see :

O my Custance, ful of benignitee,

O emperoures yonge doughter dere,

He that is lord of fortune be thy stere.

She blesseth hire, and with ful pitous vois

Unto the crois of Crist thus sayde she,

O clere, o weleful auter, lioly crois,

Red of the lambes blood ful of pitee,

That wesh the world fro the old iniquitee,

Me fro the fende. and fro his clawes kepe,

That day that 1 shal drencheu in the depe.

Victorious tree,protection of trewe,

That only worthy were for to here

The king of heven, with his woundes iiewe,

The white lamb, that hurt was with a spere
;

Flemer of fendes, out of him and here

On which thy limnies faithfully extendeii.

Me kepe, and yeve me might my lif to amenden.

Yeres and dayes fleet this creature

Thurghout the see of Grece, unto the straite

Of Maroc, as it was hire aventure :

On many a sory mele now may she baite.

After hire detli ful often may she waite.

Or that the wilde waves wol hire drive

Unto the place ther as she shal arive.

Men mighten asken, why she was not slain I

Eke at the feste who might hire body save I

And 1 answer to that demand again.

Who saved Daniel in the horrible cave,

Ther every wight, save he, master or knave,

Was with the leon frette, or he asterte ?

No wight but God, that he bare in his herte.

God list to shew his wonderful miracle

In hire, for we shuld seen his mighty werkes :

Crist, which that is to every harm triacle,

By certain nienes oft, as knowen clerkes,

l/oth thing for certain ende, that ful derke is

To maimes wit, that for our ignorance

Ne can nat know his prudent purveiance.

Now sith she was not at the feste yslawe.

Who kepte hire fro the drenching in the see f

Who kepte Joiias in the fishes niawe,

Til he was spouted up at Ninivee ?

Wei may men know, it was no wight but he

That kept the peple Ebraike fro drenching.

With drye feet thurghout the see passiug.
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Who bade the foure spirits of tempest,

That power han to anoyen loud and see,

Both north and south, and also west and est,

Anoyen neyther see, ne lond, ne tree ?

Sothly the commander of that was he

That fro the tempest ay this woman kepte.

As wel whan she awoke as whan she slepte.

Wher might this woman mete and drinke have ?

Three yi i"e and more, liow lasteth hire.vitaille ?

Who fed the Egyptian Mary in the cave

Or in desei't ? no wight but Crist sans faille.

Five thousand folk it was as gret marvaille

With loves five and fishes two to fede :

God sent his foyson at hire grete nede.

She driveth foi-th into our Ocean
Thurghout our wide see, til at the last

Under an hold, that nempnen I ne can,

Fer in Northumberlond, the wave hire cast,

And in the sand hire ship stilted so fast,

That thennes wolde it not in all a tide :

The wille of Crist was that she shulde abide.

The constable of the castle doun is fare

To seen this wrecke, and al the ship he sought,

And fond this wery woman ful of care
;

He fond also the tresour that she brought :

In hire langage mercy she besought.

The lif out of hire body for to twinne.

Hire to deliver of wo that she was inne.

A maner Latin corrupt was hire speche.

But algate therby was she understonde.

The constable, whan him list no lenger seche,

This woful woman brought he to the londe.

She kneleth doun, and thanketh Goddes sonde
;

But what she was, she wolde no man seye

For foule ne faire, though that she shulde deye.

She said, she was so mased in the see,

That she forgate hire minde, by hire trouth.

The constable hath of hir so gret pitee

And eke his wif, that they wepen for routh :

She was so diligent withouten slouth

To serve and jilesen everich in that place.

That all hire love, that loken in hire face.

The constable and dame Hermegild his wif
Were payenes, and that contree every wher

;

But Hermegild loved Custance as hire lif

;

And Custance hath so long sojourned ther

In orisons, with many a bitter tere.

Til Jesu hath converted thurgh his grace
Dame Hermegild, constablesse of that place.

In all that lond no cristen dorste route
;

All ci'isten folk ben fled fro that contree

Thurgh payenes, that coiiquereden all aboute
The plages of the North by lond and see.

To Wales fled the cristianitee

Of olde Bretons, dwelling in this ile ;

Ther was hir refuge for the mene while.

But yet n'ere cristen Bretons so exiled.

That ther n'ere som which in hir privitee

Honoured Crist, and hethen folk begiled
;

And neigh the castle swiche ther dwelten three

:

That on of hem was blind, and might not see,

But it were with thilke eyen of his minde,
With which men mowen see whan they ben blinde.

Bright was the sonne, as in that sommers day,

For which the constable and his wif also

And Custance, han ytake the righte way
Toward the see, a furlong way or two.

To plaien, and to romen to and fro
;

And in hir walk this blinde man they mette,
Croked and olde, with eyen fast yshette.

In the name of Crist (cried this blinde Breton)
Dame Hermegild, yeve me my sight again.

This lady wexe afraied of that soun.

Lest that hire husbond, shortly for to sain.

Wold hire for Jesu Cristes love have slain.

Til Custance made hire bold, and bad hire werche

'

The will of Crist, as doughter of holy cherche.

The constable wexe abashed of that sight.

And sayde ; What amounteth all this fare ?

Custance answerd ; Sire, it is Cristes might.

That helpeth folk out of the fendes snare ;

And so ferforth she gan our lay declare.

That she the constable, er that it were eve.

Converted, and on Crist made him beleve.

This constable was not lord of the place

Of which I speke, ther as he Custance fond,

But kept it strongly many a winter space.

Under Alia, king of Northumberlond,
That was ful wise, and worthy of his bond
Againe the Scottes, as men may wel here

;

But tourne I wol againe to my matere.

Sathan, that ever us waiteth to begile.

Saw of Custance all hire perfectioun.

And cast anon how he might quite hire while,

And made a yonge knight, that dwelt in that toun,

Love hire so bote of foule aff'ectioun.

That veraily him thought that he shuld spille,

But be of hire might ones han his wille.

He woeth hire, but it availeth nought.

She wolde do no sinne by no wey :

And for despit, he compas.sed his thouglii

To maken hire on shameful deth to dey.

He waiteth whan the constable is away.
And prively upon a night he crepte

In Hermegildes chambre while she slepte.

Wery, forwaked in hire orisons,

Slepeth Custance, and Hermegilde also.

This knight, thurgh Sathauas temptations.

All softely is to the bed ygo,

And cut the throte of Hermegilde atwo,

And layd the blody knif by dame Custance,

And went his way, ther God yeve him mischance.

Sone after cometh this constable home again,

And eke Alia, that king was of that lond.

And saw his wife despitously yslain.

For which ful oft he wept and wrong his hond ;

And in the bed the blody knif he fond
By dame Custance, alas ! what might she say ?

For veray wo hii-e wit was all away.

To king Alia was told all this mischance.
And eke the time, and wher, and in what wise,

That in a ship was fonden this Custance,
As here before ye han herd me devise :

The kinges herte of pitee gan agrise,

Whan he saw so benigne a creature
Falle in disese and iu misaventure.
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For as the lamb toward liis deth is broujjht,

So stant this iniiocc-iit befoni the king :

This false knight, that hath this tresoii wrought,

Bereth hire in hond that she hath don this thing :

But natheles ther was gret murmuring
Among the peple, and sayn they cannot gesse

Th:it she had dou so gret a wickcduesse.

For they han seen hire ever so vertuous,

And loving Hermegild right as hire lif

:

Of this bare witnesse everich in that hous,

Save he that Hermegild slow with his knif :

This gentil king hath caught a grot motif

Of this witness, and thought he wold enquere

Deper in this cas, trouthe for to lere.

Alas ! Custance, thou hast no cliampioii,

Ne fighten canst thou not, so wala wa !

But he that starf for our redemption.

And bond Sathan, and \et lith ther he lay,

So be thy stronge champion this day :

For but if Crist on thee miracle kitlie,

Withouten gilt thou shalt be slaiue as swithe.

She set hire doun on knees, and thus she sayde

;

Immortal God, that savedest Susanne ,

Fro false blame, and thou merciful mayde,
Mary I mene, doughter to seint Anne,
Beforn whos child angels singeu Osaune,

If I be gilteles of this felonie.

My socour be, or elles shal 1 die.

Have ye not seen somtime a pale face

(Among a prees) of him that hath ben lad

Toward his deth, wher as he geteth no grace.

And swiche a colour in his face hath had.

Men mightcn know him that was so bestad,

Amonges all the faces in that route,

So stant Custance, and loketh hire aboute.

O queues living in prosperitee,

Duchesses, and ye ladies everich on,

Haveth som routlie on hire adversitee
;

An emjieroures doughter stant alone
;

She hath no wight to whom to make hire mone
;

blood real, that stondest in this drede,

Fer ben thy frendes iu thy grete nede.

This Alia king hath swiche compassioun,
As gentil herte is fulfilled of pitee.

That fro his even ran the water doun.
Now hastily do feeche a book, quod he

;

And if this knight wol swercn, how that she
This woman slow, yet wol we us avise,

Whom that we wol that shal ben our justice.

A. Breton book, written with Evangiles,
Was fet, and on this book he swore anou
She giltif was, and in the mene whiles

An hond him smote upon the nekke bone.
That doun he fell at ones as a stone :

And both his eyen brost out of his face

In sight of every body in that place.

A vois was herd, in general audience,

That sayd; Thou liast desclandred gilteles

The doughter of holy chirche in high presence ;

Thus hast thou don, and yet hold I my pees.
Of this mervaille agast was all the prees,

As mased folk they stonden everich on
For drede of wreche, save Custance alone.

Gret was the drede and eke the repentance

Of liem that hadden wronge suspectiou

Upon this sely innocent Custance ;

And for this miracle, in conclusion,

And by Custances mediation.

The king, and many another in that place.

Converted was, thanked be Cristes grace.

This false knight was slain for his unti'outlio

By jugement of Alia hastily ;

And yet Custance had of his deth gret routhe ;

And after this Jesus of his mercy
Made Alia wedden ful solemi)nely

This holy woman, that is so bright and sheno.

And thus hath Crist ymade Custance a queue.

But who was woful (if I shal not lie)

Of this wedding but Donegild and no mo.
The kinges mother, ful of tyrannie ?

Hire thoughte hire cursed herte brast atwo
;

She wolde not that hire sone had do so ;

Hire thoughte a despit, that he shulde taUo

So strange a creature unto his make.

Me list not of the chaf ne of the stre

Maken so long a tale, as of the corn.

What shulde I tellen of the realtee

Of this mariage, or which cours goth beforn,

Who bloweth in a tronipe or in an horn ?

The fruit of every tale is for to say ;

They ete and drinke, and dance, and sing, and play.

They gon to bed, as it was skill and right, «

For though that wives ben ful holy thinges.

They mosten take in patience a night

Swiche maner necessaries, as ben ])lesinges

To folk that han ywedded hem with ringes,

And lay a lite hir holinesse aside

As for the time, it may no bet betide.

On hire he gat a knave childe anon,

And to a bishop, and his constable eke

He toke his wif to kepe, whan he is gon

To Scotland ward, his fomen for to seke.

Now faire Custance, that is so huml>le and meke,

So long is gon with childe til that still

She halt hire chambre, abiding Cristes will.

The time is come, a knave child she berc ;

Mauricius at the fontstone they him calle.

This constable doth forth come a messager.

And wrote unto his king that cleped was Alle,

How that this blisful tiding is befallc.

And other tidings spedeful for to say.

He hath the lettre, and forth he goth hi^ way.

This messager, to don his avantage.

Unto the kinges mother ridetli swithe,

And salueth hire ful faire in his laiigagc.

Madame, quod he, ye may be glad and blithe,

And thanken God an hundred thousand sithe ;

My lady quene hath child, withouten doute.

To joye' and blisse of all this regne aboute.

Lo here the lettre seled of this thing.

That I most here in all the hast I may

:

If ye wol ought unto your sone the king,

I am your servant bothe night and day.

Doncgilde answerd. As now at this time nay
;

But here I wol all night thou take tiiy rest,

To-morwe wol I sav thee what me lest.
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This niessagei" drank sadly ale and wine,

And stolen were his lettres prively

Out of his box, while he slept as a swine ;

And eontrcfeted was fu! subtilly

Another lettre, wrought ful sinfully,

Unto the king directe of this matere

Fro his constable, as ye shal after here.

This lettre spake, the quene delivered was
Of so horrible a fendliehe creature,

That in the castle non so hardy was
That any while dorste therein endure :

The mother was an elfe by aventure

Yeome, b}' charmes or by sorcerie,

And everich man hatetli hire compagnie.

Wo was this king wjian he this lettre had sein,

But to no wight he told his sorwes sore,

But of his owen hand he wrote again
;

Welcome the sonde of Crist for evermore

To me, that am now lerned in this loi'e :

Lord, iveieome be thy lust and thy plesauce,

My lust I put all in thyn ordinance.

Kepeth this child, al be it foule or faire,

And eke my w if, unto min hcime coming :

Crist whai him list may senden me an heire,

More agreable than this to my liking.

This lettre iie seled, prively weping.

Which to the messager was taken sone,

And forth he goth, ther is no more to done.

messager, fulfilled of dronkenesse.

Strong is thy breth, thy limmes faltren ay.

And thou bewreiest alle secrenesse ;

Thy mind is loi-ne, thou janglest as a jay ;

Thy face is tourned in a new array ;

Ther dronkenesse regneth in any route,

Ther is no conseil hid withouten doute.

O Donegild, I ne have non English digne

Unto thy malice, and thy tirannie :

And therfore to the fende I thee resigne,

Let him enditen of thy traitorie.

Fy mannish, fy ; o nay by God I lie ;

Fy fendliehe spirit, for I dare wel telle,

Though thou here walke, thy spirit is in helle.

This messager cometh fro the king again.

And at the kinges modres court he light,

And she was of this messager ful fayn,

And plesed him in all that ever she might.

He dranke, and wel his girdel underpight
;

He slepeth, and he snoreth in his gise

All night, until the sonne gan arise.

Eft were his lettres stolen everich on,

And contrefeted lettres in this wise.

The king commanded his constable anon
Up peine of hanging and of high jewise,

That he ne shulde soffren in no wise

Custauce within his regne for to abide
Three dales, and a quarter of a tide ;

But in the same ship as he hire fond,

Hire and hire yonge sone, and all hire gere
He shulde put, and croude hire fro the lend,

And charge hire, that she never eft come there.

my Custance, wel may thy ghost have fere.

And sl-eping in thy drenie ben in penance,
Wlian Donegild cast all this oi-dinanuc.

This messager on morwe whan he awoke,
Unto the castel halt the nexte way

;

And to the constable he the lettre toke ;

And whan that he this pitous lettre sey,

Ful oft he sayd alas, and wala wa
;

Lord Crist, quod he, how may this world endure 1

So ful of sinne is many a creature.

mighty God, if that it be thy will,

Sin thou art rightful juge, how may it be
That thou wolt soffren innocence to spill,

And wicked folk regne in prosperitee ?

A good Custance, alas ! so wo is me.
That I mote be thy turmentour, or dey
On shames deth, ther is non other wey.

Wepen both yong and old in al tliat place,

Whan that the king this cursed lettre sent :

And Custance with a dedly pale face

The fourthe day toward the ship she went

:

But natheles she taketh in good entent
The will of Crist, and kneling on the strond

She sayde, Lord, ay welcome be thy sond.

He that me kepte fro the false blame.
While I was in the lond amonges you,

He can me kepe fro harme and eke fro shame
In the salt see, although I se not how :

As strong as ever lie was, he is yet now.
In him trust I, and in his mother dere.

That is to me my sail and eke my stere.

Hire litel child lay weping in hire ami,
And kneling pitously to him she said.

Pees, litel sone, I wol do thee no harm •

With that hire couverchief of hire hed she braid,

And over his litel ej-en she it laid,

And in hii'e arme she lulleth it ful fast.

And into the heven hire eyen up she cast.

Mother, quod she, and mayden bright Marie,
Soth is, that thurgh womannes eggement
Mankind was lorne, and damned ay to die,

For which thy child was on a crois yreut :

Thy blisful eyen saw all his turment.
Than is ther no comparison betwene
Thy wo, and any wo man may sustene.

Thou saw thy child yslain before thin eyen.

And yet now liveth my litel child parfay :

Now, lady bright, to whom all woful crien,

Thou glory of woinanhed, thou faire may.
Thou haven of refute, bright sterre of day,

Rew on my child, that of thy gentillesse

Rawest on every rewful in distresse.

O litel child, alas ! what is thy gilt.

That never wroughtest sinne as yet parde ?

Why wol thin harde father have thee spilt ?

mercy, dere constable, (quod she)

As let my litel child dwell here with thee :

And if tiiou darst not saven him fro blame,

So kisse him ones in his fadres name.

Therwith she loketh backward to the loud,

And saide ; Farewel, housbond routheles !

And up she rist, and walketh doun the strond

Toward the ship, hire foloweth all the prees :

And ever she praieth hire child to hold his pees.

And taketh hire leve, and with an holy entent

She blesseth hire, and into the ship she went.
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Vitailled was tl;e ship, it is no dredc,

Ilabimdaiitly for hire a ful long space :

And other necessaries that shuld nedc
She had ynow, licried be Goddcs grace :

For wind and \vet]ior, ahnii,'hty God purcliaee,

Aiid bring iiirc home, I can no better sjiy,

But in the see she driveth forth hire way.

Alia the king cometh home sone after this

Unto liis castel, of the whicli I told,

And asketli wlier his wif and his child is ;

The constable gan about his lierte cold.

And plainly all the niatcre he him told

As ye han herd, I can tell it no better,

And sliewed the king his sole and his letter ;

And sayde ; Lord, as ye commanded me
Up peine of deth, so have I don certain.

This messager turmented was, til he
Moste beknowe, and tellen plat and plain,

Fro night to night in what place he had lain .

And thus by wit and subtil en<[ucring

Imagined was by whom this harm gan spring.

The hand was knowen that the lottre wrote,

And all the venime of this cursed dcde

;

But in what wise, certainly I n'ot.

The effect is this, that Alia out of drede

His moder slew, that moun men plainly rede,

For that she traitour was to hire ligeance :

Thus endeth this old Donegild with meschance.

The sorwe that this Alia night and day
Maketh for his wif and for his child also,

Ther is no tonge that it tellen may.
But now wol I agen to Custance go,

That fleteth in the see in peine and wo
Five yere and more, as liked Cristes sonde,

Or that hire ship approched to the londe.

Under an hethen castel at the last,

(Of whidi the name in my text 1 not find)

Custance and eke hire child the see up cast.

Almighty God, that saved all maiikind,

Have on Custance and on hire child som mind,
Tiiat fallen is in hethen bond eftsone

In point to spill, as I shal tell you sone.

Douu fro the castel cometh ther many a wight
To gauren on this ship, and on Custance :

But shortly fro the castel on a night.

The lordes steward (God yeve him meschanoe)
A theef, that had rcneyed our creance.
Came into the ship alone, and said, he wolde
Hire lemman be, whether she wolde or n'oldc.

Wo was this wTetched woman tho begon.
Hire childe cried, and she cried pitously :

But blisful Mary halpe hire right anon,
For with hire strogling wel and mightily
The theef fell over bord al sodenly.

And in the see he drenched for vengeance.
And thus hath Crist unwemmed kept CustaLce.

fonle lust of luxnrie, lo thin ende,

Nat only that Lhou faintest mannes mind,

J

But veraily thou wolt his body shende.

1 Th'ende of thy werk, or of thy lustes blind.

Is complaining : how many may men find.

That not for werk somtime, but for tb'entent

To don tins sinne, ben other slain or shent.

How may this weke woman lian the strength
Hire to defeml again this renogate ?

Golias, uinnesurable of length.

How mighto David maken thee so mate ?

So yonge. and of arniure so desolate,

How doi-st he loke upon thy ilredfu! face ?

Wel may men seen it was but Goddes grace.

Who yaf Judith coragc or hardinesse
To sleen him Holofernes in his tent.

And to deliver out of wretciiednosse

The peple of God ? 1 say for this entent,

That right as God s])irit of vigour sent
To hem, and saved hem out of meschance.
So sent he niiglit and vigour to Custance.

Forth goth hire ship thurgh-out the narwe mouth
Of Jubaitare and Septe, driving ahvay,

Somtime West, and somtime North and South,
And somtime Est, ful many a wery day :

Til Cristes moder (blessed be slie ay)
Hath shapen thurgh hire cndeles goodnesse
To make an end of all hire lievinesse.

Now let us stint of Custance but a throw,

And speke we of the Romane empei'our.

That out of Sui-rie hath by Icttres knowe
The slaughter of cristen folk, and dishonour
Don to his doughter by a false traitour,

1 mene the cursed wicked Soudannesse,

That at the fest let sleen both more and lesse.

For which this emperour hath sent anon
His senatour, with real ordinance,

And other lordes, God wote, many on,

On Surriens to taken high vengeance ;

They brennen, sleen, and bring hem to meschance
Ful many a day : but shortly this is th'end^,

Homward to Rome they shapen hem to wende.

This senatour repaireth with victorie

To Rome ward sayling ful really,

And met the ship driving, as saith the storie,

In which Custance sitteth ful pitously :

Nothing ne knew he what she was, ne why
She was in swiche array, ne she wil sey

Of hire estat, though that she shulde dey.

He bringeth hire to Rome, and to his wif

He yaf hire, and hire yonge sone also :

And with the senatour she lad hire lif,

Tims can our lady bringen out of wo
Woful Custance, and many another mo :

And longe time dwelled she in that jilace.

In holy werkes ever, as was hire grace.

The senatoures wif her aunte was.

But for all that she knew hire never the more :

I wol no longer tarion in this cas.

But to king Alia, which I spake of yore.

That for his wif wepeth and siketh sore,

I wol returne, and let I wol Custance

Under the senatoures governance.

King Alia, which that had his moder slain.

Upon a day fell in swiche repentance.

That if I shortly tellen shal and plain,

To Rome he cometh to receive his penance.

And putte him in the popes ordinance

In high and low, and Jesu Crist besought,

Foryeve his wicked werkes that he had wrouglit.
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The fame anoa thurghout the toun is born,

How Alia king shal come on pilgrunage,

By herbergeours that wenten him beforn,

For which the senatour, as was usage,

Rode him againe, and many of his linage.

As wel to shewen his high magnificence,

As to don any king a reverence.

Gret chere doth this noble senatour

To king Alia, and he to him also
;

Everich of hem doth other gret honour
;

A nd so befell, that in a day or two
This senatour is to king Alia go
To fest, and shortly, if 1 shal not lie,

Custances sone went in his compagnie.

Som men wold sain at requeste of Custance

This senatour hath lad this child to feste :

I may not tellen evei'y circumstance,

Be as be may, ther was he at the leste :

But soth is this, that at his mothers heste

Beforn Alia, during the metes space,

The child stood, loking in the kiuges face.

This Alia king hath of this child gret wonder.

And to the senatour he said anon,
Whos is that faire child that stondeth yonder 1

I no't, quod he, by God and by Seint John ;

A moder he hath, but fader hath he non.

That 1 of wote : but shortly in a stound

He told Alia how that this child was found.

But God wot, quod this senatour also,

.

So vertuous a liver in all my lif

Ne saw I never, as she, ne herd of mo
Of worldly woman, maiden, widewe or wif :

I dare wel sayn hire hadde lever a knif

Thurghout hire brest, than ben a woman wikke,

Ther is no man coude bring hire to that prikke.

Now was this child as like unto Custance
As possible is a creature to be :

This Alia hath the face in remembrance
Of dame Custance, and theron mused he.

If that the childes moder were aught she
That is his wif, and prively he sighte,

And sped him fro the table that he mighte.

Parfay, thought he, fantome is in min hed.

I ought to deme of skilful jugement,
That in the salte see my wif is ded.

And afterward he made his argument

;

What wot I, if that Crist have hider sent

My wif by see, as wel as he hii-e lent

To my contree, fro thennes that she went ?

And after noon home with the senatour

Goth Alia, for to see this wonder chance.

This senatour doth Alia gret honour,

And hastily he sent after Custance :

But trusteth wel, hire luste not to dance.

Whan that she wiste wherfore was that sonde,

Unnethe upon hire feet she mighte stonde.

Whan Alia saw his wif, faire he hire grette.

And wept, that it was routhe for to see,

For at the firste look he on hire sette

He knew wel veraily that it was she :

And she for sorwe, as domb stant as a tree :

So was hire herte shette in hire distresse,

Whan she remembered his unkindenesse.

Twies she swouneth in his owen sight.

He wepeth and him excuseth pitously :

Now God, quod he, and all his halwes bright

So wisly on my soule as have mercy,
That of youre harme as gilteles am I,

As is Maurice my sone, so like your face,

Elles the fend rae fetche out of this place.

Long was the sobbing and the bitter peine.

Or that hu' woful hertes mighten cese,

Gret was the pitee for to here hem pleine,

Thurgh whiche pleintes gan hir wo encrese.

I pray you all my labour to relese,

I may not tell hir wo until to-morwe,
I am so wery for to speke of sorwe.

But finally, whan that the soth is wist.

That Alia gilteles was of hire wo,
I trow an hundred times han they kist.

And swiche a blisse is ther betwix hem two.

That save the joye that lasteth evermo,
Ther is non like, that any creature
Hath seen or shal, while that the world may dure.

Tho praied she hire husbond mekely
In releef of hire longe pitous pine,

That he wold pray hire fader specially,

That of his magestee he wold encline

To vouchesauf som day with him to dine :

She praied him eke, he shulde by no way
Unto hire fader no word of hire say.

Som men wold sayn, how that the child Maurice
Doth this message until this emperour :

But as I gesse. Alia was not so nice.

To him that is so soveraine of honour,
As he that is of cristen folk the flour.

Send any child, but it is bet to deme
He went himself, and so it may wel seme.

This emperour hath granted gentilly

To come to dinner, as he him besoughte :

And wel rede I, he loked besily

Upon this child, and on his doughter thought.

Alia goth to his inne, and as him ought
Arraied for this feste in every wise.

As ferforth as his conning may suflice.

The morwe came, and Alia gan him dresse,

And eke his wif, this emperour to mete :

And forth they ride in joye and in gladnesse,

And whan she saw hire fader in the strete.

She light adoun and falleth him to fete.

Fader, quod she, your yonge child Custance
Is now ful clene out of your remembrance.

I am your doughter, your Custance, quod slie,

That whilom ye han sent into Surrie
;

It am I, fader, that in the salte see

Was put alone, and dampned for to die.

Now, goode fader, I you mercy crie,

Send me no more into non hethenesse.

But thanketh my lord here of his kindenesse.

Who can the pitous joye tellen all

Betwix hem thre, sin they ben thus ymette ?

But of my tale make an ende I shal.

The day goth fast, I wol no longer lette.

Thise glade folk to dinner ben ysette.

In joy and blisse at mete I let hem dwell,

A thousand fold wel more than I can tell.
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Tliis child Maurice was sitlicn emperour
Made by the pope, and lived cristeiily.

To Cristes chirche did ho gret honour :

But I let all his storie passeu by,

Of Custance is my tale sjiecially,

In the olde Roinane f;t'stes men may find

Maurices lif, 1 here it not in mind.

This king Alia, whan he his time sey,

With his Custance, his lioly wif so swete,

To Englond ben they come the righte wey,

Ther as they live in joye and in ([uiete.

But iitel while it lasteth I you hete,

Joye of this world for time wol not abide,

Fro day to uight it changeth as the tide.

Who lived ever in swiche delite o day,

That him ne moved other conscience,

Or ire, or talent, or som kin affray,

Envie, or pride, or passion, or offence ?

I ne say but for this end this sentence,

That Iitel while in joye or in plesance

Lasteth the blisse of Alia with Custance.

For doth, that tikcth of hie and low his rente,

Whan passed was a yere, even as I gesse.

Out of this world this kinsj Alia he heiite,

For whom Custance hath ful grot lievinesse.

Now let us praien God his soule blesse :

And danio Custance, finally to say.

Toward tiie toun of Rome goth hire way.

To Rome is come this holy creature,

And findcth tlier hire frendes hole and sound :

Now is she scaped all hire avonture :

And whan that she Jiire fader hath yfound.
Doun on hire knees falleth siie to ground,
Weping for tendernesse in herte blithe

She herieth God an hundred thousand sithe.

In vertuc and in holy almessc dede
They liven alio, and never asonder wende ;

Till deth departeth hem, this lif they lede :

And fareth now wel, my tale is at an ende.

Now Jcsu Crist, that of his miglit may sende

Joye after wo, governe us in his grace,

And kepe us alle that ben in this place.

THE WIF OF BATHES TALE.

THE WIF OF BATHES PROLOGUE.

Experience, though non auctoritee

Were in this world, is right ynough for me
To spoke of wo that is in mariage :

For, lordings, sin 1 twelf yere was of age,

(Thanked be God that is eterne on live)

Husbondes at chirche dore have I had five,

(If I so often might han wedded be)
And all were worthy men in hir degree.
But me was told, not longe time agon is.

That sitiien Crist ne went never but onis

To wedding, in the Cane of Galilee,

That by that ilke ensample taught he me.
That I ne shulde wedded be but ones.

Lo, herke eke, which a sharpe word for the nones,
Beside a welle Jesu, God and man.
Spake in reprefe of the Samaritan :

Thou hast yhaddc five husbonds, sayde he ;

And thilke man, that now hath wedded thee.
Is not thyn husbond : thus said he certain

;

What that he ment therby, I can not sain.

But that I aske, why tliat the fifthe man
Was non husbond to the Samaritan ?

How many might she have in mariage ?

Yet herd 1 never tellen in min age
Upon this noumbre diffinitioun ;

Men may devine, and glosen up and doun.
But wel I wot, expresse withoutcn lie

God bad us for to wexand multiplie
;

That gentil text can I wel understond.
Eke wel I wot, he sayd, that min husbond
Shuld leve fader and moder, and take to me ;

But of no noumbre mention made he,

Of bigamie or of octogaraie
;

Why shuld men than speke of it vilanie s

Lo here the wise King Dan Salomon,

I trow he hadde wives mo than on,

(As wolde God it leful were to me
To be refreshed half so oft as he)

Which a gift of God had he for alle his wives?

No man hath swiche, that in this world on live is.

God wot, this noble king, as to my witte.

The firste night had many a mery fitte

With echo of hem, so wel was him on live.

Blessed be God that I have wedded five,

Welcome the sixthe whan that ever he shall.

For sith I wol not kepe me chaste in all,

Wlian min husbond is fro the world ygon,

Som cristen man shal weddcn me anon.

For than the apostle saith, that I am fre

To wedde, a' goddes half, wher it likcth me.

He saith, that to be wedded is no sinne ;

Better is to be wedded than to brinne.

What rckketh nie though folk say vilanie

Of shrewed Lamcch, and his bigamie ?

I wot wel Abraham was an holy man.

And Jacob eke, as for as ever I can.

And eche of hem had wives mo than two.

And many another holy man also.

Wher can ye seen in any manor age

That highoGod defended mariage

By expresse word ? 1 pray you telleth nie,

Or wher commanded he virginitee ?

I wot as wel as ye, it is no drede.

The apostle, whan ho spake of maidenhede.

He said, that precept therof had he non :

Men may conseille a woman to ben on.

But conseilling is no commandement
;

He put it in our oAvcn jugoment.

For hadde God commanded maidenhede,

Than had he dampncd wedding out of drede
;

And certes, if ther were no sede ysowe,

Virginitee than wherof shuld it growe ?
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Poule dorste not commauden at the lest

A thing, of which his maister yaf non hest.

The dart is sette up for virginitee,

Catch who so may, who reuneth best let see.

But this word is not take of every wight,

But ther as God wol yeve it of his might.

I wot wel that the ajjostle was a maid,

But natheles, though that he wrote and said,

He wold that every wight were swiche as he.

All n'is but copseil to virginitee.

And for to ben a wif he yaf me leve,

Of indulgence, so n'is it non repreve

To wedden me, if that my make die,

Withoute exception of bigamie
;

All were it good no woman for to touche,

(He ment as in his bed or in his couche)

For peril is both fire and tow to assemble

;

Ye know what this ensample may resemble.

This is all and som, he held virginitee

More parfit than wedding in freeltee
:'

(Freeltee clepe I, but if that he and she

Wold lede hir lives all in chastitee)

I graunt it wel, I have of non envie,

Who maidenhed preferre to bigamie
;

It liketh hem to be clene in body and gost :

Of min estat I wol not maken bost.

For wel ye know, a lord in his houshold

Ne hath nat every vessell all of gold :

Som ben of tree ; and don hir lord service.

God clepetli folk to him in sondry wise.

And everich hath of God a propre gift,

Som this, som that, as that him liketh shift.

Virginitee is gret perfection.

And continence eke with devotion :

But Crist, that of perfection is welle,

JN e bade not every wight he shulde go selle

All that he had, and yeve it to the poure,

And in swiche wise folow him and his lore :

He spake to hem that wold live parfitly,

And, lordings, (by your leve) that am nat I ;

I wol bestow the flour of all myn age
In th' actes and the fruit of mariage.

Tell me also, to what conclusion

Were membres made of generation,

And of so parfit wise a wight ywrought ?

Trusteth me wel, they were nat made for nought.

Glose who so wol, and say bothe up and doun,

That they were made for purgatioun

Of urine, and of other thinges smale.

And eke to know a female from a male :

And for non other cause 5 say ye no i

The experience wot wel it is not so.

So that the clerkes be not with me wroth,

I say tin's, that they maked ben for both,

This is to sayn, for office, and for ese

Of engendrure, ther we not God displese.

Why shuld men elles in hir bookes sette.

That man shal yelden to his wif hire dette ?

Now wherwith shuld he make his payement.
If he ne used his sely instrument ?

Than were they made upon a creature

To purge urine, and eke for engendrure.
But I say not that every wight is hold.

That hath swiche harneis as I to you told.

To gon and usen hem in engendrure
;

Than shuld men take of chastitee no cure.

Crist was a maide, and shapen as a man,
And many a seint, sith that this world began,
Yet lived they ever in parfit chastitee.

I ri'ill envie with no virginitee.

Let hem with bred of pured whete be fed,

And let us wives eten barly bred.

And yet with barly bred, Mark tellen can,
Our Lord Jesu refreshed many a man.
In swiche estat as God hath cleped us,

I wol persever, I n'am not precious,

In wifhode wol I use min insti'ument

As frely as my maker hath it sent.

If I be dangerous God yeve me sorwe,
Min husbond shal it have both even and morwe,
Whan that hira list come forth and pay his dette.

An husbond wol I have, I wol not lette,

Which shal be both my dettour and my thrall.

And have his tribulation withall

Upon his tiesh, while that I am his wif.

I have the power during all my lif

Upon his propre body, and nat he ;

Right thus the ajiostle told it unto me,
And bad our husbonds for to love us wel

;

All this sentence me liketh every del.

Up stert the pardoner, and that anon
;

Now, dame, quod he, by God and by Seint John,
Ye ben a noble pft-echour in this cas.

I was about to wed a wif, alas !

What ? shuld I bie it on my flesh so dere ?

Yet had I lever wed no wif to-yere.

Abide, quod she, my tale is hot begonne.
Nay, thou shalt drinken of another tonne
Er that I go, shal savour worse, than ale.

And whan that I have told thee forth my tale

Of tribulation in mariage,
Of which I am expert in all min age,

(This is to sayn, myself hath ben the whippe)
Than maiest thou chesen wheder thou wolt sippe

Of thilke tonne, that I shal abroche.

Beware of it, er thou to neigh approche.
For I shal tell ensamples mo than ten

:

Who so that n'ill beware by other men
By him shal other men corrected be :

Thise same wordes writeth Ptholomee,
Rede in his Almageste, and take it there.

Dame, I wold pray you, if your will it were,

Sayde this pardoner, as ye began.

Tell forth youi* tale, and spareth for no man,
And techeth us yonge men of your practike.

Gladly, quod she, sin that it may you like.

But that I pray to all this compagnie.
If that I speke after my fantasie.

As taketh not a greefe of that I say.

For min entente is not but for to play.

Now, sires, than wol I tell you forth my tale.

As ever mote I drinken win or ale

I shal say soth, the husbondes that I had
As three of hem were good, and two were bad
The three were goode men and riche and olde.

Unethes mighten they the statute holde.

In which that they were bounden unto me.
Ye wot wel what I mene of this parde.

As God me helpe, I laugh whan that I thinke,

How pitously a-night I made hem swinke,

But by my fay, I tolde of it no store

:

They had me yeven hir lond and hir tresore,

Me neded not do lenger diligence

To win hii' love, or don hem reverence.

They loved me so wel by God above,

That 1 ne tolde no deintee of hir love.

A wise woman wol besie hire ever in on
To geten hir love, ther as she hath non.

But sith I had hem holly in min bond,

And that they hadde yeven me all hir lond,
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What shuld I taken kepe hem for to plese,

But it were for my profit, or miii ese 1

I set hem so a-werke by ray fay,

That many a night they songen wala \va.

The haeou was not fet for hem, I trow.

That som men have in Essex at Donmow.
I governed hem so wel after my hiwe,

Tiiat eclie of hem ful blisful was and fawe

To bringen me gay thinges fro the feyre.

They were ful glade whan I spake hem fayre,

For God it wot, I chidde hem spitously.

Now herkenetli how I bare me proprely.

Ye wise wives, tliat can understond,

Thus shul ye speke, and bere hem wTong on hond.

For half so boldely can ther no man
Sweren and lien as a woman can.

(1 say not this by wives that ben wise.

But if it be whan they hem misavise.)

A wise wif if that she can hire good,

Slial beren hem on hond the cow is wood,

And taken witnesse of hire owen mayd
Of hir assent : but herkeneth how I sayd.

Sire olde kaynard, is this thin aray ?

Why is my neigheboures wif so gay ?

She is honoured over al wher she goth,

I sit at home, I have no thrifty cloth.

W^iat dost thou at my neigheboures hous ?

Is she so faire I art thou so amorous ?

What rownest thou with our maide I benedicite,

Six'e olde lechour, let thy japes be.

And if I liave a gossib, or a frend,

(Withouten gilt) thou chidest as a fend,

If that 1 walke or play unto his hous.

Thou coraest home as di'onken as a mous.
And prechest on thy benche, with evil prefc :

Thou sayst to me, it is a gret meschiefe

To wed a poure woman, for costage :

And if that she be riche of high parage,

Than sayst thou, tint it is a tourmentrie

To suftre hire pride and hire nielancolie.

And if that she be faire, thou veray knave,

Thou sayst that every holour wol hire have.

She may no while in chastitee abide,

That is assailled upon every side.

Thou sayst som folk desire us for richesse,

Som for our shape, and som for our fairnesse,

And som, for she can other sing or dance,

And som for gentillesse and daliance,

Som for hire hondes and hire armes smale :

Thus goth all to the devil by thy tale.

Thou sayst, men may not kepe a castel wal,

It may so long assailled be over al.

And if that she be foul, thou sayst, tliat she
Coveteth every man that she may see

;

For as a 'jpaniel, she wol on him lepe.

Til she may finden som man hire to chepe.
Ne non so grey goos goth ther in the lake,

(As sayst thou) that wol ben withoute a make.
And sayst, it is an hard thing for to welde
A thing, that no man wol, his thankes, heldc.

Thus sayst thou, lorel, whan thou gost to bed.
And that no wise man nedeth for to wed,
Ne no man that eutendeth unto heven.
With wilde thouder dint and firy lereu

Mote thy welked nekke be to-broke.

Thou sayst, that dropping houses, and eke smoke.
And chiding wives maken men to flee

Out of hir owen hous ; a, benedicite,

What aileth swiche au old man for to chide ?

Thou sayst, we wives wol our vices hide.

Til we be fast, and than we wol hem shewe.
Wel may that bo a proverbe of a shrewe.
Thou sayst, that oxen, asses, hors, and huundcs.

They ben assaied at diverse stoundes,

Basines, lavoures, or that men luin bie,

Spones, stoolcs, and all swiolie husbondrie,
And so ben pottos, clothes, and aray,
But folk of wives makin non jissay.

Til they ben wedded, olde dotard shrewe !

And than, sayst thou, we wol our vices shewe.
Thou sayst also, that it displeseth me,

But if that thou wolt preisen my beautee,

And but thou pore alway upon my face.

And clepe me faire dame in every place
;

And but thou make a feste on thilke day
That 1 «as borne, and make me fresh and gay

;

And but thou do to my norice honour.
And to my chambcrere within my hour,

And to my faders folk, and myn allies

;

Thus sayst thou, olde barel ful of lies.

And yet also of our prentis Jankin,

For his crispe here, shining as gold so fin.

And for he squiereth me both up and doun,
Yet hast thou caught a false suspection :

I wol him nat, though thuu were ded to-morwe.

But tell me this, why hidest thou with sorwe
The keies of thy chest awa\' fro me !

It is my good as wel as thin parde.

What, w^encst thou make an idiot of our dame ?

Now by thai Lord that cleped is Seint Jame,
Thou shalt nat bothe, though that thou were wood,
Be mais:er of my body and of my good,

That on thou shalt forgo maugre thin eyen.

What helpeth it of me to enquere and spien ?

I trow thou woldest locke me in thy cheste.

Thou shuldest say, Fayr wif, go wher thee leste ;

Take your disport : 1 wol nat leve no tales

;

I know you for a trewe wif, dame Ales.

We love no man, that taketh kepe or charge

Wher that we gon, we wol be at our large.

Of alle men yblessed mote he be

The wise astrologien Dan Ptholomee,

That sayth this proverbe in his Almageste :

Of alle men his wisdom is higheste.

That i-ekketh not who hath the world in hond.

By this proverbe thou shalt wel understond.

Have thou ynough, what thar thee rekke or care

How merily that other folkes fare ?

For certes, olde dotard, by your leve,

Ye shullen have queint right ynough at eve.

He is to gret a nigard that wol werne

A man to light a candel at his lanterne ;

He shal have never the lesse light parde.

Have thou ynough, thee thar not plainen thee.

Thou sayst also, if that we make us gay

With clothing and with jirecious array.

That it is peril of cur chastitee.

And yet, with sorwe, thou enforeest thee,

And sayst thise wordes in the apostles name :

In habit made with chastitee and shame
Ye women shul appareile you, (quod he)

And nat in tressed here, and gay perrie.

As pcrles, ne with gold, ne clothes riche.

After thy text, ne after thy rubriche

I wol not work as mochel as a gnat.

Thou sayst also, I walke out like a cat

;

For who so wolde senge the cattes skin,

Than wol the cat wel dwellen in hire in
;

And if the cattes skin be slekeand gay.

She wol nat dwellen in hous half a day.
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But forth she wol, or any day be dawed,

To shew hire skin, and gon a caterwawed.

This is to say, if I be gay, sire shrewe,

I wol reinie out, my borel for to shewe.

Sire olde fool, what lielpeth thee to spien ?

Though thou pray Argus with his hundred eyen

To be my wardecorps, as he can best,

In faith he shal not kepe me but me lest

:

Yet coude I make his herd, so mote I the.

Thou sayest eke, that ther ben thinges three,

Which thinges gretly troublen all this erthe.

And that no wight ne may endure the ferthe :

O iefe sire shrewe, Jesu short thy lif.

Yet prechest thou, and sayst, an hateful wif

Yrekened is for on of thise meschances.

Be ther non other maner resemblances

That ye may liken your pai-ables to,

But if a sely wif be on of tho ?

Thou like'nest eke womans love to helle,

To barrien lond, ther water may not dwelle.

Thou likenest it also to wilde fire
;

The more it brenneth, the more it hath desire

To consume every thing, that brent wol be.

Thou sayest, right as wormes shende a tre.

Right so a'wif destroieth hir husbond ;

This kuowen they that ben to wives bond.

Lordings, right thus, as ye han understond,

Bare I stifly min old husbondes on houd,

That thus they saiden in hir dronkennesse ;

And all was false, but as I toke witnesse

On Jankin, and upon my nece also.

Lord, the peine I did hem, and the wo,

Ful gilteles, by Goddes swete pine ;

For as an hors, I coude bite and whine ;

1 coude plain, and I was in the gilt,

Or elles oftentime I had ben spilt.

Who so first conieth to the mill, first grint ;

I plained first, so was our werre ystint

They were ful glad to excusen hem ful blive

Of tiling, the which they never agilt hir live.

Of wenches wold I beren hem on bond.

Whan that for sike unnethes might they stond,

Yet tikeled I his herte for that he

Wend that I had of him so gret chiertee :

1 swore that all my walking out by night

Was for to espien wenches that he dight :

Under that colour had I many a mirth.

For all swiche wit is yeven us in our birth
;

Deceite, weping, spinning, God hath yeven

To women kindly, while that they may liven.

And thus of o thing I may avaunten me,

At th'ende I had the beter in eche degree,

By sleight or force, or by som maner thing,

As by continual mui-mur or grutching,

Namely a-bed, ther haddeii they meschance,

Ther wold I chide, and don hem no plesance :

I wold no lenger in the bed abide.

If that I felt his arme over my side.

Til he had made his raunson unto me.

Than wold I soff're him do his nicetee.

And therfore evei'y man this tale I tell,

Winne who so may, for all is for to sell :

With empty bond men may no haukes lure,

For winning wold I all his lust endure,

And raakeii me a feined appetit,

And yet in bacon had I never delit

:

That maked me that ever I wold hem chide.

For though the pope had sitteu hem beside,

I wold not spare hem at hir owen bord.

For by my trouthe I quitte hem woi-d for word.

As helpe me veray God omnipotent,

Tho I right now shuld make my testament,

I ne owe hem not a word, that it n'is quit,

I brought it so abouten by my wit.

That they must yeve it up, as for the best.

Or elles had we never ben in rest.

For though he loked as a wood leon,

Yet shuld he faille of his conclusion.

Than wold I say, now, goode Iefe, take kepe,

How mekely loketh Wilkin oure shepe !

Come ner my spouse, and let me ba thy cheke.

Ye shulden be al patient and meke,

And han a swete spiced conscience,

Sith ye so preche of Jobes patience.

Suff'reth alway, sin ye so wel can preche.

And but ye do, certain we shal you teche

That it is faire to han a wif in pees.

On of us two moste bowen doutelees :

And, sith a man is more resonable

Than woman is, ye mosten ben sufirable.

What aileth you to grutchen thus and grone .'

Is it for ye wold have my queint alone 1

Why take it all : lo, have it every del.

Peter, I shrew you but ye love it wel.

For if I wolde sell my belle chose,

I coude walke as fresshe as is a rose.

But I wol kepe it for your oweu toth.

Ye be to blame, by God, I say you soth.

Swiche maner wordes hadden we on bond.

Now wol I speken of my fourthe husbond.

My fourthe husbonde was a revellour.

This is to sayn, he had a pai-amour.

And I was yonge and ful of ragerie,

Stibborne and strong, and joly as a pie.

Tho coude I dancen to an harpe smale,

And sing ywis as any nightingale,

Whan I had dronke a draught of swete wine.

Metellius, the foule cherle, the swine,

That with a staf beraft his wif hire lif

For she drank wine, though I had ben his wif,

Ne shuld he not have daunted me fro drinke :

And after wine of Venus most I thiuke.

For al so siker as cold engendreth hayl,

A likerous mouth most han a likerous tayl.

In woman viuolent is no defence.

This knowen lechours by experience.

But, lord Crist, whan that it remembreth me
Upon my youth, and on my jolitee,

It tikleth me about myn herte-rote.

Unto this day it doth myn herte bote.

That I have had my world as in my time.

But age, alas ! that all wol envenime,

Hath me beraft my beautee and my pith :

Let go, farewel, the devil go therwith.

The flour is gon, ther n'is no more to tell.

The bren, as I best may, now moste I sell.

But yet to be right mery wol I fond.

Now forth to tellen of my fourthe husbond.

I say, I had in herte gret despit,

That he of any other had delit

;

But he was quit by God and by Seint Joce ;

1 made him of the same wood a croce,

Not of my body in no foule manere,

But certainly I made folk swiche chere.

That in his owen grese I made him frie

For anger, and for veray jalousie.

By God, in ertli I was his purgatorie.

For which I hope his soule be in glorie.

For, God it wote, he sate ful oft and songe,

Whan that his sho ful bitterly him wrouge.
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Tlier was no wight, save God and he, that wiste

In many a wise how soi"e that I him twiste.

He died whan I came fro Jerusalem,

And lith ygrave under the rode-beem :

All is his tombe not so curious

As was the sepulcre of liim Darius,

Which that Appelles wrought so sotelly.

It is but wast to bury hem preciously.

Let him farewel, God give his soule rest,

He is now in his grave and in his chest.

Now of my tifihe husbonde wol I telle :

God let his soule never come in helle.

And yet was he to me the nioste shrew.

That fele I on my ribbes all by rew.

And ever shal, unto min ending day.

But in our bed he was so fresh and gay.

And therwithall he coude so wel me glose.

Whan that he wolde han my belle chose.

That, though he had me bet on every bon,

He coude win agen my love anon.

I trow, I love him the bet, for he

Was of his love so dangerous to me.
We wimmen han, if that I shal not lie,

In this matere a queinte fantasie.

Waite, what thing we may nat lightly have,

Thei-after wol we cry all day and crave. •

Forbede us thing, and that desiren we
;

Prese on us fast, and thannc wol we flee.

With danger uttren we all our chaffare
;

Gret prees at market maketh dere ware.

And to gret chepe is holden at litel prise
;

This knoweth every woman that is wise.

My fifthe husbonde, God his soule blesse,

Which that I toke for love and no richesse,

He somtime was a clerk of Oxenforde,
And had left scole, and went at home at horde
With my gossib, dwelling in oure toun :

God have hire soule, hire name was Alisonn.

She knew my herte and all my privetee,

Bet than our parish preest, so mote I the.

To hire bewried I my conseil all
;

For had my husbond pissed on a wall,

Or don a thing that shuld have cost his lif.

To hire, and to another worthy wif,

And to my nece, which that I loved wel,

I wold have told his conseil every del.

And so I did ful often, God it wote.

That made his face ful often red and bote
For veray shame, and blamed himself, for he
Had told to me so gret a privetee.

And so befell that ones in a Lent,

(So often times I to my gossib went,
For ever yet I loved to be gay,

And for to walke in March, April, and May
From hous to hous, to heren sondry tales)

That Jankin clerk, and my gossib dame Ales,

And I myself, into the feldes went.

Myn husbond was at London all that Lent
;

1 had the better leiser for to pleie,

And for to see, and eke for to be seie

Of lusty folk ; what wist 1 wher my grace
Was shapen for to be, or in what place \

Therfore made I my visitations

To vigilies, and to processions.

To preehings eke, and to thise pilgrimages,
To playes of miracles, and mariages,
And wered upon my gay skarlet gites.

Thise wormes, ne thise mothes, ne thise mites
Upon my paraiile frett hem never a del,

And west thou why \ for they were used wel.

Now wol I tellen forth what happed me :

I say, that in the feldes walked we,
Till trewely we had swiche daliancc
Thi-i clerk and I, that of my purveance
I spake to him, and said him how that he,

If I were widewe, shulde weddeii me.
For certainly, I say for no bobance.
Yet was 1 Ufver without purveance
Of mariage, ne of other thingcs eke :

1 hold a mouses wit not worth a leke,

That hath but on hole for to stertea to,

And if that faille, than is all ydo.
I bare him on bond he had enchanted me ;

(My dame taughte me that subtiltee)

And eke I sayd, I mette of him all night,

He wold han slain me, as I lay upright,

And all my bed was full of veray blood ;

But yet I hope that ye shuln do me good :

For blood betokeneth gold, as me was taught.

And al was false, I dremed of him right naught,

But as I folwed ay my dames lore.

As wel of that as of other thinges more.
But now, sire, let me see, what shall I sain \

A ha, by God I have my tale again.

Whan that my fourthe liusbonde was on here,

I wept algate and made a sory chere,

As wives moten, for it is the usage
;

And with my coverehcfe covered my visage
;

But, for that I was purveyed of a make,
I wept but smal, and that I undertake.
To chirche was myn husbond born a-morwe
With neigheboures that for him maden sorwe,

And Jankin oure clerk was on of tho :

As heipe me God, whan that I saw him go
After the here, mc thought he had a paire

Of legges and of feet, so dene and faire,

That all my herte I yave unto his hold.

He was, I trow, a twenty winter old,

And 1 «as fourty, if I shal say soth,

But yet I had alway a coltes toth.

Gat-tothed I was, and that became me wele,

I had the pi-int of Seinte Venus sele.

As helpe me God, I was a lusty on,

And faii'e, and riche, and yonge, and wel begon :

And trewely, as min husbondes toldt-n me,
I had the beste queint that mighte be.

For certes I am all venerian

In feling, and my herte is marcian :

Venus me yave my lust and likerousnesse.

And Mars yave me my sturdy hardinevse.

Min ascendent was Taure, and Mars therinne :

Alas, alas, that ever love was siiuie !

I folwed ay min inclination

By vertue of my constellation :

That made me that I coude nat withdraw
^ly chambre of Venus from a good felaw.

Vet have I Martes merkc u])on my face,

And also in another privee place.

For God so wisly be my salvation,

I loved never b}"no discretion,

But ever folwed min appetit.

All were he shorte, longe, blacke, or white,

I toke no kepe, so fhat he liked me.
How poure he was, ne eke of what degree

What shuld I s.-iye ? but at the monthes ende

This joly clerk Junkin, that was so hende,

Hath wedded me with gret solempnitee.

And to him yave I all tlie lond and fee,

That ever was me yeven therbefore :

But afterward repented me ful sore.
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He n'olde suffre nothing of my list.

By God he smote me ones with his fist,

For that I root out of his book a lefe,

That of the stroke myn ere wex al defe.

Stibborne I was, as is a leonesse,

And of ray tonge a veray jangleresse,

And walke I wold, as I had don beforn,

Fro hous to hous, although he had it sworn :

For which he oftentimes wolde preche,

And me of olde Romaine gestes teehe.

How he Sulpitius Gallus left his wif,

And hire forsoke for terme of all his lif,

Not but for open-heded he hire say
Loking out at his dore upon a day.

Another Romaine told he me by name,
That, for his wif was at a sonimer game
Without his weting, he forsoke hire eke.

And than wold he upon his Bible sake

That ilke proverbe of Ecelesiaste,

Wher he commandeth, and forbedeth faste,

Man shal not suffer his wif go roule aboute.

Than wold he say right thus withouten doute :

Who so that bildeth his hous all of salwes,

And prieketh his blind hors over the falwes,

And suffereth his wif to go seken halwes,

Is worthy to be lionged on the galwes.

But all for nought, I sette not an hawe
Of his proverbes, ne of his olde sawe

;

Ne I wold not of him corrected be.

I hate hem that my vices tellen me,
And so do mo of us (God wote) than I.

This made him wood with me all utterly
;

I n'olde not forbore him in no cas.

Now wol I say you soth by Seint Thomas,
Why that I rent out of his book a lefe,

For which he smote me, so that I was defe.

He had a book, that gladly night and day
For his disport he wolde it i-ede alway,

He cleped it Valerie, and Theophrast,
And with that book he lough alway ful fast.

And eke ther was a clerk somtime at Rome,
A cardinal, that highte Seint Jerome,
That made a book again Jovinian,

Which book was ther, and eke Tertullian,

Crisippus, Trotula, and Helowis,

That was abbesse not fer fro Paris
;

And eke the paraboles of Salomon,
Ovides art, and bourdes many on ;

And alle thise were bonden in o volume.
And every night and day was his custume
(Whan he had leiser and vacation

From other worldly occupation)

To reden in this book of wikked wives.

He knew of hem mo legendes and mo lives,

Thau ben of goode wives in the Bible.

For trusteth wel, it is an impossible.

That any clerk wol speken good of wives,

(But if it be of holy seintes lives)

Ne of non other woman never the mo.
Who peinted the leon, telleth me, who ?

By God, if wiminen haddeu written stories,

As clerkes hau, within hir oratories.

They wold have writ of men more wikkednesse,
Tiian all the merke of Adam may redresse.

The children of Mercury and of Venus
Ben in hir werking ful contrarious.

j\Iercury lovet.h wisdom and science.

And Venus loveth riot and dispence.

And fur hir divers disposition,

Eche falletli irj othei's exaltation.

As thus, God wote, Mei'cury is desolat

In Pisces, wher Venus is exaltat.

And Venus falleth wher Mercury is reised.

Therfore no woman of no clerk is preised.

The clerk whan he is old, and may nought do

Of Veims werkes not worth his old sho.

Than sitteth he doun, and writeth hi his dotage.

That wimmen cannot kepe hir mariage.

But now to purpos, why I tolde thee,

That I was beten for a book parde.

Upon a night .Jankin, that was our sire.

Red on his book, as he sate by the fire.

Of Eva first, that for hire wikkednesse

Was all mankinde brought to wretchednesse,

For which that Jesu Crist himself was slain.

That bought us with his herte-blood again.

Lo here expresse of wimmen may ye find.

That woman was the losse of all mankind.
Tho redde he me how Sampson lost his heres

Sleping, his lemman kitte hem with hire shores,

Thurgh whiche treson lost he both his eyen.

Tho redde he me, if that I shal not lien.

Of Hercules, and of his Deianii'e,

That caused him to set himself a-fire.

Nothing forgat he the care and the wo.

That Socrates had with his wives two
;

How Xantippa cast pisse upon his hed.

This sely man sat still, as he were ded.

He wiped his hed, no more dorst he sain.

But, er the thonder stint ther cometh rain.

Of Pasiphae, that was the queue of Crete,

For shrewednesse him thought the tale swete.

Fie, speke no more (it is a grisely thing)

Of hire horrible lust and hire liking.

Of Clitemnesti'a for hire lecherie

That falsely made hire husbond for to die.

He redde it with ful good devotion.

He told me eke, for what occasion

Amphiorax at Thebes lost his lif

:

My husbond had a legend of his wif

Eriphile, that for an ouche of gold

Hath prively unto the Grekes told,

Wher that hire husbond hidde him in a place,

For which he had at Thebes sory grace.

Of Lima told he me, and of Lucie :

They bothe made hir husbondes for to die.

That on for love, that other was for hate.

Lima hire husbond on an even late

Empoysoned hath, for that she was his fo :

Lucia likerous loved hii-e husbond so.

That for he shuld alway upon hire thinke.

She yave him swiche a manor love-drinke.

That he was ded er it were by the morwe :

And thus algates husbondes hadden sorwe.

Than told he me, how on Latumeus
Complained to his felaw Arius,

That in his gardin groyved swiche a tree,

On which he said how that his wives thi-ee

Honged hemself for hertes despitous.

leve brother, quod this Arius,

Yeve me a plant of thilke blessed tree.

And in my gardin planted shal it be.

Of later date of wives hath he redde.

That som lian slain hir husbonds in hir bedde.

And let hir lechour dight hem all the night.

While that the corps lay in the flore upright

:

And som han driven nailes in hir brain.

While that they slepe, and thus they han hem slain;

Som han hem yeven poyson in hir drink :

He spake more harm than herte may bethinke.
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And therwitball he knew of mo provcrbes,
Thiin ill tliiti world tlieir growen gnis or horbes.

Bet is ((jui)d lio) tbin babitutioa

Be with a loon, or a foiile dragon,
Than with a woman using for to chide.

Bet is (ijuod be) high in tlie roof ai)i(le,

Tb.an with an angry woman doun in the bous,

They beu so wikked and eontrarious :

They haten, that bir busbond.s loven ay.

Her sayd, a woman cast hire shame away,
Whan she cast of hire smock ; and forthermo,
A faire woman, but she be cliast also.

Is like a gold ring in a sowes nose.

Who coude wene, or who coude suppose
The wo tliat in min herte was, and the pine ?

And whan I saw be n'olde never fine

To reden on this cursed book all night,

Al sodeiily three laves have I plight

Out of his book, right as he redde, and eke
I with my fist so toko him on the clickc.

That in oure fire he fell bakward adoun.
And he up sterte, as doth a wood leoun,

And with his fist he smote me on the bed.
That in the flora I lay as 1 were ded.

And whan he saw how stille tliat I lay,

He was agast, and wold have fled away.
Til at the last out of my swougli 1 brayde.
0, hast thou slain me, false theef ? I saydo,
And for my lond thus hast thou mordi-ed me 1

Er I be ded, yet wol I kissen thee.

And nere he came, and kneled faire adoun,
And sayde ; dere suster Alisoun,

As helpe me God I shal thee never smite :

That 1 have don it is thyself to wife,

Foi-yeve it me, and that I thee beseke.
And yet eftsones I hittc liim on the cheke.
And sayde ; theef, thus much am I awreke.
Now wol I die, I may no longcrs])eke.

But at the last, with mocliel care and wo
We fell accorded by ourselven two :

He yaf me all the bridel in min bond
To ban the governance of bous and lond,
And of his tonge, and of bis bond also.

And made him brenne his book anon right tho.
And whan that I had gotten unto rae

By maistrie all the soverainetee,

And that he sayd, min owen trewe wit.

Do as thee list, the terme of all thy lif,

Kepe thin honour, and kepe eke min estat

;

After that day we never had debat.
God lielpe me so, I was to him ;is kinde.
As any wif fro Denmark unto Inde,
And al so trewe, an4 so was he to me :

I pray to God that sit in majestee
So blisse bis soule, for his mercy dere.
Now wol I say my tale if ye wol here.

^
The frere lough whan he had herd all this :

Now dame, quod he, so have I joye and blis,

This is a long preamble of a tale.

And whan tlie Sompnour herd the frere gale,
Lo (quod this Sompnour) Goddcs armes two,
A frere wol entermete him evermo :

Lo, goode men, a flie and eke a frere
Wol fall in every dish and eke matere.
What spekest thou of preambulatioun ?

What ? amble or trot ; or pecs, or go sit doun :

Thou lettest our disport in this matere.

^
Ye, woltthou so. Sire Sompnour? quod the frere

;

Now by my faith I shal, er that I go.
Tell of a Sompnour swiche a tale or two.

That all the folk shal laughen in tiiis place.
Now elles, frere, I wol beslirewe thy face,

(Quod this Sompnour) and I beslirewe me,
liut if I telle tales two or three
Of freres, or I come to Sideuborne,
That 1 shal m:ik<' tiiiii hurto for to morne :

For wel 1 wot thy patience is goii.

Our hoste cried
; pees, and tliat anon

;

And sayde ; let the woman tell liire tale.
Ye fare as folk that dronken ben of ale.
Do, dame, tell forth your tale, and that is best.

Al redy, sire, quod she, right as you lest.

If I have licence of this worthy frere.

Yes, dame, quod he, tell fortii, and I wol here.

THE WIF OF BATHES TALE.

In clde dayes of the king Artour,
Of which that Bretons speken gret honour.
All was this lond fulfilled of faerie

;

The Elf.quene, with hire joly compagnie.
Danced ful oft in many a grcne mede.
This w;is the old opinion as I rede

;

I speke of many hundred yeres ago
;

But now can no man see iion elves nio,^

For now tlie grete charitee and prayeres
Of limitoures and other holy freres.

That serchen every land and every streme,
As thikke as motes in the sonne-beme,
Blissiiig balles, chambres, kichenes, and boures
Citecs and burghes, castles liighe and toures,
Tbropes and bernes, shepenes and dairies,

This maketli that tlier ben no faeries :

For tlier as wont to walken was an elf,

Tlier walketh now the liinitour himself,
In undermeles and in morweninges.
And sayth his Matines and his holy thingefi,

And he goth in his limitatioun.

Women may now go safely up and doun.
In every bush, and under every tree.

Ther is non other incubus but he.
And he ne will don hem no dishonour.
And so befell it, that this king Artour

Had in his bous a lusty bachelor.

That on a day came riding fro river :

And happed, that, alone as she was borne,
He saw a maiden walking blm beforne,

Of which maid he anon, maugre hire lied,

By veray force beraft hire maidenbed :

For which oppression was swiclie clamour.
And swiche pursuite unto the king Artour,
That damned was tiiis knight for to he ded
By cours of latve, and sliuld have lost his bed,

(Paraventure swiche was the statute tho,^

But that the quene and other ladies mo
So longc praieden the king of grace.

Til he his lif liim granted in the place.

And yaf him to the qucnc, all at biro will

To chese whether she wold liim save or spill.

The queue thanketh the king with al hire might

;

And after :liis thus spake she to the knight,

Whan that she saw hire time upon a day.

Thou standest yet (quod she) in swiche array,

That of thy lif yet hast thou no seuretee

;

I grant thee lif, if thou canst tellen me,
K



50 CANTERBURY TALES. V. 6487—eetdo

What thiniT is it that women most desLren :

Beware, auJ kepe thy nekke-bone from yren.

And if thou canst not tell it me anon,

Yet wol I yeve thee leve for to gon
A twelvemonth and a day, to seke and lere

An answer sufRsant in this matere.

And seuretee wol 1 have, or that thou pace,

Thy body for to yeldeu in this place.

Wo was the knight, and sorwefully he siketh ;

But what 1 he may not don all as him liketh.

And at the last he chese him for to wende.
And come agen right at the yeres eude
With swiche answer, as God wold him purvay :

And taketh his leve, and wendeth forth his w'ay.

He seketh every hous and every place,

Wher as he hopeth for to finden grace,

To lernen what thing wo:iien loven moste :

But he ne coude ariven in ilo coste,

Wher as he mighte find in this matere
Two creatures according in fere.

Som saiden, women loven best richesse,

Som saiden honour, som saiden jolinesse,

Som riche array, som saiden lust a-bedde,

And oft time to be widewe and to be wedde.
Some saiden, that we ben in herte most esed

Whan that we ben yflatered and ypreised.

He goth ful nigh the sothe, I wol not lie ;

A man shal winne us best with flaterie
;

And with attendance, and with besinesse

Ben we ylimed bothe more and lesse.

And som men saiden, that we loven best

For to be free, and do right as us lest,

And that no man repreve us of our vice.

But say that we ben wise, and nothing nice.

For trewely ther n'is non of us all.

If any wight wol claw us on the gall.

That we n'ill kike, for that he saith us soth

Assay, and he shal find it, that so doth.

For be we never so vicious withinne,

We wol be holden wise and clene of sinne.

And som saiden, that gret delit han we
For to be holden stable and eke secre,

And in o purpos stedfastly to dwell.

And not bewreyen thing that men us tell.

But that tale is uot worth a rake- stele.

Parde we women connen nothing hele,

Witnesse on ^lida ; wol ye here the tale I

Ovide, amonges other thinges smale.

Said, Mida had under his longe heres
Growing upon his bed two asses eres ;

The whiche vice he hid, as he beste might,
Ful subtilly from every mannes sight.

That, save his wif, ther wist of it no mo ;

He loved hire most, and trusted hire also
;

He praied hire, that to no creature

She n'olde tellen of his disfigure.

She swore him, nay, for all the world to winne,
She n'olde do that vilanie, ne sinne,

To make hire husbond han so foule a name :

She n'olde not tell it for hire owen shame.
But natheles hire thoughte that she dide.

That she so longe shuld a conseU hide
;

Hire thought it swal so sore aboute hire herte,
That nedely som word hire must asterte

;

And sith she dorst nat telle it to no man,
Doun to a mareis faste by she ran,
Til she came ther, hire herte was a-fire :

And as a bitore bumbleth in the mire,
She laid hii-e mouth unto the water doun.
Bewrey me not, thou water, with thy soun.

Quod she, to thee I tell it, and no mo,
Min husbond hath long asses eres two.
Now is min herte all hole, now is it out,

I might no lenger kepe it out of dout.

Here may ye see, though we a time abide,

Yet out it moste, we can no conseil hide.

The reraenant of the tale, if ye wol here,

Redeth Ovide, and ther ye may it lere.

This knight, of which my tale is specially,

Whan that he saw he might not come therby,

(This is to sayn, what women loven most)
Within his brest ful sorweful was his gost.

But home he goth, he mighte not sojourne.

The day was come, that homward must he turne.

And in his vay, it happed him to vide

In all his care, under a forest side,

Wheras he saw upon a dance go
Of ladies foure and twenty, and yet mo.
Toward this ilke dance he drow ful yerue,

In hope that he som wisdom shulde lerne ;

But certainly, er he came fully there,

Yvanished was this dance, he n'iste not wher
;

No creature saw he that bare lif.

Save on the grene he saw sitting a wif,

A fouler wight ther may no man devise.

Againe this knight this olde wif gan arise.

And said ; sire knight, here forth ne lith no way.
Tell me what that ye seken by your fay.

Paraventure it may the better be :

Thise olde folk coa raochel thing, quod she.

My leve mother, quod this knight, certain,

I n'am but ded, but if' that I can sain.

What thing it is that women most desire :

Coude ye me wisse, I wold quite wel your hire.

Plight me thy trouthe here in myn bond, quod she,

The nexte thing that I requere of thee

Thou shalt it do, if it be in thy might.

And I wol tell it you or it be night.

Have here my trouthe,quodtheknight,Igraunte,
Thanne, quod she, I dare me wel avaunte.

Thy lif is sauf, for I wol stond therby,

Upon my lif the queue wol say as I :

Let see, which is the proudest of hem alle.

That wereth on a kerchef or a calle,

That dare sayn nay of that I shal you teche.

Let us go forth without«u lenger speche.

Tho rowned she a pistel in his ere.

And bad him to be glad, and have no fere.

Whan they ben comen to the court, this knight

Said, he had hold his day, as he had hight.

And redy was his ansv.-ere, as lie saide.

Ful many a noble wif, and many a maide.

And many a widewe, for that they ben wise,

(The queue hireself sitting as a justice)

Assembled ben, his answer for to here.

And afterward this knight was bode appere.

To every wight commanded was sUence,

And that the knight shuld tell in audience,

What thing that worldly women loven best.

This knight ne stood not still, as doth a best,

But to this question anon answerd
With manly vols, that all the court it herd.

My liege lady, generally, quod he,
;

Women desLren to han soveraiuetee.

As well over liir husbond as hii' love.

And for to ben in maistrie him above.

This is your most desire, though ye me kille.

Doth as you list. I am here at your wille.

In all the court ne was ther wif ne maide,

Ne widewe, that contraried that he saide.
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But said, lie was worthy to liau his lif.

And with that word up stert this oldc wif,

Which tliat tiie knight saw sitting on the grenc.

Mercy, quod she, my soveraine lady queue,

Er that your coui-t dejyart, as doth me right.

I taughte this answer unto this knight,

For whicli lie pliglite me his trouthe there.

The firste thing I wold of liiin roquere.

He wold it do, if it lay in his might.

Before this court than pray I thee, sire knight.

Quod she, that thou me take unto thy wif.

For wel thou wost, that 1 have kept thy lif

:

If I say false, say nay upon thy fay.

This knight answci'cd, alas and wala wa !

1 wot right wel that swiche was my behest.

For Goddes love as chcse a new request

:

Take all my good, and let my body go.

Nay than, (|Uod she, I shrewe us bothe two.
For thouL'li that I be olde, foule, and pore,
I n'olde for all the metal ne the ore,

, 'Jr'''
That under erthe is grave, or lith above, ''

But if thy wif I were and eke thy lo\ e.

My love ? quod he, nay, my dampnation.
Alas ! that any of my nation

Shuld ever so foule disparaged be.

But all for nought ; the end is this, that lite

Constrained was, he nedes must hire wed,
And taketh this olde wif, and goth to bed.
Now wolden som men sayn paraventurc,

That for my negligence I do no cure
To tellen you the joye and all the aiTay,
That at the feste was that ilke day.

To which thing shortly answeren I shal

:

I say ther was no joye ne feste at al,

Ther n'as but hevinesse and mochel sorwe

:

For prively he wedded hire on the morwe.
And all day after hid him as an oule.

So wo w;is him, his wif lokod so foule.

Gi-et was the wo the knight had in his thought
Whan he was with his wif a-bed yl)rought.
He walweth, and he turneth to and fro.

This olde wif lay smiling evermo.
And said : O dere husbond, benedicite,
Fareth every knight thus with his wif as ye \

Is this the lawe of king Artoures hous ?

Is every knight of his thus dangerous 1

I am your owen love, and eke your wif,

I am she, which that saved hath your lif.

And certes yet did I you never unriglit.

Why fare ye thus with me this firste night

'

Ye faren like a man had lost his wit.
What is my gilt ? for Goddes love tell it,

And it shal ben amended, if 1 may.
Amended ? quod this knight, alas ! nay, nay,

It wol not ben amended never mo
;

I

Thou art so lothly, and so olde also.

And therto comen of so low a kind.
That litel wonder is though I walwe and wind

;

i So wolde God, min herte wolde brest.
Is this, quod she, the cause of your unrest ?

Ye certainly, quod he, no wonder is.

Now sire, quod she, I coude amend all this.

If that me list, er it were dayes three.
So wel ye mighten bere you unto me.
But for ye speken of swiche gentillesse.

As is descended out of old richesse,
Tha^ therfore shullen ye be gentilmen

;

Swiche arrogance n'is not worth an hen.
Loke who that is most vertuous alway,

Prive and apert, and most entendeth ay

To do the genfil dedes that he can,
And take him for the grctest gentilman.
Crist wol we claime of him our gentillubse,

Not of our elders for hir old rii-lie.ssc.

For though they yeve us all hir heritage,
For which we claime to ben of high parage,
Yet may they not bequethen, for no thhig,
To non of us, hir vertuous living,

That made hem gentilmen called to be.
And bade us folwen hem in swiche degree.
Wel can the wise poet of Florence,

That highte Dant, speken of this sentence

:

Lo, in swiche maner rime is Dantes tale.

Ful selde up riseth by his branches smale
Prowosse of man, for God of his goodnessc
Wol that we claime of him our gentillesse

:

For of our elders may we nothing claime
But temporel thing, that man may hurt and mainic
Eke every wight wot this iis wel as I,

If gentillesse were planted naturelly

Unto a certain linage donn the line,

Prive and apert, than wold they never fine

To don of gentillesse the faire office,

They mighten do no vilanie or vice.

Take fire and bere it into the dei-kest hous
Betwix this and the mount of Caucasus,
And let men shette the doi-es, and go thcnne,
Yet wol the fire as faire lie and brenne
As twenty thousand men might it behold

;

His office naturel ay wol it hold.

Up peril of my lif, til ttat it die.

Here may ye see wel, how that genterie
Is not annexed to possession,

Sith folk ne don hir operation

Alway, as doth the fire, lo, in his kind.

For God it wot, men moun ful often find

A lordes sone do shame and vilanie.

And he that wol ban pris of his genterie.

For he was boren of a geutil hous,

And had his elders noble and vertuous.
And n'ill himselven ilo no gentil dedes,

Ne folwe his gentil auncestrie, that ded is,

He n'is not gentil, be he duk or erl
;

For vilains sinful dedes make a cherl.

For gentillesse n'is but the renomee
Of thin auncestres, for hir high bountee.
Which is a strange thing to thy pcrsone :

Thy gentillesse eometh fro God alone.

Tlian Cometh our veray gentillesse of grace,

It was no thing bequethed us with our place.

Thinketli how noble, as saith Valerias,

\Vas tliilke TuUius Uostilius,

That out of poverte rose to high noblesse.

Rudeth Senek, and redeth eke Boece,
Ther shall ye seen expresse, that it no dred is^

That he is gentil that doth gentil dcdis.

And therfore, leve husbond, I thus conclude,

.\1 be it that min auncestres weren rude,

Yet may the highe (Jod, and so hope I,

Granten me grace to liven vertuously :

Than am I gentil, whan that I beginne

To liven vertuously, and weiven sinne.

And ther as ye of poverte me repreve.

The highe God, on whom that we beleve,

In wilful poverte chese to lede his lif :

And certes, every man, maiden, or wif

May understond, that Jesus heven king
Ne wold not chese a vicious living.

Glad poverte is an honest thing certain.

This wol Senek and other clerkes sain.
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Who so that halt him paid of his poverte,

I hold him rich, al had he not a sherte.

He that coveiteth is a poure wight,

Foi- he wold han that is not in his might.

But he that nought hath, ne coveiteth to have,

Is riche, although ye hold him but a knave.

Veray poverte is si]me proprelj'.

Juvenal saith of poverte merily :

The poure man whan he goth by the way,
Beforn the theves he may sing and play.

Poverte is hateful good ; and, as I gesse,

A ful gret bringer out of besiuesse
;

A gret aniender eke of sapience

To him, that taketh it in patience.

Poverte is this, although it seme elenge,

Possession that no wight wol challenge.

Poverte ful often, whan a man is low,

Maketh his God and eke himself to know :

Poverte a spectakel is, as thiuketh me,
Thurgh which he may his veray frendes see.

And therfore, sire, sin that I you not greve,

Of my poverte no more me repreve.

Now, sire, of elde, that ye repreven me :

And certes, sire, though non auctoritee

Were in no book, ye gentiles of honour
Sain, that men shuld an olde wight honour,
And clepe him fader, for your gentillesse

;

And auctours shal I fiuden, as I gesse.

Now thir ye sain that 1 am fouie and old,

Than drede ye not to ben a eokewold.

For filthe, and elde also, so mote 1 the,

Ben grete wardeiiis upon chastitee.

But natheles, sin I know your delit,

I shal fulfill your worldly appetit.

Chese now (quod she) on of thise thinges twey,
To han me foule and old til that I dey.

And be to you a trewe humble wif.

And never you displese in al! my lif :

Or elles wol ye han me yonge and faire.

And take your aventure of the repa ire.

That shal be to your hous because of me.
Or in som other place it may wel be ?

Now chese yourselven wliother that you liketh.

This knight aviseth him, and sore siketh.

But at tlie last he said in this manere
;

My lady and my love, and wif so dere,

I put me in your wise governance,
Cheseth yourself which may be most plesance

And most honour to you and me also,

I do no force the whether of the two :

For as you liketh, it sufficeth me.
Than have I got the maisterie, quod she,

Sin I may chese and governe as me lest.

Ye certes, wif, quod he, I hold it best.

Kisse me, quod she, we be no lenger wrothe,

For by my trouth I wol be to you bothe.

This is to sayn, ye bothe faire and good.

I pray to God that I mote sterven wood.
But I to you be al so good and trewe,

As ever was wif, sin that the world was newe
;

And but I be to-morwe as faire to seen,

As any lady, emperice, or queue.

That is betv^fix the Est and eke the West,
Doth with my lif and deth right as you lest.

Cast up the curtein, loke how that it is.

And whan the knight saw veraily all this,

That she so faire was, and so yonge therto.

For joye he hent hii'e in his armes two :

His herte bathed in a bath of blisse,

A thousand time a-row lie gan hire kisse .

And she obeyed him in every thing,

That mighte don him plesance or liking.

And thus they live unto hir lives ende
In parfit joye, and Jesu Crist us sende

Husboudes meke and yonge, and fressh a-bed,

And grace to overlive hem that we wed.

And eke I pray Jesus to short hir lives.

That wol not be governed by hir wives.

And old and angry nigards of dispence,

God send hem sone a veray pestileuce.

THE FRERES TALE.

THE FRERES PROLOGUE.

This worthy limitour, this noble Frere,

He made alway a manor louring chere

Upon the Sompnour, but for honestee

No vilains word as yet to him spake he :

But at the last he said unto the wif

;

Dame, (quod he) God yeve you right good lif.

Ye have here touched, all so mote I the,

In scole matere a ful gret difficultee.

Ye han said mochel thing right wel, I say :

But, dame, here as we riden by the way,

Us nedeth not to speken but of game,
And let auctoritees in Goddes name
To preching, and to scole eke of clergie.

But if it like unto this compagnie,
I wol you of a Sompnour tell a game ;

Parde ye may wel knowen by the name.

That of a Sompnour may no good be said ;

I pray that non of you be evil apaid
;

A Sompnour is a renner up and doun
With mandements for fornicatioun.

And is ybete at every tonnes ende.

Tho spake our hoste ; A, sire, ye shuld benhende
And curteis, as a man of your estat.

In compagnie we wiln have no debat

:

Telleth your tale, and let the Sompnour be.

Nay, quod Uie Sompnour, let him say by me
What so him list ; whan it cometh to my lot,

By God I shal him quiten every grot.

I shal him tellen which a gret honour
It is to be a Watering limitour.

And eke of many another manor crime.

Which nedeth not rehersen at this time.

And his office I shal him tell ywis.

Our hoste answered
;
pees, no more of this.

And afterward he said unto the Frere,

Tell forth your tale, min owen maister dere.
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THE FRERES TALE.

Whilom ther was dwelling in my contree

An archeik'ken, a man of liigh degree,

That boldely did exeeution

111 punishing of fornication,

Of witcheoraft, and eke of bauderie,

Of defamation, and avouterie.

Of chii'che-reves, and of testaments,

Of contracts, and of lack of sacraments,

Of usure, and of simoiiie also ;

But certes leehours did he gretest wo ;

They shulden singen, if that they were hent
;

And sniale titheres weren foule yshent,

If any persone wold upon hem piaine,

Ther might astert hem no pecunial peine.

For smale tithes, and smale offering,

He made the peple pitously to sing ;

For cr the bishop lient hem with liis crook

They weren in the archedekens book ;

Than had he thurgh his jurisdiction

Power to don on hem correction.

He had a Soinpnour redy to his bond,

A slier boy was non in Englelond
;

For subtilly he had his espiaille,

Tiiat taught him wel wher it might ought availle.

He coude spare of leehours on or two,

To techen him to foure and twenty mo.
For though this Sompnour wood be as an hare.

To tell his liarlotrie I wol not spare,

For we ben out of hir correction.

They han of us no jurisdiction,

Ne never shul have, terme of all hir lives.

Peter, so ben the women of the stives.

Quod this Sompnour, yput out of our cure.

Pees, with mischance and with misaventure,

Our hoste said, and let him tell liis tale.

Now telleth forth, and let the Sompnour gale,

Ne spareth not, min owen maistur dere.

This false theef, this Sompnour, quod the frere,

Had alway baudes redy to his bond.

As any hauke to lure in Englelond,

That told him all the secree that they knewo.

For hir acquaintance was not come of newe
;

They weren his approvers prively.

He tooke himself a gret profit therby :

His maister knew not alway what he wan.

Withouten mandement, a lewed man
He coude sompne, up peine of Cristes curse.

And they were inly glad to fille his jjurse.

And maken him gret festes at the nalo.

And right as Judas hadde purses smale
And was a theef, right swiche a theef was he.

His master hadde but half his ductee.

He was (if 1 sha! yeven him his laud)

A theef, and eke a Sompnour, and a baud.

He had eke wenches at his retenue,

That whether that sire Robert or sire Hue,
Or Jakke, or Rauf, or who so that it were
That lay by hem, they told it in his ere.

Thus was the wenche and he of on assent.

And he wold fecche a feined mandement.
And sompne hem to the chapitre bothe two,

And pill the man, and let the wenche go.

Than wold he say ; frend, I shal for thy sake

Do strike thee out of oure lettres blake ;

Thee thar no more as in this cas travaille
;

1 am thy frend ther I may thee availle.

Certain he knew of briboures many mo,
Than ])ossible is to tell in yeres two

:

For in this world n'is dogge for the bowe.
That can an hurt dere from an hole yknowp,
Bet than this .Sompnour knew a slie lecliour.

Or an avoutrer, or a ])araniour :

And for that was the fruit of all his rent,

Therfore on it he set all his eiitunt.

And so befell, that ones on a day
This Soin])nour, waiting ever on his pray,

Rode forth to sompne a widewe, an olde ribibe,

Feining a cause, for he wold han a briiie.

And happed that he saw beforn him ride

A gay yeman under a forest side :

A bow he bare, and arwes bright and kcne,

He had upon a courtepy of grene.

An hat upon his lied with freiiges blake.

Sire, quod this Sompnoui', liaile and wel atake.

Welcome, quod he, and every good felaw
;

Whider ridest thou under this grene shaw '.

(Saide this yeman) wolt thou fer to-day ?

This Sompnour him aiiswerd, and saide, nay.

Here faste by (quod he) is min entent

To riden, for to reison up a rent.

That longeth to my lordes duetee.

A, art thou than a baillif ? Ye, (|uod he.

(He dorste not for veray filth and shame
Say that he was a Somjuiour, for the name.)

Dc par dieux, quod this yeman, leve brother.

Thou art a baillif, and I am another.

I am unknowen, as in this contree.

Of thin acquaintance I wol pi-ayen thee.

And eke of brotherhed, if that thee list.

I have gold and silver lying in my chist
;

If that thee hap to come in to our shire,

Al shal be thin, right as thou wolt desire.

Grand mercy, quod this Sompnour, by my faith.

Everich in others bond his trouthe laith,

For to be sworne brethren til they dcy.

In daliaunce they riden forth and pley.

This Sompnour, which that was as ful of jangles,

As ful of venime ben thise wariangles.

And ever enquering upon every thing,

Brother, quod he, wher is now your dwelling.

Another day if that I shuld you seche ?

This yeman him answerd .n softe speche ;

Brother, quod he, fer in the North contree,

Wheras 1 hope somtime I shal thee see.

Or we depart I shal thee so wel wisse.

That of min lious ne shalt thou never misse.

Now brother, quod this Sompnour, I you pray,

Tcche me, while that we riden by the way,

(Sith that ye lien a liaillif as am I)

Som subtiltec, and tell me faithfully

In min office how I may moste winne.

And spareth not for conscience or for sinne.

But, as my brother, tell me how do ye.

Now by my trouthe, brother min, said he.

As I shal tellen thee a faithful tale.

My wages ben ful streit and eke ful smale ;

My lord is hard to me and dangerous,

And min office is ful laborious ;

And therfore by extortion I leve,

Forsoth I take all that men wol me yeve.

Algates by sleighte or by violence

Fro yere to ycre I win all my dispcnce ;

I can no better tellen faithfully.

Now certes, (quod this Sompnour) so fare I'.

I spare not to taken, God it wote,

But if it be to hevy or to bote.
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What I may gete in conseil prively,

No mauer conscience of that have I.

N'ere min extortion, I niiglit not Hven,
Ne of swiche japes wol I not be shriven.

Stomak ue conscience know I non
;

I slirew thise shrifte-fadei's everich on.

Wei be we met by God and by Seint Jarae.
But leve brother, tell me than thy name,
Quod this Sompnour. Right in this mene while
This yeman gau a litel for to smile.

Brother, quod he, wolt thou tliat I thee telle ?

I am a fend, my dwelling is in helle,

And here I ride about my pourchasing.
To wote wher men wol give me any thing.

My pourchas is th'effect of all my rente.

Loke how thou ridest for the same entente
To winnen good, thou rekkest never how.
Right so fare I, for riden wol I now
Unto the worldes ende for a praye.

A, quod this Sompnour, benedicite, what say ye ?

I wend ye were a yeman trewely.

Ye have a mannes shape as wel as I.

Have ye than a figure determinat
In helle, ther ye ben in your estat ?

Nay certainly, quod he, ther have we non,
But whan us liketh we can take us on,

Or elles make you wene that we ben shape
Somtime like a man, or like an ape

;

Or like an angel can I ride or go
;

It is no wonder thing though it be so,

A lousy jogelour can deceiven thee.

And parde yet can I more craft than he.

Why, quod the Sompnour, ride ye than or gon
In sondry shape, and not alway in on ?

For we, quod he, wol us swiche forme make,
As most is able our preye for to take.

What maketh you to lian al this labour ?

Ful many a cause, leve sire Sompnour,
Saide this fend. But alle thing hath time

;

The day is short, and it is passed prime.
And yet ne wan I nothing in this day

;

I wol entend to winning, if I may.
And not entend our thinges to declare :

For, brother min, thy wit is al to bare
To understand, although I told hem thee.

But for thou axest, why labouren we :

For somtime we be Goddes instruments,
And menes to don his comman dements,
Whan that him list, upon his creatures.

In divers actes and in divers figures :

Withouten him we have no might certain,

If that him list to stonden theragaia.

And somtime at our praiere han we leve.

Only the body, and not the soule to greve :

Witnesse on Job, whom that we diden wo.
And somtime han we might on bothe two.

This is to sain, on soule and body eke.

And somtime be we suffered for to seke
Upon a man, and don his soule unreste
And not his body, and all is for the beste.

Whan he withstandeth our temptation,
It is a cause of his sah ation,

Al be it that it was not our entente
He shuld be sauf, but that we wold him hente.
And somtime be we servants unto man.
As to the archebishop Seint Dunstan,
And to the apostle servant eke was I.

Yet tell me, quod this Sompnour, faithfully,

Make ye you newe bodies thus ahvay
Of elements I The fend answered, nay :

Somtime we feine, and somtime we arise

With dede bodies, in ful sondry wise,

And speke as renably, and faire, and wei,

As to the Phitonesse did Samuel :

And yet wol som men say it was not he.

I do no force of your diviuitee.

But o thing warne I thee, I wol not jape,

Thou wolt algates wete how we be shape

:

Thou shalt hereafterward, my brother dere,

Come, wher thee nedeth not of me to lere.

For thou shalt by thin owen experience

Conne in a chaiere rede of this sentence,

Bet than Virgile, while he was on live.

Or Dant also. Now let us riden blive,

Fer I wol holden compagnie with thee.

Til it be so that thou forsake me.
Nay, quod this Sompnour, that shal never betide."

I am a yeman knowen is ful wide
;

My trouthe wol I hold, as in this cas.

For though thou were the devil Sathanas,

My trouthe wol I hold to thee, my brother,

As I have sworne, and eche of us to other.

For to be trewe brethren in this cas.

And bothe we gon abouten our pourchas.

Take thou thy part, what that men wol thee yeve,

And I shal min, thus may we bothe leve.

And if that any of us have more than other,

Let him be trewe, and part it with his bi'other.

I graunte, quod the devil, by ray fay.

And with that word they riden forth hir way,
And right at entrmg of the tonnes ende.

To which this Sompnour shope him for to wende,

'

They saw a cart, that charged was with hay,

Which that a carter di'ove forth on his way.
Depe was the way, for which the carte stood :

The carter smote, and cried as he were wood,
Heit scot, heit brok, what spare ye for the stones 1

The fend (quod he) you fecche body and bones.

As ferforthly as ever ye were foled,

So mochel wo as I have with you tholed.

The devil have al, bothe hors, and cart, and hay.

The Sompnour sayde, here shal we have a pray J

And nere the fend he dixiw, as nought ne were,
Ful prively, and rouned in his ere :

Herken my brother, herken, by thy faith,

Herest thou not, how that the carter saith ?

Hent it anon, for he hath yeve it thee.

Both hay and cart, and eke his caples three.

Nay, quod the devil, God wot, never a del.

It is not his entente, trust thou me wel.

Axe him thyself, if thou not trov.est me.
Or elles stint a while and thou shalt see.

This carter thakketh his hors upon the croupe,

And they begonne to dra^^en and to stoupe.

Heit now, quod he, ther Jesu Crist you blesse.

And all his houdes werk, both more and lesse :

That was wel twight, min owen liard boy,

I pray God save thy body and Seint Eloy.

Now is ray cart out of the slough parde.
Lo, brother, quod the fend, what told I thee 1

Here may ye seen, min owen dere brother.

The cherl spake o thing, but he thought another
Let us go forth abouten our viage ;

Here win I nothing upon this cariage.

Wlian that they comen somwhat out of toun.

This Sompnour to his brother gan to rouue ;

Brother, quod he, here woneth an old rebekke.
That had almost as lefe to lese hire nekke.
As for to yeve a peny of hire good.

I wol have twelf pen.s though that she be wood.
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Or I wol somone hire to our office ;

And y.'t, (lod \v(>t, of hire kn.)\v I no vice.

But for thou canst not, as in tliis eontree,

VVinnen tliy cost, take hero ensaniple of me.
Tliis Sompiiour chi])]>etii at tlie widewes gate

;

Come out, lie sayd, tiiou olde very trate ;

I trow thou hast soni frerc or ])recst with thee.

Who clappeth ? said tliis wif, henedicile,

God save jou, sire, what is your swete will *

I have, quod lie, of sonions here a bill.

Up peine of cursing, loke that thou be

To-niorwe befoi-e the archedekcnes knee.

To answere to the court, of certain thinges.

Now lord, (juod she, Crist Jesu, king of kinges.

So wisly helpe me, as I ue may.
I have ben sike, and that ful many a day.

I may not go so fer ((juod she) ne ride,

But I be ded, so priketh it in my side.

May I not axe a libel, sire Sompnour,
And auswere tlier by my procuratt>ur

To swiche thing as men wold apposun me ?

Ves, quod this Sompnour, pay anon, let see,

Twelf pens to me, ami I wol thee acquite.

I shal no profit ban thcrby but lite :

My maister hath the profit and not I.

Come of, and let me riden hastily ;

Yeve me twelf pens, I may no lenger tarie.

Twelf pens, quod she, now lady Seinte Marie
So wisly helpe me out of care and siune,

This wide world though that I shuld it winne,

Ne have I not twelf pens within my hold.

Ye knowen wel that I am poure and old

;

Kitlie your almesse upon me poure wretche.

Nay than, quod he, the foule fend me fetche,

If I thee excuse, though thou shuldest be spilt.

Alas ! quod she, God wot, I have no gilt.

Pay me, quod he, or by the swete Seiute Anne
As I wol here away thy newe panne
For dette, which thou owest me of old,

Whan that thou madest thyn husbond cokewold,

I paied at home for thy correction.

Thou liest, quod she, by my salvation,

Ne was I never or now, widew ne wif,

Sompued unto your court in all my ILf ;

Ne never I n'as but of my body tnwc.
Unto the devil i-ough and binke of hewe
Yeve I thy body and my pamie also.

And whan the devil herd hire cui-sen so
Upon hire knees, be sayd in this manere

;

Now, Maliily, min owen moder dere,

Is this your will in ernhst that ye soy !

The devil, <juod she, so fetche him or he <ley,

An<l panne and all, but lie wol him repi-nt.

Nay, olde stot, Ihat is not min entent,

Quod this Somj)nour, for to repcnten mc
For any thing that I have had of thee

;

I wold I had thy smok and every cloth.

Now brother, quod the devil, l)e not wroth
;

Thy body and this jjanne ben min by right.

Thou shalt with me to belle yet to-night,

Wher thou shalt knowen of our privetee

More than a maister of divinitee.

And with that word the foule fend him bent.

Body and soule, he with the devil went,

Wher as tliise Sompnours ban hir heritage ;

And God that maked after his image
Mankinde, save and gidc us all and some,
And lene this Sompnour good man to Ijccome.

Lordings, I coudc have told you,((|uod this frere)

Had I had leiser for this Sompnour here.

After the text of Crist, and Poule, and John,
And of oure other doctoui's many on,

Swiche peines, that your hertes might agrise,

Al be it so, that no tonge may devise.

Though that I might a thousand winter telle,

The peines of thilke cursed hotis of belle.

But for to kepe us fro that cursed place,

Waketli, and prayeth Jesu of liLs grace,

So kepe us fro the temptour Sathanas.

Ilerkneth this word, beware as in this cas.

Tho leon sit in his awaite alway

To sle the innocent, if that he may.
Disposeth ay your hertes to withstond

The fend, that you wold maken tliral and bond ;

He may not tempten you over your might,

For Crist wol be your champion and your kniglit
;

I And prayeth, that this Somimour him repent

I
Of his misdedes, or that the fend him bent.

THE SOMPNOURES TALE.

THE SOMPNOURES PROLOGUE.

This Sompnour in his stii'ops high he stood,

Upon this Frere his herte was so \v()od,

That like an aspen leef he quoke for ii-e :

"Eordings, quod he, but o thing I desire,

I you beseche, that of your curtesie,

Sin ye han herd this false Frere lie.

As suffretbe me, I may my tale telle.

This Frere bosteth that he knoweth belle.

And, God it wot, that is but litel wonder,
Freres and fendes ben but litel asonder.

For parde, ye ban often time herd telle,

How that a Frere ravished was to helle

In spirit ones by a visioun.

And as an angel lad him up and doun.

To shewen him the peines that ther were.

In all the place saw he not a Frere,

Of other folk he saw ynow in wo.

Unto this angel .sjjake the Frere tho
;

Now, sire, quod he, han Freres swiche a grace,

That non of hem shal comen in this place i

Yes, quod this angel, many a millioun :

And unto Sathanas he lad him doun.

(And now hath Sathanas, saith he, a tayl

Broder than of a carrike is the sayl)

Hold up thy tayl, thou Sathanas, quod he,

Shew forth thin ers, and let the Frere see

Wher is the nest of Freres in this place.

And er than half a furlong way of space.
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Right so as bees out swarmen of an hive,

Out of the devils ers ther gonnen drive

A twenty thousand Freres on a route.

And thurghout hell they swarmed al aboute,

And com agen, as fast as they may gon,

And in his ers they crepen everich on :

He clapt his tayl agen, and lay ful still.

This Frere, whan he loked had his fill

Upon the turments of this sory place.

His spirit God restored of his grace

Into his body agen, and he awoke
;

But natheles for fere yet he quoke,

So was the devils ers ay in his mind.
That is his heritage of veray kind.

God save you alle, save this cursed frere ;

My prologue wol I end in this manere.

THE SOMPNOURES TALE.

LoRDiNGS, ther is in Yorkshire, as I gesse,

A mersh contree ycalled Holdernesse,

In which ther went a limitour aboute

To preclie, and eke to beg, it is no doute.

And so befell that on a day this frere

Had preclied at a cliirche in his manere.
And specially aboven every thing

Excited he the peple in his preching

To trentals, and to yeve for Goddes sake,

Wherwith men mighteu holy houses make,
Ther as divine service is honoured.
Not ther as it is wasted and devoured,

Ne ther it nedeth not for to be yeven,

As to possessioners, that mowen leven

(Thanked be God) in wele and abundance.
Trentals, sayd he, deliveren fro penance
Hir frendes soules, as wel olde as yonge,

Ye, whan that they ben hastily ysonge.

Not for to hold a preest jolif and gay.

He singeth not but o masse on a day.

Delivereth out (quod he) anon the soules.

Ful hard it is, with fleshhook or with oules

To ben yclawed, or to bi-en or bake :

Now spede you hastily for Cristes sake.

And whan this frere had said all his entent.

With (/iii cum patre forth his way he went.

Whan folk in chirche had yeve him what hem lest,

He went bis way, no leiiger wold he rest,

With scrippe and tipped staf, ytucked hie :

In every hous he gan to pore and prie.

And begged raele and chese, or elles corn.

His felaw had a staf ripped with horn,

A pair of tables all of ivory,

And a pointel ypolished fetisly,

And wrote alway the names, as he stood.

Of alio folk that yave hem any good,

Askaunce that he wolde for hem preye.

Yeve us a bushel whete, or malt, or reye,

A Goddes kichel, or a trippe of chese.

Or elles what you list, we may not chese
;

A Goddes halfpeny, or a masse pony
;

Or yeve us of your braun, if ye have any,
A dagon of your blanket, leve dame,
Our suster dere, (lo here I write your name)
Bacon or beef, or swiche thing as ye find.

A sturdy harlot went hem ay behind,
That was hir hostes man, and bare a sakke,
And what men yave hem, laid it on his bakke.

And whan that he was out at dore, anon
He planed away the names everich on.

That he before had written in his tables :

He served hem with nifles and with fables.

Nay,ther thou liest, thou Sompnour, quod thefrere.

Pees, quod our hoste, for Cristes moder dere,

Tell forth thy tale, and spare it not at all.

So thrive I, quod this Sompnour, so I shall.

So long he went fro hous to hous, til he
Came to an hous, ther he was wont to be
Refreshed more than in a hundred places.

Sike lay the husbond man, whos that the place is,

Bedred upon a couehe low he lay :

Deus hie, quod he, O Thomas frend, good day,

Sayde this frere all curtlsly and soft.

Thomas, quod he, God yelde it you, ful oft

Have I upon this benclie faren ful wele.

Here have I eten many a mery mele.

And fro the benche he drove away the cat.

And laied adoun his potent and his hat,

And eke his scrip, and set himself adoun :

His felaw was ywalked into toun

Forth with his knave, into that hostelrie,

Wher as he shope him thilke night to lie.

dere maister, quod this sike man.
How have ye faren sin that March began 1

I saw you not this fourtene night and more.
God wot, quod he, laboured have I ful sore,

And specially for thy salvation

Have I sayd many a precious orison.

And for our other frendes, God hem blesse.

I have this day ben at your chirche at messe,
And said a sermon to my simple wit,

Not all after the text of holy writ.

For it is hard to you, as I suppose.

And therefore wol I teche you ay the glose.

Glosing is a ful glorious thing certain,

For letter sleth, so as we clei'kes sain.

Ther have I taught hem to be charitable,

And spend hir good ther it is resonable.

And ther I saw our dame, a, wher is she ?

Yonder 1 trow that in the yard she be,

Sayde this man, and she wol come anon.

Ey maister, welcome be ye by Seint John,
Sayde this wif, how fare ye hertily ?

This frere ariseth up ful curtisly.

And hire embraceth in his amies narwe.
And kisseth hire swete, and chirketh as a sparwe
With his lippes : dame, quod he, right wel.

As he that is your servant every del.

Thanked be God, that you yaf soule and lif.

Yet saw I not this day so faire a wif
In all the chirche, God so save me.

Ye, God amende defautes, sire, quod she,

Algates welcome be ye, by my fay.

Grand mercy, dame, that have I found alway.

But of your grete goodnesse, by youi* leve,

I wolde pray you that ye not you greve,

I wol with Thomas speke a litel throw :

Thise curates ben so negligent and slow
To gropen teudrely a conscience.

In shrift, in preching is my diligence

And study, in Peters wordes and in Poules,

I walke and fisshe Cristen mennes soules,

To yeld our Lord Jesu his propre rent

;

To sprede his word is sette all min entent.

Now by your faith, o dere sire, quod she,

Chideth him wel for Seinte Charitee.

He is ay angry as is a pissemire.

Though that he have all that he can desire,
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Though I him wrie a-night, and iiiaUe him warm,
And over him lay my leg and ckc min arm,

He groneth as our Ijore, litli in our stic :

Other disjiort of him right non have I,

I may not plese him in no maner cas.

Thomas, jeo vous die, Thomas, Thomas,
This maketh the fend, this muste hen amended.
Ire is a thing that high God hath defended,

And therof wol I sjieke a word or two.

Now, maister, quod the wif, cr that I go,

What wol ye dine ? I wol go theraboute.

Now, dame, quod he, jeo vous die sanz doute,

Have I nat of a capon but the liver,

And of your white bred nat but a shiver,

And after that a rosted i)igges hed,

(But I ne wolde for me no becst were ded)

Than had I with you homly suffisance.

I am a man of litel sustenance.

My spirit hath his fostring in the Bible.

My body is ay so redy and so penible

To waken, that my stomak is destroied.

I pray you, dame, that ye be nought annoiod,

Though I so frendly you my conseil shewe
;

By God I n'old have told it but a fewe.

Now, sire, quod slie, but o word er I go.

My child is dod within thise wekes two, '

Sone after that ye went out of this toun.

His deth saw I iiy revelatioun,

Sayde this frere, at home in our dortour.

I dare wel sain, that ertlian half an hour
After his deth, I saw him borne to blisse

In min avision, so God me wisse.

So did our sextein, and our fermerere,

That han ben trewe freres fifty yere
;

They may now, God be thanked of his lone,

Maken hir jubilee, and walke alone.

And up I arose, and all our covent eke.

With many a tere trilling on our cheke,

Withouten noise or clatering of belles,

Te deum was our song, and nothing elles,

Save that to Crist 1 bade an orison,

Thankmg him of my revelation.

For, sire and dame, trusteth me right wel,

Our orisons ben more effectuel.

And more we seen of Cristes secree thinges,

Than borel, folic although tliat they be kniges.

We live in poverte, and in abstinence.

And borel folk in richesse and dispence

Of mete and druike, and in hir foule delit.

We han this worldes lust all in despit,

Lazar and Dives liveden diversely,

And divers guerdon hadden they therby.

Who so wol pray, he must fast and be clene.

And fat his soule, and make his body lene.

We fare, as sajth the ajiostle ; cloth and food

Sutficeth us, though they be not ful good.

The clenenesse and the fasting of us freres,

Maketh that Crist accepteth our praieres.

Lo, Moises forty dales and forty night

Fdsted, er that the high God fui of might
Spake with him in the mountagne of Sinay :

With empty wombe of fasting many a day,

Received he the lawe, that was writen
With Goddes finger ; and Eh, wel ye witen.

In mount Orcb, er he had any speche
With highe God, that is our lives leche.

He fasted long, and was in ccntemplance.
Aaron, that had the temple in governance,

And eke the other preestes everieh on,

Into the temple whan they shuldeu gon

To praien for the peple, and do Bcrvise,

They n'olden drinken in no manor wise

No drinke, which that might hi'm drunken make.
But ther in abstinence pray and wake.
Lest that they deiden : take lieed what I say

—

But they be sobre that for the ]>eple pray

—

Ware that I say—no more : for it autticeth.

Our Lord Jesu, as holy writ deviseth,

Yave us ensamplc of fasting and praieres:

Therfore we mendiants, we sely freres,

Ben wedded to puverte and continence,

To charitee, humblesse, and abstinence,

To persecution for rightwisnesse.

To weping, miscricorde, and to clenenesse.

And therfore may ye see that our praieres

(I speke of us, we mendiants, we fnu'es)

I3en to the highe God more acceptable

Than youres, with your festes at your table.

Fro Paradis first, if I slial not lie.

Was man out chased for his glotonie.

And chast was man in Paradis certain.

But herken now, Thomas, what I shal sain,

I have no text of it, as I suppose.

But I shal find it in a maner glose
;

That specially our swete Lord Jesus
Spake this by freres, whan he sa^de thus,

Blessed be they that poure in spirit ben.

And so forth all tlie gospel may ye sen.

Whether it be liker our profession,

Or hirs that swimmen in possession,

Fie on hir pompe, and on hir glotonie,

And on hir lewednesse : I hi-m defie.

Me tliinketh they ben like Jovinian,

Fat as a whale, and walken as a swan
;

Al vinolent as hotel in the spence
;

Hir praier is of ful gret reverence

;

Whan they for soules say the Psalm of Davit,

Lo, buf they say. Cor meum ervctnvit.

Who foloweth Cristes gospel and his lore

But we, that Imml^Ie ben, and chast, and pore.

Workers of Goddes word, not auditours ?

Therfore right as an hauke upon a sours

Up springctli into the aire, right so praieres

Of charitable and cliast besy freres,

Maken hir sours to Goddes eres two.

Thomas, Thomas, so mote I ride or go.

And by that lord that cleped is Seint Ivc,

N'ere thou our brodcr, shuldest thou not thrive.

In our chapitre pray we day and night

To Crist, that he thee sende hole and might

Thy body for to wclden hastily.

God wot. quod he, nothing therof fele I,

As help me Crist, as I in fewe yeres

Have spended upon divers maner freres

Ful many a pound, yet fare I never the bet ;

Certain my good have I almost beset

:

Farcwel my good, for it is al ago.

The frere answered, Thomas, dost thou so 1

What nedeth you diverse freres to seche ?

What nedeth him that hath a parfit leche,

To sechen other leches in the toun ?

Your inconstance is your confusion.

Hold ye than me, or elles our covent,

To pray for you ben insufficient ?

Thomas, that jai)e n'is not worth a mite ;

Your maladie is for we han to lite.

A, yeve that covent half a quarter otes ;

And yeve that covent four and twenty grotes ;

And yeve that frere a peny, and let him go :

Nay, nay, Thomas, it may no thing be so.
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What is a ferthing worth parted on twelve ?

Lo, eche thing that is oned in himselve

Is more strong than whan it is yscatered.

Thomas, of me thou slialt not ben ) flatered.

Thou woklest han our labour al for nought.

The highe God, that all this world hath wrougiit,

Saith. that the workman worthy is his hire.

Thomas, nonght of your tresor I desire

As for myself, but that all our covent
To pray for you is ay so diligent :

And for to bilden Cristes owen ehirche.

Thomas, if ye wol lernen for to wirche,

Of bilding up of chirches maj' ye finde

If it be good, in Thomas lif of Inde.

Ye liggen here ful of anger and of ire.

With wliich the devil set your herte on fire.

And chiden here this holy innocent

Your wif, that is so good and patient.

And tlierfore trow me, Thomas, if thee lest,

Ne strive not with thy wif, as for the best.

And here this word away now by thy faith,

Touching swiche thing, lo, what the wise saith :

Within thy hous ne be thou no leon
;

To thy suggets do non oppression
;

Ne make thou not thin acquaintance to flee.

And yet, Thomas, eftsones charge I thee,

Beware from ire that in thy bosom slepeth,

Ware fro the serpent, that so slily crepeth

Under tlie gras, and stiugeth subtilly.

Beware, my sone, and herken patiently,

That twenty thousand men han lost hir lives

For sti'iving with hir lemmans and hir wives.

Now sith ye han so holy and meek a wif.

What nedeth you, Thomas, to maken strif ?

Ther n 'is ywis no serpent so cruel,

Whan man tredeth on his tail, ne half so fel,

As woman is, whan she hath caught an ire
;

Veray vengeance is than all hire desu'e.

Ire is a sinne, on of the grete seven,

Abhominable unto the God of heven,
And to himself it is destruction.

This every lewed vicar and parson

Can say, how ire engendreth homicide
;

Ire is in soth executour of pride.

I coud of ire say so mochel sorwe.

My tale shulde lasten til to-morwe.
And therfore pray I God both day and night.

An irons man God send him litel might.
It is gret harm, and certes gret pitee

To sette an irons man in high degree.

Whilom ther was an irons potestat.

As saith Senek, that during his estat

Upon a day out riden knightes two.

And, as fortune wold that it were so.

That on of hem came home, that other nought.

Anon the knight before the juge is brought,
That saide thus ; thou hast thy felaw slain,

For which I deme thee to the deth certain.

And to another knight commanded he
;

Go, lede him to the deth, I charge thee.

And happed, as they wenten by the wey
Toward the place ther as he shulde dey,

The knight came, which men wenden had be dede.

Than thoughten they it was tlie beste rede
To lede hem bothe to the juge again.

They saiden, lord, the knight ne hath not slain

His felaw, here he stondeth hoi alive.

Ye shuU be ded, quod he, so root I thrive,

That is to say, both on, and two, and three.

And to the iii'ste laiight right thus spake he.

I damned thee, thou nmst algate be ded :

And thou also must nodes lese thyn hed,

For thou art cause why thy felaw deyeth.

And to the thridde knight right thus he seyeth,

Thou hast not don that I commanded thee

And thus he did do slen hem alle three.

Irous Cambises was eke dronkelew,

And ay delighted him to ben a shrew.

And so befell, a lord of his meinie.

That loved vertuous moralitee,

Sayd on a day betwix hem two right thus :

A lord is lost, if he be vicious
;

And dronkennesse is eke a foule record

Of any man, and namely of a lord.

Ther is ful many an eye and many an ere

Awaiting on a lord, and he n'ot wher.
For Goddes love drinke more attemprely :

Win maketh man to lesen wretchedly
His mind, and eke his limmes everich on.

The revers slialt thou see, quod he, anon.

And preve it by thyn owen experience.

That win ne doth to folk no swiche offence.

Ther is no win bereveth me my might
Of bond, ne foot, ne of min eyen sight.

And for despit he dranke mochel more
An huudred part than he had don before.

And right anon, this cui'sed irons wretche
This knightes sone let before him fetche.

Commanding him he shuld before him stond :

And sodenly he took his bow in hond.
And up the strong he pulled to his ere.

And with an arwe he slow the child right ther.

Now whether have I a siker hond or non ?

Quod he, Is all my might and minde agon ?

Hath win bereved me min eyen sight 1

What shuld I tell the answer of the knight l

His son was slain, ther is no more to say.

Beth ware therfore with lordes for to play,

Singeth Placebo, and I shal if I can.

But if it be unto a poure man ;

To a poure man men shuld his vices telle,

But not to a lord, though he shuld go to helle.

Lo, h'ous Cirus, thilke Persien,

How he destroyed the river of Gisen,

For that an hors of his was dreint therin.

Whan that he wente Babilon to win :

He made that the river was so sraal,

That wimmen might it waden over al.

Lo, what said he, that so wel techen can ?

Ne be no felaw to non irous man,
Ne with no wood man walke by the way.
Lest thee repent ; I wol no forther say.

Now, Thomas, leve brother, leve thin ire,

Thou shalt me find as just, as is a squire
;

Hold not the devils knif ay to thin herte,

Thin anger doth thee all to sore smerte,
But shew to me oil thy confession.

Nay, quod the sike man, by Seint Simon
I have ben shriven this day of my curat ;

I have him told al holly min estat.

Nedeth no mo to speke of it, sayth he,

But if me list of min humilitee.

Yeve me than of thy gold to make our cloistre,

Quod he, for many a muscle and many an oistre,

Whan other men han ben ful wel at ese,

Hath been our food, our cloistre for to rese :

And yet, God wot, uneth the fundament
Parfourmed is, ne of our pavement
N'is not a tile yet within our wones

:

By God we owen fourty pound for stoaea.
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Now help, Thomas, for liini that harwed hclle,

For elles more we oure bokes selle,

And if yi" lac-ke oure predication,

Than goth tliis world all to destruction.

For » iio so fro this world wold us bereve.

So God me save, Thomas, by your levc.

He ivold bereve out of this world the sonne.

For who can tccho and workeii as we coniie ?

And that is not of litel tune, ((juod he)

But sithen Elie was, and Elisee,

Hau frercs ben, that find I of record,

In charitee, ythonked be our Lord.

Now, Thomas, help for Seintc Charitee.

And doun anon he sette him on his knee.

This sikc man woxe wel neigh wood for ire,

He wolde that the frero hail ben a-fire

Witli his false dissimulation.

Swicho thing as is in my possession.

Quod he, that may I yeve you and non other :

Ye sain me thus, how that I am your brother.

Ye certes, quod this frere, ye, trusteth wel
;

I took our d.imc the letter of our sele.

Now wel, quod he, and somwhat shal I yevc
Unto your holy covent while I live

;

And in thin hond thou slialt it have anon.

On this condition, and other non.

That thou depart it so, my dere brother,

That every frere have as moche as other :

This slialt thou swerc on thy profession

Withouten fraud or cavilation.

I swere it, quod the frere, upon my faith.

And therwithall his hond in his he layth
;

Lo here my faith, in me slial be no lak.

Than put thin hond adoun right by my bak,

Saide this man, and grope wel behind,

Benethe my buttok, ther thou shake find

A thing, that I have hid in privetee.

A, thought tliis frere, that shal go with me.
And doun his hond he launcheth to the clifte.

In ho])e for to findcn ther a gifte.

And whan this sike man felte tliis frere

About his towel gropen ther and hei'c,

Amid his hond he let the frere a fart

;

Ther n'is no capel drawing in a cart,

That might hau let a fart of swiche a soun.

The frere up sterte, as doth a wood leoun :

A, false cherl, quod he, for Goddes bones,

Tliis hast thou in despit don for the nones

:

Thou slialt able this fart, if that I may.
His meinie, which that herdeu this affray,

Came leping in, and chased out the frere.

And forth he goth with a ful angry chere,

And fet his fela«', tlier as lay his store :

He loked as it were a wilde bore,

And griiite with his teeth, so was he wroth.
A sturdy pas doun to the court he goth,

Wher as ther woned a man of gret honour,
To whom that he was alway confessour

:

This worthy man w-as lord of that village.

This frere came, as he were in a rage,

Wher as this lord sat eting at his bord :

Unnethes might the frere speke o word.
Til atte last he saide, God you see.

This lord gan loke, and saide, Benedicile !

What ? frere John, what maner world is tiiis ?

I see wel that som thing ther is amis
;

Ye loken as the wood were ful of theves.

Sit doun anon, and tell me what your greve is.

And it shal ben amended, if I may.
I have, quod he, had a despit to-day.

God yelde you adoun, in your village,

That in this world ther n'is so jioure a page,
That he n'oide have abhoiiiinatioun

Of that I have n ceived in ymire toiin :

And yet ne greveth me notiiing so sore,
As that the olde cherl, with lokkes Iiore,

Blasphemed hath oure holy covent eke.

Now, maister, quod this lord, 1 you beseke.
No maister, sire, quod lie, but servitour,

Though I have had in scole that honour.
God liketh not, that men us Kabi call.

Neither in market, ne in your large hail.

No force, quod he, but tell me all your grefe.

Sire, quod this Fi-erc, an odious meschefe
This day betid is to min ordrc, and me.
And so per conse</nens to cclie degree
Of holy chirche, God amende it sone.

Sire, quod the lord, ye wot what is to don :

Distempre you not, yo ben my confessour.

Ye ben the salt of the erthe, and the savour
;

For Goddes love your patience now hold
;

Telle me your grefe. And he anon him told

As ye han herd before, yc wot wel what.
The lady of the hous ay stille sat,

Til she bad heidc what the Frere said.

Ey, goddes moder, quod she, blisful maid,
Is ther ought clles ? tell me faithfully.

Madame, quod ho, how thinketh you tlicrby ?

How that me thinketh ? quod she; so God me spede,
I say, a cherle hath don a cherles dede.
What shuld I say ? God let him never the;
His sike lied is ful of vanitee

;

I hold him in a manor frenesie.

Madame, quod he, by God I shal not lie,

But I in other wise may ben awreke,
I shal diffame liim over all, ther 1 speke

;

This false blasphemour, that charged me
To parten that wol not departed be,

To every man ylike, with mcschance.
The lord sat stille, as he were in a trance,

And in his herte he rolled up and doun,
How had this cherl imaginatioun

To shewen swiche .a probleme to the frero.

Never erst or now ne herd I swiche matere ;

I trow the Devil put it in his mind.
In all Arsmetrike shal ther no man find

Beforn this d.ay of swiche a question.

Who shulde make a demonstration.

That every man shuld han ylike his part

As of a soun or savour of a fart ?

nice proude cherl, I shrewe his face.

Lo, sires, quod the loi-d, with harde gi-ace.

Who ever herd of swiche a thing or now?
To every man ylike I tell nie how.

It is an impossible, it may not be,

Ey, nice cherl, God let him never the.

The rombling of a fart, and every soun,

N'is but of aire reverberatioun,

And ever it w.asteth lite and lite away;
Ther n'is no man can demen, by my fay.

If that it were departed equally.

What ? lo my cherl, lo yet how shrewedly

Unto my confessour to-day he spake

;

1 hold him certain a demoniake.

Now ete your mete, and let the cherl go play,

Let him go honge himself a devil way.

Now stood the lordes squier atte bord.

That carf his mete, and herde word by word
Of all this thing, of which 1 have you sayd.

My lord, quod he, be ye uot evil apaid,
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I coude telle for a gouue-cloth

To you, sire frere, so that ye be not wroth,

How that this fart shuld even ydeled be

Amonge your covent, if it liked thee.

Tell, quod the lord, and thou shalt have anon
A goune-cloth, by God and by seint John.

My lord, quod he, whan that the weder is faire,

Withouten winde, or pertourbing of aire.

Let bring a cart-whele here into this hall,

But loke that it have his spokes all

;

Twelf spokes hath a cart-whele communly ;

And bring me than twelf freres, wete ye why I

For threttene is a covent as I gesse :

Your confessour here for his worthinesse

Shal parfourme up the noumbre of his covent.

Than shull they knele adoun by on assent,

And to every spokes end in this inanere

Ful sadly lay his nose shal a frere ;

Your noble confessoui", ther God him save,

Shal hold his nose upright under the nave.

Than shal this cherl, with bely stif and tought

As any tabour, hider ben ybrought ;

And set him on the whele right of this cart

Upon the nave, and make him le: a fart.

And ye shull seen, up peril of my lif.

By veray preef that is denionstratif,

That equally the soun of it wol wende,
Aud eke the stinke, unto the spokes ende.

Save that tliis worthy man, your confessour,

(Because he is a man of gret honour)
Shal han the firste fruit, as i-eson is.

The noble usage of freres yet it is.

The worthy men of hem sluil first be served.

And certainly he hath it wel deserved
;

He hath to-day taught us so mochel good,

With preching in the pul|)it ther he stood,

That 1 may vouchesjiuf, 1 say for me.
He hadde the firste smel of fartes three,

And so wold all his brethren hardely,

He bereth him so faire and holyly.

The lord, the lady, aud eche man, save the frere,

Sayden, that Jankin spake in this matere
As wel as Euclide, or elles I'tholomce.

Touching the cherl, they sayden, subtiltce

And liighe wit made him speken as lie spake
;

He u'is no fool, ne no demoniake.
And Jankin hath ywonne a newe goune

;

My tale is don, we beu almost at toune.

THE CLERKES TALE.

THE CLERKES PROLOGUE.

Sire Clerk of Oxenforde, our hoste said.

Ye ride as stille and coy, as doth a maid,
\V ere newe spoused, sitting at the bord :

This day ne herd I of your tonge a word.

I trow ye studie abouten som sophime :

But Salomon saith, that every thing hath time.

For Goddes sake as beth of better chere,

It is no time for to studien here.

Tell us som mery tale by jour fay
;

For what man that is entred in a play,

He nedes most unto the play assent.

But precheth not, as freres don in Lent,

To make us for our olde sinnes wepe,

Ne that thy tale make us not to slepe.

Tell us som mery thing of aventures.

Your termes, your coloures, and your figures,

Kepe hem in store, til so be ye endite

Hie stile, as whan that men to kinges write,

Speketh so plain at this time, I you pray,

That we may understondcn what ye say.

This worthy Clerk benignely answerde ;

Hoste, quod he, I am under your yerde,

Ye have of us as now the governance.

And therfore wolde I do you obeysance.

As fer as reson asketh hardely :

I wol you tell a tale, which that I

Lerned at Padowe of a worthy clerk,

As preved by his wordes and his werk.
He is now ded, and nailed in his cheste,

I pray to God so yeve his soule reste.

Fraunceis Petrark, the laureat poete,

Highte this clerk, whos rethorike swete
Enlumined all Itaille of poetrie.

As Lynyan did of philosophie,

Or law, or other art particulere

:

But deth, that wol not suH're us dwellen here,

But as it were a twinkling of an eye.

Hem both hath slaine, and alle we shul dye.

But forth to tellen of this worthy man,
That taughte me this tale, as 1 began,

I say that first he with hie stile enditeth

(Or he the body of his tale writeth.)

A proheme, in the which descriveth he

Piemont, and of Saluces the contree,

And speketh of Apennin the hilles hie.

That ben the boundes of west Lumbardie
And of mount Vesulus in special,

Wher as the Poo out of a welle smal

Taketh his firste springing and his sours,

That estward ay encreseth in his cours

To Emelie ward, to Ferare, and Venise,

The which a longe thing were to devise.

And trewely, as to my jugement.
Me thinketh it a thing impertinent,

Save that he wol conveyen his matere :

But this is the tale which that ye mow here.

THE CLERKES TALE.

Ther is right at the West side of Itaille

Doun at the rote of Vesulus the cold,

A lusty plain, habundant of vitaille,

Ther many a toun and tour thou maist behold.

That founded were in time of fathers old,

And many another delitable sighte.

And Saluces this noble contree highte.
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A niarkis whilom lord was of that loud,

As were his worthy elders him bofore,

And obeysant, ay redy to his hond,
Were all his lieges, botiie lesse and more :

Thus in delit he liveth, and hath don yore,

Beloved and drad, thuri;li favour of fortune,

Both of his lordes, and of his commune.

'i'hcrwith he was, to speken of linage,

The gentilest yborne of Lumbardie,

A faire person, and stronir, and yong of age,

And ful of honour and of curtesie :

Discret ynough, his contree for to gie,

Sauf in som thinges that he was to blame,

And Walter was this yonge lordes name.

I blame hira thus, that he considorod nought

In time coming what might him betide,

But on his lust present was all his thought.

And for to hauke and hunt on every side :

Wei neigh all other cures let he slide,

And eke he n'old (and that was worst of all)

Wedden no wif for ought that might befall.

Only that point his peple bare so sore,

That Hockmel on a day to hira they went,

And on of hem, that wisest was of lore,'

(Or elles that the lord wold best assent

That he shuld tell him what the peple ment,
Or elles coud he wcl shew swiciie matere)

He to the markis said as ye shuU here.

O noble markis, your humanitce
Assureth us and yeveth us hardinesse,

As oft as time is of necessitee,

That we to you mow tell our hevinesse :

Accepteth, lord, than of your gentiliosse,

That we with pitous herte unto you })laine.

And let your eres nat my vols dbdauie.

Al have I not to don in this matere
More than another man hath in this place,

Yet for as moch as ye, my lord so dere,

Han alway shewed me favour and grace,

I dare the better aske of you a space

Of audience, to shewen our request,

And ye, my lord, to don right as you lest.

For certes, lord, so wel us liketh you
And all your werke, and ever have don, that we
Ne couden not ourself devisen how
We mighten live in more felicitee :

Save o thing, lord, if it your wille be,

That for to be a wedded man you li st.

Than were your peple in soverain hertes rest.

Boweth your nekke under the blisful yok
Of soveraintee, and not of servise.

Which that men clepen spousaile or wedlok :

Andlhinketh, lord, among your thoughtes wise,

How that our dayes passe in sondry wise
;

For though we slepe, or wake, or rome, or ride,

Ay fleth the time, it wol no man abide.

And though your grene youthe floure as yet,

In crepeth age alway as still as ston.

And deth manaseth every age, and smit
In eche estat, for ther escapeth non :

And al so certain, as we kuowe eche on
That we shul die, as uncertain we all

Ben of that day whan deth shal on us fall.

Accepteth than of us the trewe entent,
That never yet rofusoden your hest,

And we wol, lord, if that ye wol assent,
Chese you a wife in short time at the mest,
Borne of the gentillest and of the bent
Of all this lond, so that it oughte semo-
Honour to God and you, as we can deme.

Deliver us out of all this besy dredc,
And take a wif, for highe Goddes sake :

For if it so befell, as (uid forbede,

That thurgh your deth your linage shulde slake.
And that a strange successour shuld Uike
Your heritage, o ! wo were us on live :

Wherforc we pray you hastily to wive.

Hir meke praiere and hir pitous chere
Made the markis for to han pitee.

Ye wol, quod he, min owen peple dere.

To that 1 never er thought constrainen me.
I me rejoyced of my libertee,

That selden time is found in mariage
;

Tlier I was free, I moste ben in servage.

But natheles I see your trewe entent,

And trust upon your wit, and have don ay :

Wherfore of my free will I wol assent

To wedden me, as sone as ever I may.
But ther as ye han profred me to-day

To chosen me a wif, I you relese

That chois, and pray you of that prefer ceso.

For God it wot, that children often ben
Unlike hir worthy eldres hem before,

Bountee conioth al of God, not of the stren.

Of which they ben ygendred and ybore :

I trust in Goddes bountee, and therfore

My mariage, and min estat, and rest

I him betake, he may don as him lest.

Let mc alone in chesing of my w'if.

That charge upon my bak I wol endure :

But I you pray, and charge upon your lif,

That what wif that I take, ye mc assure

To worship hire while that hire lif may dure.

In word and werk both here and elles wliere,

As she an emperoures doughter were.

And forthermorc this sluiln ye swere, that ye
Again my cliois shul never grutch ne strive.

For sith 1 shal forgo my libertee

At your request, as ever mote I thrive,

Ther as min herte is sot, ther wol I wive :

And but ye wol assent in swiche nianere,

I pray you sjjeke no more of this matere.

With hertly will they sworen and assenten

To all this thing, ther saide not o wight nay :

Beseching him of grace, or that thiy wenten,

That he wold grantcn hem a certain day

Of his spousaile, as sone as ever he may.
For yet alway the peple somwhat dred.

Lest that this markis wolde no wif wed.

He granted hem a day, swiche as him lest.

On which he wold be wedded sikerly,

And said he did all this at hir request

;

And they with humble horte ful buxumly
Kneling upon hir knees ful reverently

Hira thonken all, and thus they han an end

Of hir entente, and home agen they wend.
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Aud hereupon he to his officeres

Coininamleth for the feste to purvay.

And to his privee kuightes and squieres

Swiche cliarge he yave, as him list on hem lay :

And they to his conimandement obey,

And cche of hem doth al his diligence

To do unto the feste al reverence.

PARS SECUNDA.

Nought fer fro tliilke paleis honourable,

Wher as this markis shope his mariage,

Ther stood a thorpe, of sighte delitable.

In which that poure folk of that village

Hadden hir bestes and hir herbergage,

And of hir labour toke hir sustenance,

After that the erthe yave hem habundance.

Among this poure folk ther dwelt a man,
Which that was holdea pourest of hem all

:

But highe God somtime senden can

His grace unto a litel oxes stall

:

Janieola men of that thorpe him call.

A doughter had he, faii-e ynough to sight,

And Grisildis this yonge maiden hight.

But for to speke of vertuous beautee,

Than was she on the fairest under sonne :

Ful pourely yfostred up was she :

No likerous lust was in hire herte yronne
;

Wei ofter of the well than of the tonne

She dranke, and for she wolde vertue plese,

She knew wel labour, but non idel ese.

But though this mayden tendre were of age,

Yet in the brest of hire virginitee

Ther was enclosed sad and ripe corage :

And in gret reverence and charitee

Hire olde poure fader fostred she :

A few sheep spinning on the feld she kept,

She wolde not ben idel til she slept.

And whan she homward came, she wolde bring

Wortes and other herbes times oft.

The which she shred and sethe for hire living.

And made hii-e bed ful hard, and nothing soft :

And ay she kept hire fadres lif on loft

With every obeisance and diligence.

That child may don to fadres reverence

Upon Grisilde, this poure creature,

Ful often sithe this markis sette his eye,

As he on hunting rode pai'aventure :

And whan it fell that he might hire espie.

He not with wanton loking of folic

His eyen cast on hire, but in sad wise

Upon hire chere he wold him oft avise.

Commending in his herte hire womanhede.
And eke hire vertue, passmg any wight

Of so yong age, as wel in chere as dede.

For though the peple have no gret insight

In vertue, he considered ful right

Hire bountee, and disposed that he wold
Wedde hire only, if ever he wedden shold.

The day of wedding came, but no wight can
Tellen what woman that it shulde be.

For which mervaille wondred many a man.

And saiden, whan they,were in privetee,

Wol not our lord yet leve his vanitee ?

Wol he not wedde ? alas, alas the while !

Why wol he thus himself and us begile ?

But natheles this markis hath do make
Of gemmes, sette in gold and in asure,

Broches and ringes, for Grisildes sake
Aud of hire clothing toke he the mesure
Of a maiden like unto hire stature.

And eke of other ornamentes all,

That unto swiche a wedding shulde fall.

The time of underne of the same day
Approcheth, that this wedding shulde be.

And all the paleis put was in arra}',

Both halle and chambres, eche in his degree.

Houses of office stuffed with plentee

Ther mayst thou see of deinteous vitaille.

That may be found, as fer as lasteth Itaille.

This real, markis richely arraide,

Lordes and ladies in his compagnie.
The which unto the feste weren praide.

And of his retenue the bachelerie.

With many a soun of sondry melodie.

Unto the village, of the which I told.

In this array the righte way they hold.

Grisilde of this (God wot) ful innocent,

That for hire shapen was all this array.

To fetchen water at a welle is went.
And cometh home as sone as ever she may.
For wel she had herd say, that thilke day
The markis shulde wedde, and, if she might.

She wolde fayn ban seen som of that sight.

She thought, I wol with other maidens stond,

That ben my felawes, in our dore, and sec

The markisesse, and therto wol I fond

To don at home, as sone as it may be.

The labour which that longeth unto me,
And than I may at leiser hire behold.

If she this way unto the castel hold.

And as she wolde over the threswold gon,

The markis came and gan hire for to call.

And she set doun hire water-pot anon
Beside the threswold in an oxes stall.

And doun upon hire knees she gan to fall.

And with sad countenance kneleth still.

Til she had herd what was the lordes will.

This thoughtful markis spake unto this maid
Ful soberly, and said in this manere :

Wher is your fader, Gi'isildis ? he said.

And she with reverence in humble chere
Answered, lord, he is al redy here.

And in she goth wiihouten lenger lette.

And to the markis she hu'e fader fette.

He by the bond than toke this poure man.
And saide thus, whan he him had aside :

Janieola, I neither may ne can
Lenger the plesance of min herte hide.

If that thou vouchesauf, what so betide.

Thy doughter wol I take or that I wend
As for my wif, unto hire lives end.

Thou lovest me, that wot I wel certain,

And art my faithful liegeman ybore.

And all that liketh me, I dare wel sain
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It liketh thee, and specially therfore

Teh mo that point, that 1 have said before,

If that thou wolt unto this jjurpos drawe.

To taken me as for thy sou in lawe.

This sodeu cas this man astoned so,

That rod he wex, abaist, and al <iuaking

He stood, unnethes said he wordcs mo.
But only thus ; Lord, quod he, my willing

Is as ye wol, ne ageins your liking

1 wol no thing, miu owcn lord so dere,

Right as you list, goverueth this matere.

Than wol I, quod this markis softely,

That in thy chambre, I, and thou, and she.

Have a collation, and wost thou why ?

For I wol ask hire, if it hii-e wille be

To be my wif, and reule hire after me :

And all this shal be don in thy presence,

I wol not speke out of thin audience.

And in the chambre, while they wei-e aboute

The tretee, which as ye sliul after here.

The peple came into the hous « ithoute,

And woiuh-ed hem, in how honest manere
Ententifly she kept hire fader dcre :

But utterly Grisildis wonder might.

For never erst ne saw she swiche a sight.

No wonder is though that she be astoned.

To see so gret a gest come in that place.

She never was to non swiche gestes woued.
For which she lokcd with ful pale face.

But shortly forth this matere for to chace,

Thise am the wnrdes that the markis said

To this benigne, veray, faithful maid.

Grisilde, he said, ye shuln wel understond,

It liketh to your fader and to me,
That I you wedde, and eke it may so stond

As I suppose, ye wol that it so be :

But thise demaundes aske I first (quod he)

That sin it shal be don in hasty wise,

Wol ye assent, or elles you avise ?

I say this, be ye redy with good herte

To all my lust, and that I freely may
As me best thinketh do you laugh or smerte,

And never ye to grutehen, night ne day,

And eke whan I say ya, ye say not nay,

Neither by word, ne frouuing countenance ?

Swere this, and here I swere our alliance.

Wondring upon this thing, quaking for drede,

She saide ; Lord, indigne and unworthy
Am I, to thilkc honour, that ye me bede.

But as yc wol yourself, right so wol I :

And here I swere, that never willingly

In werk, ne thought, I n'ill you disobeie

For to be ded, though me were loth to deie.

. This is ynough, Grisilde min, quod he.

And forth he goth with a ful sobre chere,

Out at the dore, and after than came she.

And to the peple he said in this manere :

This is my wif, quod he, that stondeth here.

Honoureth her, and loveth hire, I pray.

Who so me loveth, ther n'is no more to say.

And for that nothing of hire olde gere

She shulde bring into his hous, he bad
That women shuld despoilen hire right there,

Of which thise ladies wcren nothing glad
To handle hire clothes wlicrin she was clad :

But nathfles this maiden liright of hew
Fro foot to hed they clothed iian all new.

Hire heres han they kempt, tiiat lay uutrebsed
Ful rudely, and witii hir fiiigres smal
A coroune on hire hed they ban ydressod.
And sette hire ful of nouches gret and smal :

Of hire array what shuld 1 make a talc i

Unnetli the jieple hire knew for liire fairnesse,

Whan she transmcwed was in swiche richesse.

This markis hath hire spoused with a ring

Brought for the same cause, and than hire sette

Upon an hors snow-white, and wel ambling,
And to his paleis, or he lenger lette,

(With joyful peple, that hire lad and mette)
Conveyed hire, and tlius the day they speude
In revel, til the sonne gan descende.

And shortly forth this tale for to chace,

I say, that to this newe markisesse

God hath swiche favour sent hire of his grace.

That it ne senieth not by likclinesse

That she was borne and fed in rudenesse,

As in a cote, or in an oxes stall.

But nourished in an emperoures hall.

To every wight she waxen is so dere.

And worshipful, that folk ther she was bore.

And fro hire birthe knew hire yere by yerc,

Unnethes trowed they, but dorst han swore,

That to Janicle, of which I spake before,

She doughter n'as, for as by conjecture

Hem thoughte she was another creature.

For though that ever vertuous was she.

She w^as encresed in swiche excellence

Of thewes good, yset in high bountee.

And so discrete, and faire of eloquence,

So benigne, and so digne of reverence.

And coude so the peplcs herte cnbrace,

That eche hii-e loveth that loketh ou hire face.

Not only of Saluces in the toun

Published was the bountee of hire name,
But eke beside in many a regioun.

If on saith wel, another saith the same :

So spredeth of hire hie bountee the fame,

That men and women, yong as wel as old,

Gon to Saluces upon hire to behold.

Thus Walter lowly, nay but really,

Wedded with fortunat honestetee.

In Goddes pees liveth ful e.sily

At home, and grace ynough outward had he :

And for he saw that under low degree

Was honest vertue hid, the peple him held

A prudent man, and that is seen ful seld.

Not only this Grisildis thurgh hire wit

Coude all the fete of wifly homlincsse.

But eke whan that the cas required it,

The comune profit coude siie rcdresse :

Ther n'as discord, rancour, ne lievinesse

In all the lond, that she ne coude appese.

And wisely bring hem all in hertes ese.

Though that hire hnsbond absent were or non.

If gentilmen, or other of that contree

Were wToth, she wolde bringen hem at on,
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So wise and ripe wordes hadde she.

And jugement of so gret equitee.

That she from heven sent was, as men wend,
Peple to save, and every wrong to amend.

Not longe time after that this Grisilde

Was wedded, she a doughter hath ybore,

All had hire lever han borne a knave child :

Glad was the markis and his folk therfore,

For though a maiden childe come all before,

She may unto a knave child atteine

By hkelyhed, sin she n'is not barreine.

PARS TERTIA.

Ther fell, as it befalleth times mo,
Whan that this childe had souked but a throwo,

This markis in his herte longed so

To tempt his wif, hire sadnesse for to knowe,
That he ne might out of his herte throwe
This marveillous desir his wif to assay.

Needles, God wot, he thought hii'e to affray.

He had assaied hii-e ynough before.

And found hire ever good, what nedeth it

Hire for to tempt, and alway more and more ?

Though som men praise it for a subtil wit,

But as for me, I say that evil it sit

To assay a wif whan that it is no nede.

And putten hire in anguish and in drede.

For which this markis wrought in this manere
;

He came a-night alone ther as she lay

With Sterne face, and with ful trouble chere.

And sayde thus ; Gi'isilde, (quod he) that day
That I you toke out of your poure array,

And put you in estat of high noblesse.

Ye han it not forgotten, as I gesse.

I say, Grisilde, this present dignitee,

In which that I have put you, as I trow,

Maketh you not forgetful for to be
That I you toke in poure estat ful low,

For ony wele ye mote yourselven know.
Take hede of every word that I you say,

Ther is no wight that hereth it but we tway.

Ye wote yourself wel how that ye came here
Into this hous, it is not long ago.

And though to me ye be right lefe and dere.

Unto my gentils ye be nothing so :

They say, to hem it is gret shame and wo
For to be suggetes, and ben in servage

To thee, that borne art of a smal linage.

And namely sin thy doughter was ybore,

Thise wordes han they spoken douteles,

But I desire, as I have don before.

To live my lif with hem in rest and pees :

I may not in this cas be reccheles
;

I mote do with thy doughter for the best,

Not as I wold, but as my gentils lest.

And yet, God wote, this is ful lotli to me :

But natheles withouten youre weting
I wol nought do, but thus wol I (quod he)
That ye to me assenten in this thing.

Shew now voui'e patience in youi-c werlung.

That ye me hight and swore in youre village

The day that maked was our mariage.

Whan she had herd all this, she not ameved
Neyther in word, in chere, ne countenance,

(For as it semed, she was not agreved)

She sayde ; Lord, all lith in your plesance.

My child and I, with hertely obeisance

Ben youres all, and ye may save or spill.

Your owen tiling : werketh after your wiU,

Ther may no thing, so God my soule save,

Like unto you, that may displesen me :

Ne I desire nothing for to have,

Ne drede for to lese, sauf only ye :

This will is in myn herte, and ay shal be,

No length of time, or detli may this deface,

Ne change my corage to an other place.

Glad was this markis for hire answering,

But yet he feined as he were not so,

Al drery was his chere and his loking.

Whan that he shuld out of the chambre go.

Sone after this, a furlong way or two.

He prively hath told all his entent

Unto a man, and to his wif him sent.

A maner sergeant was this prive man,
The which he faithful often founden had
In thinges gret, and eke swiche folk wel can
Don execution on thinges bad :

The lord knew wel, that he hira loved and di*ad.

And whan this sei'geant wist his lordes will,

Into the chambre he stalked liim ful still.

Madame, he sayd, ye mote foryeve it me.
Though I do thing, to which I am constreined

:

Ye ben so wise, that right wel knowen ye.

That lordes hestes may not ben yfeined.

They may wel be bewailed and complained.

But men mote nedes to hir lust obey.

And so wol I, ther n'is no more to say.

This child I am commanded for to take.

And spake no more, but out the child he heut
Despitously, and gan a ehei-e to make.
As though he wold have slain it, or he went.

Grisildis most al suffer and ai consent

:

And as a lambe, she sitteth meke and stUl,

And let this cruel sergeant do his will.

Suspecious was the diffame of this man.
Suspect his face, suspect his word also.

Suspect the time in which he this began :

Alas ! hire doughter, that she loved so.

She wende he wold han slaien it right tho,

But natheles, she neither wept ne siked

Conforming hire to that the markis liked.

But at the last to speker. she began.
And mekely she to the sergeant praid

(So as he was a worthy gentil man)
That she might kisse hire child, or that it deid :

And in hire barme this litel child she leid,

With ful sad face, and gan the child to blisse.

And lulled it, and after gan it kisse.

And thus she sayd in hire benigne vois

:

Farewel, my child, I shal thee never see,

But sin I have thee marked with the crois,

Of thilke fader yblessed mote thou be.
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That for us died upon a crois of tree :

Thy soule, litel child, I him betake,

For this uiglit shalt thou dieu for my sake.

I trow that to a norice in this cas

It had ben hard this routhe for to see :

Wei might a moder than han cried alas,

But natheles so sad stedfast was she,

That she endured all advcrsitce.

And to the sergeant mckely she sayde,

Have here agen your litel yoiige maydc.

Goth now (quod she) and doth my lordes best

;

And o thing wold I pray you of your grace,

But if my lord forbade you at the lest,

Burieth this litel body in soni place.

That bestes ne no briddes it to-race.

But he no word to that purpos wold say,

But toke the child and weut upon his way.

This sergeant came unto his lord again,

And of Grisildes wordes and hire chere
He told him point for point, in short and plain.

And him presented with his doughter dere.

Soniwhat this lord hath routhe in his manere,
But natheles his purpos held he still.

As lordes don, whan they wol have hir will,

And bad this sergeant that he privcly

Shulde this child ful softe wind and wrappe,
With alle circumstances tendrely.

And carry it in a cofre, or in a lappe
;

But upon peine his hed of for to swappe
That no man shulde know of his entent,

Ne whens he came, ne winder that he went
;

But at Boloigne, unto his suster dere.

That thilke time of Pavie was countesse,

He shuld it take, and show hire this matere,
Beseching hire to don hire besinesse

This child to fostren in all gentillesse.

And whos child that it was he bade hire hide
From every wight, for ought that may betide.

This sergeant goth, and hath fulfilde this thing.
But to this marquis now retorne we

;

For now goth he ful fast imagining.
If by his wives chere he miglite see.

Or by hire wordes apperceive, that she
Were changed, but he never coud hire finde,
But ever in on ylike sad and kiude.

As glad, as humble, as besy in service

l
And eke in love, as she was wont to be.
Was she to him, in every manor wise

;

Ne of hire doughter not a word spake she :

Non accident for non advcrsitee
Was seen in hire, ne never hire doughters name
Ne nevened she, for ernest ne for game.

I PARS QUARTA.

I In this estat ther passed ben foure yere
Er she with childe was, but, as God wold,

' A knave childe she bare by this Waltei-e
Ful gracious, and fair for to behold :

^
And whan that folk it to his fader told.

Not only he, but all his contree mery
^^'as for this childe, and God they thonke and hery.

Whan it was two yere old, and from the brest
Dei)arted of his norice, on a day
This markis caughte yet another lest

To tempte his wif yet ofter, if lie may.
! iiedoles was she temjitcd in assay.

But wedded men ne coniien no nusure,
Whan tliat they finde a patient creature.

Wif, quod this markis, ye han herd or tliis

My peple sikely beren our niariage.

And namely sin my sone yboren is.

Now is it worse than ever in al our age :

The murmur sletli niyn lierte and niy corage,
For to myn eres cometli the vols so smerte.
That it wel nie destroyed hath myn herte.

Now say they thus, whan Walter is agon,
Than shal the blood of Jaiiiele succede.

And ben our lord, for other han we non :

Swiche wordes sayn my peple, it is no drede.
Wel ought I of swiche murmur taken hede.
For (jertainly I drede al swiche sentence.

Though they uot plainen in myn audience.

I wolde live in pees, if that I might :

Wherfore I am disjiosed utterly.

As I his suster served er by night,

Right so thinke I to serve him prively.

This warne I you, that ye not sodenly

Out of yourself for no wo shuld outraie,

Beth patient, and therof I you praie.

I have, quod she, sayd thus and ever shal,

1 wol no thing, ne n'ill no thing certain.

But as you list : not greveth me at al,

Thougli that my doughter and my sone be slain

At your CDinniandonient : that is to sain,

I have not had no part of children twein.

But first sikenesse, and after wo and peine.

Ye ben my lord, doth with your owen thing

Riglit as you list, asketh no rede of me :

For as I left at home al my clothing

Whan I came first to you, right so (quod she)

Left I my will and al my libertce.

And toke your clothing : wherfore I you prey,

Doth your plesance, I wol youre lust obey.

And certes, if I hadde prescience

Your will to know, er ye your lust me told,

T wold it do withouten negligence :

But now I wote your lust, and wliat ye wold.

All your plesance fernie and stable I hold.

For wist I that my deth might do you ese.

Right gladly wold I dien, you to plese.

Deth may not maken no comparisoun
Unto your love. And whan this markis say

The Constance of his wif, he cast adoun
His eyen two, and wondreth how slie may
In patience suffer al this array :

And forth he goth with drery contenance,

But to his herte it was ful gret plesance.

This ugly sergeant in the same wise

That he hire doughter caughte, right so he
(Or worse, if men can any werse devise)

Hath lient hire sone, that ful was of beautee :

And ever in on so patient was she.

That she no chere made of hevinesse.

But kist hire sone and after gan it blesse.
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Save tliis she praied him, if that he might.
Hire litel sone lie wold in erthe grave.
His tendre liinmes, delicat to sight,

Fro foules and fro bestes for to save.

But she non answer of him mighte have,
He went his way, as him no thing ne rought,
But to Boloigne he tendrely it brought.

This markis wondreth ever lenger the more
Upon hire patience, and if that he
Ne liadde sothlv knowen therbefore,

That partitly hire children loved she,

He wold han wend that of som subtiltee

And of malice, or for cruel corage.

That she had suffred this with sad visage.

But wel he knew, that next himself, certain

She loved hire children best in every wise.

But now of women wold I asken fayn.

If thise assaies mighten not suffise
;

What coud a sturdy husbond more devise

To preve hire wifhood, and hire stedfastnesse,

And he continuing ever in sturdmesse 1

But ther ben folk of swiche condition.

That, whan they han a certain purpos take,

They can not stint of hir intention.

But, right as they were bounden to a stake.

They wol not of hir firste purpos slake :

Right so this markis fully hath purposed
To tempt his wif, as he was first disposed.

He waiteth, if by word or contenance .

That she to him was changed of corage :

But never coud he finden variance,

She was ay on in herte and in visage.

And ay the further that she was in age,

The more trewe (if that it were possible)

She was to him in love, and more penible.

For which it semed thus, that of hem two
Ther was but o will ; for as Walter lest.

The same lust was hire plesance also
;

And God be thanked, all fell for the best.

She shewed wel, for no worldly unrest
A wif, as of hireself, no thing ne sholde
Wille in effect, but as hire husbond wolde.

The sclandi-e of Walter wonder wide spradde.
That of a cruel herte he wikkedly.
For he a poure woman wedded hadde,
Hatli murdred both his children prively :

Swich murmur was among hem comunly.
No wonder is : for to tlie peples ere

Ther came no word, but that they murdred were.

For which ther as liis peple therbefore

Had loved him wel, the sclandre of his diffame
Made hem that they him hateden therfore :

To ben a raurdrour is an hateful name.
But natheles, for ernest ne for game,
He of his cruel purpos n'olde stente.

To tempt his wif was sette all his entente.

Whan that his doughter twelf yere was of age.
He to the court of Rome, in subtil wise
Enformed of his will, sent his message,
Commanding him, swiche billes to devise,
As to bis cruel purpos may suffise.

How that the pope, as for his peples rest,

Bade him to wed another, if him lest.

I say he bade, they shulden contrefete

The popes bulles, making mention
That he hath leve his firste wif to lete.

As by the popes dispensation.

To stinten rancour and dissension

Betwix his peple and him : thus spake the bull.

The which they han publisshed at the full.

The rude peple, as no wonder is,

Wenden ful wel, that it had ben right so :

But whan thise tidings came to Grisildis,

I deme that hire herte was ful of wo
;

But she ylike sad for evermo
Disposed was, this humble creature.

The adversitee of fortune al to endure
;

Abiding ever his lust and his plesance.

To whom that .she was yeven, herte and al.

As to hire veray worldly suffisance.

But shortly if this storie tell I shal.

This markis writen hath in special

A lettre, in which he sheweth his entente.

And secretly he to Boloigne it seute.

To the erl of Pavie, which that hadde tho

Wedded his suster, prayed he specially

To bringen home agein his children two
In honourable estat al openly ;

But o thing he him prayed utterly.

That he to no wight, though men wold enquere,

Shulde not tell whos children that they were.

But say, the maiden shuld ywedded be
Unto the markis of Saluces anon.

And as this erl was prayed, so did he,

For at day sette he on his way is gon
Toward Saluces, and lordes many on
In rich arraie, this maiden for to gide.

Hire yonge brother riding hire beside.

Arraied was toward hire mariage
This fresshe maiden, ful of gemmes clere,

Hire brother, which that seven yere was of age,

Arraied eke ful fresh in his manere :

And thus in gret noblesse and with glad chere
Toward Saluces shaping hir journay
Fro day to day they riden in hir way.

PARS QtriNTA-

Among al this, after his wicked usage.

This markis yet his wif to tempten more
To the uttei'este prefe of hire corage.

Fully to have experience and lore.

If that she were as stedefast as before.

He on a day in open audience
Ful boistously hath said hire this sentence :

Certes, Grisilde, I had ynough plesance

To han you to my wif, for your goodnesse,

And for your trouthe, and for your obeysance,
Not for your linage, ne for your richesse.

But now know I in veray sothfastnesse,

That in gret lordship, if I me wel avise,

Ther is gret servitude in sondry wise.

I may not don, as every ploughman may :

My peple me constreineth for to take

Another wif, and crien day by day ;
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And eke the pope rancour for to slake

Consenteth it, that dare 1 undertake :

And trewely, thus moche 1 wol you say.

My newe wif is coming by the way.

Be strong of herte, and voide anon hire place.

And thilke dower that ye bi-oughten me
Take it agen, I grant it of my grace.

Reiurneth to your fadres hous, (quod he)

No man may alway have prosperitoe.

With even herte I rede you to endure
The stroke of fortune, or of aventure.

And she agen answerd in patience :

My lord, quod she, I wote, and wist alway.
How that betwixen your magnificence

And my povcrte no wight ne can ne may
Maken comparison, it is no nay ;

I ne held me never digue in no manere
To be your wif, ne yet your chamberere.

And in this hous, ther ye me lady made,
(The highe God take I for my wituesse,

And all so wisly he my soule glad)

I never held me lady ne maistresse.

But humble servant to your worthinesse,

And ever shal, while that my lif may dui'e,

Aboveu every worldly creature.

That ye so longe of your benignitee

Han holden me in honour and nobley,

Wheras 1 was not worthy for to be.

That thanke I God and you, to whom I prey
Foryelde it you, ther is no more to sey :

Unto my fader gladly wol I wende.
And with him dwell unto my lives ende

;

Ther I was fostred of a chiide ful snial,

Til I be ded my lif ther wol I lede,

A widew clene in body, herte and al.

For sith I yave to you my maidenhede,
And am your trewe wif, it is no drede,

God shilde swiche a lordes wif to take
Another man to husbond or to make.

And of your newe wif, God of his grace
So graunte you wele and prosperite :

For I wol gladly yelden hire my place.

In which that I was blisful wont to be.

For sith it liketh you, my lord, (quod she)

That whilom weren all myn hertes rest.

That I shal gon, I wol go whan you lest.

But ther as ye me profre swiche dowaire
As I first brought, it is wel in my mind,
It were my wretched clothes, nothing faire.

The which to me were hard now for to find.

O goode God ! how gentil and how kind
Ye semed by your speche and your visage,

The day that maked was oure marriage !

But 80th is said, algate I find it trewe,

For in effect it preved is on me.
Love is not old, as whan that it is newe.
But certes, lord, for non adversitee

To dien in this cas, it shal not be
That ever in word or werke I shal repent.

That I you yave min herte in hole entent.

My lord, ye wote, that in my fadres place
Ye dide me stripe out of my poure wede.
And richely ye clad me of your grace

;

To you brought I nought elles out of drede,
But faith, and nakedncssc, and maidenhede

;

And here agen your clotiiing I restore,

And eke your wedding ring for evermore.

The remenant of your jewcles redy be
Within your chambre, I dare it snfiy sjiin :

Naked out of my fadres hous (quod she)
I came, and naked 1 mole tunic again.
All your plesance wolde I folwe fain :

But yet I hope it be not your entent,

That I smokies out of your paleis went.

Ye coude not do so dishonest a thing.

That thilke wombe, in which your chiidren lav,

Shulde before the pcple, in my walkini',

Be seen al bare : wlierfore 1 you pray
Let me not like a wornie go by the way

:

Remembre you, min owen lord so dere,

I was your wif, though I unworthy were.

Wherfore in guerdon of my maidenhede,
Which that I brought and not agen 1 be.e.
As vouchesauf to yeve ine to my niede
But swiche a smok as I was wont to wore,
That I therwith may wrie the wonibe of hire
That was your wif : and here I take my leve
Of you, min owen lord, lust I you greve.

The smok, quod lie, that thou hast en thy baki

Let it be still, and here it forth with thee.

Hut Wel unnetlies thilke word he spake.

But went his way for routhe and for pitee.

Before the folk hireselven stri|)eth she,

And in hire smok, with foot and hed al bare.

Toward hire fadres hous forth is she fare.

The folk hire folwen weping in hir wey,
And fortune ay they cursen .is they gou :

But she fro weping kept hire eyen drey,

Ne in this time word ne spake she non.

Hire fader, that this tiding herd anon,

Curseth the day and time, that nature

Shops him to beu a lives creature.

For out of doute this olde poure man
Was ever in suspect of hire mariage :

For ever he denied, sin it first began.
That whan the lord fulfilled had his corage.

Him wolde thinke it were a disparage

To his estat, so lowe for to alight.

And voiden hire as soue as ever he might.

Agein his doughter hastily goth he,

(For he by noise of folk knew hire coming)
And with hire olde cote, as it might be.

He covereth hire ful sorwefully weping :

But on hire body might he it not bring,

For rude was the cloth, and more of age
By dales fele than at hire mariage.

Thus with hire fader for a certain space
Dwelleth this flour of wifiy patience.

That nother by hire wordes ne hire face,

Beforn the folk, ne eke in hir absence,

Ne shewed she that hire was don oflence,

Ne of hire high estat no remembrance
Ne hadde she, as by hu-e coutenance.

No wonder is, for in hire gret estat

Hire gost was ever in pleine humilitee
;

No tendre mouth, no herte delicat,
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No pompe, no serablant of realtee
;

But ful of patient benignitee,

Discrete, and prideles, ay honourable,

And to hire husbond ever meke and stable.

Men speke of Job, and most for his humblesse,
As clerkes, v.-han hem list, can wel endite,

Namely of men, but as in sothfastnesse,

Though clerkes preisen women but a lite,

Ther can no man in humblesse him acquite

As woman can, ne can be half so trewe
As women ben, but it be falle of newe.

PARS SEXTA.

Fro Boloigne is this erl of Pavie come.
Of which the fame up sprang to more and lesse :

And to the peples eres all and some
Was couth eke, that a newe markisesse
He with him brought, in swiche pomp and richesse,

That never was ther seen with mannes eye

So noble array in al West Lumbardie.

The markis, which that shope and knew all this,

Er that this erl was come, sent his message
For thilke poure sely Grisildis

;

And she with humble herte and glad visage,

Not with no swollen thought in hire eorage.

Came at his best, and on hire knees hire sette,

And reverently and wisely she him grette.

Grisilde, (quod he) my will is utterly,

This maiden, that shal wedded be to me.
Received be to-morwe as really

As it possible is in myn hous to be :

And eke that evei-y wight in his degree
Have his estat in sitting and service.

And high plesance, as I can best devise.

I have no woman suffisant certain

The chambres for to array in ordinance

After my lust, and therfore wolde I fain.

That thin were all swiche manere governance :

Thou knowest eke of old all my plesance ;

Though thin array be bad, and evil besey,

Do thou thy devoir at the leste wey.

Not only, lord, that I am glad (quod she)

To don your lust, but I desire also

You for to serve and plese in my degree,

Withouten fainting, and shal evermo :

Ne never for no wele, ne for no wo,

Ne shal the gost within myn herte stente

To love you best with all my trewe entente.

And with that word she gan the hous to dight.

And tables for to sette, and beddes make.
And peined hire to don all that she might.

Praying the chambereres for Goddes sake

To hasten hem, and faste swepe and shake,

And she the moste serviceable of all

Hath every chambre arraied, and his hall.

Abouten undern gan this erl alight.

That with him brought thise noble children twey ;

For which the peple ran to see the sight

Of hir array, so richely besey :

And than at erst amonges hem they sey.

That Walter was no fool, though that him lest

To change his wif ; for it was for the best.

For she is fairer, as they demen all,

Than is Grisilde, and more tendi-e of age,

And fairer fruit betwene hem shulde fall,

And more plesant for hire high linage :

Hire brother eke so faire was of visage,

That hem to seen the peple hath caught plesance,

Commending now the markis governance.

stormy peple, unsad and ever untrewe,
And undiscrete, and changing as a fane.

Delighting ever in rombel that is newe.
For like the mone waxen ye and wane :

Ay ful of clapping, dere ynough a jane.

Your dome is fals, your Constance evil preveth,

A ful gret fool is he that on you leveth.

Thus saiden sade folk in that citee.

Whan that the peple gased up and doun :

For they were glad, right for the noveltee,

To have a newe lady of hir toun.

No more of this make I now mentioun,
But to Grisilde agen I wol me dresse.

And telle hire Constance, and hire besinesse.

Ful besy was Grisilde in every thing.

That to the feste was appcrtinent
;

Right naught was she abaist of hire clothing.

Though it wei'e rude, and somdel eke to-rent.

But with glad chei'e to the yate is went
With other folk, to grete the markisesse.

And after that doth forth hire besinesse.

With so glad chere his gestes she receiveth.

And conningly everich in his degree.

That no defaute no man apperceiveth.

But ay they wondren what she mighte be.

That in so poure array was for to see,

And coude swiche honour and revei'ence,

And worthily they preisen hire prudence.

In all this mene while she ne stent

This maide and eke hire brother to commend
With all hire herte in ful benigne entent.

So wel, that ho man coud hire preise amend :

But at the last whan that thise lordes wend
To sitten doun to mete, he gan to call

Grisilde, as she was besy in the hall.

Grisilde, (quod he, as it were in his play)

How liketh thee my wif, and hire beautee ?

Right wel, ray lord, quod she, for in good fay,

A fairer saw I never non than she :

I pray to God yeve you prosperitee ;

And so I hope, that he wol to you send

Plesance ynough unto your lives end.

thing beseche I you and wame also.

That ye ne prikke with no turmenting

This tendre maiden, as ye han do mo :

For she is fostred in hire norishing

More tendrely, and to my supposing

She mighte not adversitee endure.

As coude a poure fostred creature.

And whan this Walter saw hire patience.

Hire glade chere, and no malice at all.

And he so often hadde hire don offence,

And she ay sade and constant as a wall.

Continuing ever hire innocence over all,

This sturdy markis gan his herte dresse

To rewe upon hire wifly stedefastnesse.
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Tliis is ynough, Grisilde min, quod he,

Be now no more a<i;ast, ne evil upaid,

I have tlij faith and tiiy benijjnitee,

As wel as ever woman was, assaid

In gret estat, and poiirelieii arraied :

Now know I, dere wit", thy stedefastnesse,

And hire in armes toko, and gan to kesse.

And she for wonder toke of it no kepe
;

She herde not what thing he to hire said :

She ferde as slie had stert out of a slepe.

Til she out of hire mascdnesse abraid.

Grisilde, quod he, by God that for us deid,

Thou art my wif, non other I ne have,

Ne never had, as God my soule save.

This is thy doughter, which thou hast supposed
To be my wif ; tliat other faithfully

Shal be min heir, as 1 have ay disposed
;

Tliou bare hem of thy body trewely :

At Boloigne have I kept hem prively :

Take hem agen, for now maist tliou not say,

That thou hast lorn uou of thy children tway.

And folk, that otherwise han said of me,
I warne hem wel, that I have don this dcde
For no malice, ne for no crueltee,

But for to assay in thee thy wonianhedo :

And not to slee my children (God forbede)
But for to kepe hem prively and still,

Til I thy purpos knew, and all thy will.

Whan she this herd aswoune doun she falleth

For pitous joye, and after hire swouning
She bothe hire yonge children to hii-e calleth.

And in hii'e armes pitously weping
Embraceth hem, and tendrely kissing

Ful like a modcr with hire salte teres

She bathed both hir visage and hir heres.

0, which a pitous thing it was to see

Hire swouning, and hire humble vols to here !

Grand mercy, lord, God thank it you (quod she)

That ye han saved me my children dere :

Now rekke I never to be ded right here,

Sin I stond in your love, and in your grace,

No force of deth, ne whau my spirit pace.

tendre, o dere, o yonge children mine.
Your woful mother wened stedfastly.

That cruel houndes, or som foul vermine
Had eten you ; but God of his mercy.
And your benigne fader tendrely

Hath don you kepe : and in that same stound
Al sodenly she swapt adoun to ground.

And in hire swough so sadly holdeth she
Hire children two, whan she gan hem embrace.
That with gret sleight and gret difficultee

The children from hire arm they gan arrace
O ! many a tere on many a pitous face

Doun ran of hem that stoden hire beside,

Unnethe abouten hire might they abide.

Walter hire gladeth, and hire sorwe slaketh,

She riseth up abashed from hire trance.

And every wight hire joye and feste maketli,

Til she hath caught agen hire contenance.
Walter hire doth so faithfully plesance.

That it was deintee for to seen the chere
Betwix hem two, sin they ben met in fere.

Thise ladies, whan that tliey hir time sey,

Han taken hire, and into chunibre gon,
And stripi'ii hire out of hire rude arrey,
And in a cloth of gold that briglile shone.
With a coroune of many a riehe stone
Upon hire lied, they into hall hire brouglite

:

And tlier she was honoured as liire ought.

Thus hath this pitoOs day a biisful end ;

For every man, and woman, doth his miglit

This day in mirth and revel to dispend.

Til on the welkin slione the sterrcs l)right

:

For more solempne in every mamies sight

This feste was, and greter of cosfagc,

Than was the revel of hire mariage.

Ful many a ycre in high prosperitee

Liven thise two in concord and in rest,

And richely his doughter marled he
Unto a lord, on of the worthiest

Of all Itaillo, and than in j)eos and rest

His wives fader in his court he keputh,

Til that the soule out of his body crepeth.

His sone siiccedeth in his heritage.

In I'est and pees, after his fadres day :

And fortunat was eke in mariage,
Al put he not his wif in gret assay :

This world is not so strong, it is no nay.

As it hath ben in olde times yore.

And hcrkneth, what this auctour saith therfore.

This story is said, not for that wives shuld

Folwe Grisilde, as in humiliteo,

For it were importable, tho they wold
;

But for that every wight in his degree
Shulde be constant in adversitee,

As was Grisilde, therfore Petrark writeth

This storie, which with high stile he enditeth.

For sith a woman was so ])atient

Unto a mortal man, wel more we ought
Receiven all in grce that God us sent.

For gret skill is he prove that he wrought:

But he ne tempteth no man that he bought.

As saith seiut Janie, if ye his pistell rede
;

He pi-eveth folk al day, it is no drede :

And suffreth us, as for our exercise,

With sharpe scourges of adversitee

Ful often to be bete in sondry wise
;

Not for to know our will, for certes he,

Or we were borne, knew all our freeletee
;

And for our best is all his governance
;

Let us than live in vertuous suffrance.

But o word, lordings, herkeneth, or I go :

It were ful hard to finden now adayes

In all a toun Grisildes three or two :

For if that they were put to swiche assayes,

The gold of hem hath now so bad alayes

With bras, that though the coine be faire at eye,

It wolde rather brast atwo than plie.

For which here, for the wives love of Bathe,

Whos lif and al hire secte God maintene

In high maistrie, and elles were it scathe,

I wol with lusty herte fresshe and grene.

Say you a song to gladen you, 1 wene :

And let us stint of ernestful matere.

Herkneth my song, that saith iu this manere.
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Grisilde is ded, and eke hire patience,

And both at ones buried in Itaille :

For wliieli I crie in open audience,

No wedded man so hardy be to assaille

His wives patience, in trust to find

Grisildes, for iu certain he shal faille.

O noble wives, ful of highe prudence,

Let non humilitee your tonges naile :

Ne let no clerk have cause or diligence

To write of you a storie of swiche niervaille.

As of Gi'isildis patient and kinde.

Lest Chichevache you swalwe iu hir entraille.

Folweth eceo, that holdeth no silence.

But ever answereth at the countretaille :

Beth not bedaflPed for your innocence.

But sharply taketh on you the governaille :

Emprenteth wel this lesson in your minde,

For comun profit, sith it may availle.

Ye archewives, stondeth ay at defence,

Sin ye be strong, as is a gret camaille,

Ne suffreth not, that men do you offence.

And sclendre wives, feble as in bataille,

Beth egre as is a tigre yond in Inde ;

Ay clappeth as a mill, I you counsaille.

Ne drede hem not, doth hem no reverence.

For though thin husbond armed be iu maille.

The arwes of thy crabjjed eloquence

Shal perce his brest, and eke his aventaille :

In jalousie I rede eke thou him binde,

And thou shalt make him couche as doth a quaille.

If thou be faire, ther folk ben in presence

Shew thou thy visage, and thin apparaille :

If thou be foule, be free of tliy dispence,

To get thee frendes ay do thy travaille :

Be ay of chere as light as lefe on linde.

And let him care, and wepe, and wringe,and waille.

THE MARCHANTES TALE.

THE MARCHANTES PROLOGUE.

Weping and wailing, care and other sorwe
I have ynough, on even and on morwe,
Q,uod the marchant, and so have other mo.
That wedded ben : I trowe that it be so :

For wel I wot it fareth so by me.
I have a wif, the werste that may be.

For though the fend to hire ycoupled were.

She wolde him overmatche I dare wel swere.

What shulde I you reherse in special

Hire high malice 1 she is a shrew at al.

Ther is a long and a large difference

Betwix Grisildes grete patience.

And of my wif the passing crueltee.

AVere I unbounden, all so mote I the,

I wolde never eft comen in the snare.

We wedded men live in sorwe and care,

Assay it who so wol, and he shal finde

That I say soth, by seint Thomas of Inde,

As for the more part, I say not alle ;

God shilde that it shulde so befalle.

A, good sire hoste, I have ywedded be
Thise monethes two, and more not parde

;

And yet I trowe that he, that all his lif

Wifles hath ben, though that men wolde him rife

Into the herte, ne coude in no manere
Tellen so much sorwe, as I you here
Coud telleu of my wives cursednesse.

Now,quodour hoste,marchant,so God youblesse.
Sin ye so mochel knowen of that art,

Ful hertely I pray you tell us part.

Gladly, quod he, but of min owen sore

For sory herte I tellen may no more.

THE MARCHANTES TALE.

Whilom ther was dwelling in Lumbardie
A worthy knight, that born was at Pavie

In which he lived in gret prosperitee ;

And sixty yere a wifles man was he.

And folwed ay his bodily delit

On women, ther as was his appetit.

As don thise fooles that ben seculere.

And whan that he was passed sixty yere.

Were it for holinesse or for dotage,

I cannot sain, but swiche a gret corage

Hadde this knight to ben a wedded man.
That day and night he doth all that he can
To espien, wher that he might wedded be ;

Praying our lord to granten him, that he
Mighte ones knowen of that blisful lif,

That is betwix an husbond and his wif.

And for to live under that holy bond.
With which God lirste man and woman bond.

Non other lif (said he) is worth a bene :

For vk-edlok is so esy and so clene,

That in this world it is a paradise.

Thus saith this olde knight, that was so wise.

And certainly, as soth as God is king,

To take a wif, it is a glorious thing.

And namely whan a man is old and here.

Than is a wif the fruit of his tresore
;

Than shuld he take a yong wif and a faire,

On which he might engendren him an heire,

And lede his lif in joye and in solas,

Wlieras thise bachelers singen alas,

Whan that they finde any adversitee

In love, which n'is but childish vanitee.

And trewely it sit wel to be so.

That bachelers have often peine and wo :

On brotel ground they bilde, and brotelnesse

They linden, whan they wenen sikeruesse :

They live but as a bird or as a beste,

In libertee and under non areste,

Ther as a wedded man in his estat

Liveth a lif blisful and ordinat.

Under the yoke of mariage yljound :

Wel may his herte in joye and blisse abound.

For who can be so buxom as a wif ?

Who is so trewe and eke so ententif
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To kepe him, sike and hole, as is liis make ?

For wcle or wo srhe n"ill him not foi-sake :

She n'is not wery him to love and serve,

Thoujih that he lie bcdrede til that lie sterve.

And yet som clerkes sain, it is not so,

Of which he Theophrast is on of tho :

Wl'.at force thoujjh Tliociphrast list for to lie ?

Ne take no wif, (juoil ho, for hushondrie,

As for to spare in houshold thy disponce :

A trewe servant doth more diligence

Thy good to kepe, than doth thin owen wif,

For she wol claimen half part al hire lif.

And if that thou be sike, so God me save,

Thy vcray frendcs or a trewe knave
Wol kepe thee bet than slie, that waiteth ay
After thy good, and hath don many a day.

This sentence, and an hnndrcd things werse
Writeth this man ther God his bones curse.

But take no kepe of al swiche vanitee,

Defieth Theophrast, and lierkeneth me.
A wif is Goddes yefte veraily

;

All other maner yeftes hardely.

As londes, rentes, pasture, or commune.
Or mebles, all ben yeftes of fortune,

That passen as a shadow on the wall :

But drede thou not, if plainly speke I shal,

A wif wol last and in thin lious endure,
Wei lenger than thee list paraventure.

Mariage is a ful gret sacrament

;

He which that hath no wif I hold him shent

;

He liveth hel[)les, and all desolat

:

(I speke of folk in seculer estat)

And herkneth why, 1 say not this for nought,
That woman is for mannes help ywrought.
The highe God, whan he had Adam maked.
And saw him al alone belly naked,

God of his grete goodnesse saide than.

Let us now make an helpe unto this man
Like to himself, and than he made him Eve.
Here may ye see, and hereby may ye preve.

That a wif is mannes helpe and his comfort,
His paradis teri'estre and his disport :

So buxom and so vertuous is she,

They mosten nedes live in unitee :

O flesh they ben, and o flesh, as I ge.sse,

Hath but on herte in wele and in distresse.

A wif ! a ! seinte Marie, Itcnedicile,

How might a man have any adversite

That hath a wif ? certes I cannot seye.

The blisse the which that is betwi.x hem tweye
Ther may no tonge telle or herte tliinke.

If he be poure, she helpeth him to swinke
;

She kepeth his good, and wasteth never a del

;

All that hire husbond doth, hire likcth wel

;

She saith not ones nay, whan he saith ye ;

Do this, saith he ; al redy, sire, saith she.

blisful ordre, o wedlok precious.

Thou art so mery, and eke so vertuous.

And so commended, and apjn-oved eke.

That every man that holt him worth a leke,

Upon his bare knees ought all his lif

Thanken his God, that him hath sent a wif.

Or elles pray to God him for to send
A wif, to last unto his lives end.

For than his lif is set in sikernesse,

He may not be deceived, as I gesse,

So that he werche after his wives rede
;

Than may he boldly beren up his liede.

They ben so trewe, and therwithal so wise.

For which, if thou wilt werchen as the wise,

Do alway so, as women wol thee rede.
Lo how that Jacob, as tliise clork«'s rede,

By good conseil of his mollur Uebekke
Houiide the kiddes skin al)out his iiekke

;

For which his fadres benison he wan.
Lo Judith, as the storie eke tell can,

By good conseil she Goddes pe])le kept,
And slow him Holofernes wliile he slept.

Lo Abigail, by good conseil how shi;

Saved hire husbond N'abal, whan that lie

Shuld ban be slain. And loke, Hester also
By good conseil delivered out of wo
The peple of God, and made him .Mardoclr.'e

Of Assuere enbaunsed fur to be.

Ther n'is no thing in gree superlatif
(As saith Senek) above an humble wif.

Suffer thy wives tonge, as Caton bit.

She shal ccmimand, and thou shall suffren it,

And yet she wol obey of curtesie.

A wif is keper of thin husbondrie:
Wel may the sike man bewaile and wepe,
Ther as ther is no wif the hous to kepe.

I warne thee, if wisely thou wilt werche.
Love wel thy wif, as Crist loveth his clierclie

:

Hthou lovest thyself, love thou tliy wif.

No man liateth his flesh, but in his lif

He fostreth it, and therlore bid 1 tli.-e

Cherish thy wif, or thou slialt never the.

Husbond and wif, what so men jape or play,

Of worldly folk liolden the siker way

:

They ben so knit, ther may non harm betide,

And namely up^ n the wives side.

For which tliis January, of whom I told.

Considered hath within his dayes old
The lu~ty lif, the vertuous quiele,

That is in mariage hony-swete.
And for his frendes on a day he sent
To tellen hem ili' effect of his entent.

With face sad, his tale he hath hem told

:

He sayde, frendes, I am hore and old,

And almost (God wot) on my ])ittes brinke,

Upon my soule somwliat most I thinke.

I have my body folily dispeiided.

Blessed be God that it shal ben amended :

For I wol ben certain a wedded man.
And that anon in all the hast I can.

Unto som maiden, faire and teiidie of age,

I pray you shapeth for my mariage
All sodeiily, for 1 wol not abide

:

And I wol fonde to espien on my side.

To whom I may be wedded liastily.

But for as inuche iis ye ben more than I,

Ye shullen rather swiche a thing espien

Than I, and wher me beste were to allien.

But o thing warn I you, my frendes dere,

I wol non old wif ban in no manere :

She shal not passen twenty yere certain.

Old fish and yonge Hesli wold I liave fain.

Bet is (quod he) a pike than a ])ikerel.

And bet than old beef is the t<-ndre veel.

I wol no woman thirty yere of age,

It is but benesti-aw and gret forage.

And eke thise olde widewes (God it wote)

They connen so moch craft on Wades hole.

So mochel broken harm wlian that hem K st.

That with hem shuld I never live in rest.

For sondry scoles makcn subtil clerkes
;

Woman of many scoles half a clerk is.

But certainly, a yong thing men may gie.

Right as men may warm wax with handes jdie.
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Wherfore I sny you plainly in a clause,

I wol noil old wif han right for this cause.

For if so were I hadde swiehe meschance,

Tliat I in hire ne coude have no plesance,

Tiian shuld I lede my lif in avoutrie,

And so streight to the devil whan 1 die.

Ne children shuld I non upon hire geten

:

Yet were me lever houndes had me eten,

Than that min heritage shulde fall

In straunge hondes : and this 1 tell you all.

I dote not, I wot the cause why
Men shulden wedde : and furthermore wot I,

Ther speketh many a man of mariage,

That wot no more of it than wot my page,

For which causes a man shuld take a wif.

If he ne may not liven chast his lif,

Take him a wif with gret devotion,

Because cf leful procreation

Of children, to the honour of God above,

And not only for paramour or love
;

And for they shulden lecherie eschue.

And yeld hir dette whan that it is due:
Or for that eche of hem shuld helpen other

In meschefe, as a suster shal the brother,

And live in chastitee ful holily.

But, sires, (by your leve) that am not I,

For God be thanked, I dare make avaunt,

I fele my limmes stark and suffisant

To don all that a man belongeth to :

I wot myselven best what I may do.

Though I be hoor, I fare as doth a tre.

That blosmeth er the fruit ywoxen be
;

The blosmy tre n'is neither drie ne ded :

I fele me no wher hoor but on my hed.

Min herte and all my limmes ben as grene,

As laurer thurgh tlie yere is for to seue.

And sin that ye han herd all min entent,

I pray you to my will ye wolde assent.

Diverse men diversely him told

Of mariage many ensamples old ;

Sora blamed it, som praised it certain
;

But atte laste, shortly for to sain,

(As all day falleth altercation

Betwixen frendes in disputison)

Ther fell a strif betwix his brethren two.

Of which that on was cleped Placebo,

Justinus sothly called was that other.

Placebo sayd ; January brother,

Ful litel nede han ye, my lord so dere,

Conseil to aske of any that is here

:

But that ye ben so ful of sapience.

That you ne liketh for your high prudence,

To weiven fro the word of Salomon.

This word sayd he unto us everich on
;

Werke alia thing by conseil, thus sayd he.

And than ne shalt thou not repenten thee.

But though that Salomon spake swiehe a word,

Min owen dere brother and my lord.

So wisly God my soule bringe at rest,

I hold your owen conseil is the best.

For, brother min, take of me this motif,

I have now ben a court-niau all my lif.

And God it wot, though I unworthy be,

I have stonden in ful gret degree
Abouten lordes of ful high estat

:

Yet had I never with non of hem debat,

I never hem contraried trewely.

I wot wel that my lord can more than I ;

What that he saith, I hold it firme and stable,

1 say the same, or elles thing semblable.

A ful gret fool is any conseillour.

That serveth any lord of high honour.

That dare presume, or ones thinken it,

That his conseil shuld passe his lordes wit.

Nay, lordes be no fooles by my fay.

Ye han yourselven shewed here to-day

So high sentence, so holily, and wel.

That I consent, and confirme every del

Your wordes all, and your opinioun.

By God ther n'is no man in all this toun
Ne in Itaille, coud bet han ysayd :

Crist holt him of this conseil wel apaid.

And trewely it is an high corage
Of any man that stopen is in age,

To take a young wif, by my fader kin :

Your herte hongeth on a joly pin.

Doth now in this matere right as you lest.

For finally I hold it for the best.

Justinus, that ay stille sat and herd.

Right in this wise he to Placebo answerd.
Now, brother min, be patient I pray.

Sin ye han said, and herkneth what 1 say.

Senek among his other wordes wise

Saith, that a man ought him right wel avise.

To whom he yeveth his lond or his catel.

And sith I ought avisen me right wel.

To whom I yeve my good away fro me,
Wel more I ought avisen me, parde,

To whom I yeve my body : for alway
I wame you wel it is no childes play

To take a wif without avisement.

Men must enqueren (this is min assent)

Wheder she be wise and sobre, or dronkelewe.

Or proud, or elles other waies a shrew,

A chidester, or a wastour of thy good.

Or riche or poure, or elles a man is wood.
Al be it so, that no man finden shal

Non in this world, that trotteth hoi in al,

Ne man, ne beste, swiehe as men can devise.

But natheles it ought ynough suffice

With any wif, if so were that she liad

Mo goode tliewes, than hire vices bad :

And all this axeth leiser to enquere.
For God it wot, I have wept many a tere

Ful prively, sin that I had a wif.

Praise who so wol a wedded mannes lif.

Certain I find in it but cost and care.

And observances of alle blisses bare.

And yet, God wot, ray neighebours aboute,

And namely of women many a route.

Sain that I have the moste stedefast wif.

And eke the mekest on that bereth lif.

But I wot best, wher wi'ingeth me my sho.

Ye may for me right as you liketh do.

Aviseth you, ye ben a man of age.

How that ye entren into mariage ;

And namely with a. yong wif and a faire.

By him that made water, fire, erthe, and aire,

The yongest man, that is in all this I'oute,

Is besy ynow to bringen it aboute
To han his wif alone, trusteth me :

Ye shul not plesen hire fully yeres three.

This is to sain, to don hire ful plesance.

A wif axeth ful many an observance.

I pray you that ye be not evil apaid.

Wel, quod this January, and hast thou saide ?

Straw for Senek, and straw for thy proverbes,

I counte not a panier ful of herbes
Of scole termes ; wiser men than thou,

As thou hast herd, assented here right now
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To my purpus : IMaoebo, wliat saye ye !

I say it is a cursed man, <iuod lie,

That letteth matrimoiiie sikerly.

And with tliat word tliey risen sodenly,

And ben assented fully, tliat lie siiolde

Be wedded whan iiini list, and wlier he wolde.

High fantasie and curious besinesse

Fro day to day gaii in the soule cmpresse
Of January about his inariage.

Many a faire sliap, and many a faire visage

Ther passeth tliurgh his lierte night by night.

As who so toke a mirrour polished bright,

And set it in a comuiie market jdace,

Than shuld he see many a figure j)ace

By his miri'our, and in the same wise

Gan January in with his thought devise

Of maidens, which that dwclteu him beside :

He wiste not wher that he might abide.

For if tliat on have beautee in hire face,

Another stont so in the peples grace
For hire sadnesse and hire benignitee,

That of the peple the gretest vois hath she :

And som were riche and hadden a bad name.
But natheles, betwix ernest and game.
He at the last appointed him on on.

And let all other from his herto gon.

And cliees liire of his oweii auctoritee,

For love is blind all day, and may not see.

And whan that he was in his bed ybrought,
He purtreied in his lierte and in his thought
Hire fi-eshe beautee, and hire age tendre.

Hire middel smal, hire arnies long and sclendre.

Hire wise governance, hire gentillesse.

Hire womanly bering, and hire sadnesse.

And whan that he on hire was condescended.
Him thought his cliois it might not ben amended :

For whan that he himself concluded had,

Him thought eche other mannes wit so bad
That impossible it were to replie

Again his chois ; this was iiis fantasie.

His frendes sent he to, at his instance.

And praied hem to don him that plesance.

That hastily they wolden to him come ;

He wolde abregge liir labour all and some :

Neded no more to hem to go ne ride,

He was appointed ther he wolde abide.

Placebo came, and eke his frendes sone,

And alderfirst he bade hem all a bone,

That non of hem non argumentes make
Again the purpos that he hath ytake :

Which purpos wa-s plesaiit to God (said he)
And veray ground of his prosperitee.

He said, ther was a maiden in the toun.
Which that of beautee hadde gret renoun,
Al were it so, she were of smal degree,

Sufficeth him hire youth and hire beautee :

Which maid (he said) he wold ban to his wif
To lede in ese and holinesse his lif

:

And thanked God, that he might ban hire all.

That no wight with his blisse parten shall :

And praied hem to labour in this nede.
And sliapen that he faille not to spede.
For than, he sayd, his spirit was at ese ;

Than is (quod he) nothing may me displese,

Save o thing pricketh in my conscience,

The which I wol reherse in your presence.

I have (quod he) herd said ful yore ago,
Ther may no man han partite blisses two.
This is to say, in erthe and eke in heven.
For though he kepe him fro the sinnes seven.

And eke from every branch of thilke tree,

Yet is ther so partit felicitee.

And so gret ese and lust in manage,
That ever I am agast now in min age.
That I slial leden now so mery a lif.

So delieat, withouten wo or strif.

That I shal han min heven in erthe here.
For sin that veray heven is bought so dere .

With tribulation and gret penance,
How shuld 1 than, living in swiclie plesance
As alle wedded men don witii hir wives.
Come to the blisse, ther Crist eterne on live is ?

This is my drede, and ye, my brethren tweie,
Assoileth me tliis question 1 ])reie.

Justinus, which that hated his folic,

Answcrd anon right in his japerie
;

And for he wold his longe tale abrege.
He wolde non auctoritee allege.

But sayde, sire, so ther be non obstacle
Other than this, God of his hie miracle.
And of his mercy may so for you werehe,
That er ye have your rights of holy cliei'che.

Ye may repent of wedded mannes lif,

In which ye sain ther is no wo ne strif

:

And elles God forbede, but if he sent
A wedded man his grace him to repent
Wei often, ratiie»tlian a siiigle man.
And therfore, sire, the best rede that I can,
Despeire you not, but haveth in meniorie,

Paraventure she may be your purgatorie
;

She may be Goddes mene and Goddes whippe

;

Tiian shal your soule up rfnto heven skippe
Swifter than doth an arow of a bow.
I hope to God hereafter ye shal know.
That ther n'is non so gret felicitee

In niariage, ne never more shal be,

That you shal let of your salvation.

So that ye use. as skill is and reson.

The lustes of your wif attemprely.

And that ye plese hire nat to amorously :

And that ye kepe you eke from other sinne.

My tale is don, for my wit is but thinne.

Beth not agast hereof, my brother dere.

But let us waden out of this matere.

The wif of Bathe, if ye han underKtonde,
Of mariage, which ye now han in lionde,

Declared hath ful wel in litel space :

Farctli now wel, God have you in his grace.

And with this word this Justine and his brother
Han take hir leve, and eclie of hem of other.

And whan they saw that it must nedes be.

They wroughten so by sleighte and wise tretee.

That she this maiden, which that Mains higlit.

As hastily as ever that she might,

Shal wedded be unto this Januai-y.

I trow it were to longe you to tary,

If I you told of every script and bond.

By which that she was feoffed in his lond ;

Or for to rekkcn of hire rich array.

But finally ycnmen is the day.

That to the chirche bothe ben they went.

For to receive the holy sacrament.

Forth cometh the preest, with stole about his nekke,

And bade hire be like .Sara and Rebekke,
In wisdome and in trouthe of mariage :

And sayd his orisons, as is usage.

And crouched hem,and bade God shuld hem blesse,

And made all siker ynow with holinesse.

Thus ben they wedded with solempnitee

;

And at the feste sitteth he and she
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With other worthy folk upon the dels.

Al ful of joye and blisse is the paleis,

And ful of instruments, and of vitaiUcj

The moste deinteous of all Itaille.

Beforn hem stood swiclie instruments of soun,

That Orpheus, ne of Thebes Amphiou,
Ne maden never swiche a melodic.

At every cours in came loude minstralcie.

That never Joab tromped for to here,

Ne he Theodoraas yet half so clere

At Thebes, whan the citee was in doute.

Bacchus the win hem skinketh al aboute,

And Venus laugheth upon every wight,

(For January was become hire knight.

And wolde bothe assaien his corage

In libertee, and eke in mariage)

And with hire fii-ebrond in hire hond aboute

Danceth before the bride and all the route.

And certainly I dare right wel say this,

Ymeneus, that God of wedding is.

Saw never his lif so mery a wedded man.
Hold thou thy pees, thou poet Marcian,

That writest us that ilke wedding mery
Of hire Philologie and him Mercurie,

And of the songes that the Muses songe :

To smal is both thy pen and eke thy tonge

For to descriven of this mariage.

Whan tendi-e youth hath wedded stouping age,

Ther is swiche mirth that it may not be writen ;

Assaieth it yourself, than may ye witen

If that I lie or non in this raatere.

Maius, that sit with sO benigne a chere.

Hire to behold it semed faerie.

Queue Hester loked never with swiche an eye

On Assuere, so meke a look hath she,

I may you not devise all hire beautee

;

But thus moch of hire beautee tell I may,
That she was like the brighte morwe of May
Fulfilled of all beautee, and plesance.

This January is ravished in a trance,

At every time he loketh in hire face.

But ui his herte he gan hu-e to manace.
That he that night in amies wold hire streine

Harder than ever Paris did Heleine.

But natheles yet had he gret pitee

That thiike night offenden hire must he,

And thought, alas, o tendre creature.

Now wolde God ye mighten wel endure
All my corage, it is so sharpe and kene

;

I am agast ye shal it nat sustene.

But God forbede, that I did all my might.

Now wolde God that it were waxen night.

And that the night wold lasten ever mo.
I wold that all this peple were ago.

And finally he doth all his labour.

As he best mighte, saving his honour,

To haste hem fro the mete in subtil wise.

The time came that reson was to rise.

And after that men dance, and drinken fast,

And spices all about the hous they cast,

And ful of joye and blisse is every man,
All but a squier, that highte Damian,
Which carf beforn the knight ful many a day :

He was so ravisht on his lady May,
That for the veray peine he was nie wood ;

Almost he swelt, and swouned ther he stood :

So sore hath Venus hurt him with hire brond,

As that she bare it dancing in hh-e hond.

And to his bed he went him hastily ;

No more of him as at this time speke I ;

But ther I let him wepe ynow and plaine,

Til freshe May wol rewen on his peine.

O perilous fire, that in the bedstraw bredeth !

famuler fo, that his service bedeth !

servant traitour, false of holy hewe,
Like to the nedder in bosom slie untrewe,

God shelde us alle from your acquaintance !

O January, dronken in plesance

Of mariage, see how thy Damian,
Thin owen squier and thy boren man,
Entendeth for to do thee vilanie :

God grante thee thin homly fo to espie.

For in this world n'is werse pestilence,

Than homly fo, all day in thy presence.

Parformed hath the sonne liis arke diurne,

No longer may the body of him sojourne
On the orisont, as in that latitude :

Night with his mantel, that is derke and rude,
Gan oversprede the Hemisperie aboute :

For which departed is this lusty route
Fro January, with thank on every side.

Home to hir houses lustily they ride,

Ther as they don hir thinges, as hem lest,

And whan they saw hir time gon to rest.

Sone after that this hastlf January
Wol go to bed, he wol no longer tary.

He drinketh Ipocras, clai're, and vernage
Of spices hot, to encresen his corage :

And many a letuarie had he ful fine,

Swiche as the cursed monk dan Constantino

Hath written in his book de Cottu ;

To ete hem all he wolde nothing eschue :

And to his privee frendes thus sayd he :

For Goddes love, as sone as it may be.

Let voiden all this hous in curteis wise.

And they lian don right as he wol devise.

Men drinken, and the travers drawe anon ;

The bride is brought a-bed as still as ston ;

And whan the bed was with the preest yblessed.

Out of the chambre hath every wight him dressed.

And January hath fast in amies take

His freshe May, his paradis, his make.
He lulleth hire, he kisseth hire ful oft

;

With thicke bristles of his herd unsoft,

Like to the skin of houndfish, sharp as brere,

(For he was shave al newe in his inanere)

He rubbeth hire upon hire tendre face,

And soyde thus ; Alas ! I mote trespace

To you, my spouse, and you gretly offend,

Or time come that I wol doun descend.

But natheles considereth this, (quod he)

Ther n'is no werkman, whatsoever he be,

That may both werken wel and hastily :

This wol be don at leiser parfitly.

It is no force how longe that we play ;

In trewe wedlok coupled be we tway ;

And blessed be the yoke that we ben inne,

For in our actes may ther be no sinne.

A man may do no sinne with his wif,

Ne hurt himselven v/ith his owen knif :

For we have leve to play us by the lawe.

Thus laboureth he, til that the day gan dawe,
And than he taketh a sop in fine clarre.

And upright in his bed than sitteth he.

And after that he sang ful loud and clere,

And kist his wif, and niaketh wanton chere.

He was al coltish, ful of ragei-ie.

And ful of jergon, as a flecked pie.

The slacke skin about his neeke shaketh,

While that he sang, so chanteth he and craketh
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But God wot what that Mav thou'^ht in hire herte,

Whuii she hiiu saw up sittiiii; in his sherte

In his night cap, and with liis nec-ke lene :

Slie praisetli not liis phijing wortli a bene.

Tiian savd lie thus ; my ro.ste wol I take

Now day is come, I may no lender wake
;

And doun lie layd his lied and sk'pt til pi-ime.

And afterward, whan that ho saw his time,

Up liseth January, but freshe May
Held hire in chambre til the fourthe day,

As usage is of wives for the beste.

For every labour somtime moste ban reste,

Or elles longe may he not endure
;

This is to say, no lives creature,

Be it of fish, or brid, or best, or man.
Now wol 1 speke of woful Damian,

That langureth for love, as ye shul here
;

Therfore I speke to him in this nianere.

1 say, sely Damian, alas !

Answer to this demand, as in this cas,

How shalt thou to thy lady freshe May
Tellen thy wo ? She wol alway say nay ;

Eke if thou speke, she wol thy wo bewrein
;

God be thiu help, I can no better sein.

This sike Damian in Venus fire

So brenneth, that he dieth for desire
;

For which he put his lif in aventure,

No lenger might he in this wise endure,

But prively a penner gan he borwe,

And in a lettre wrote he all his sorwe,

In manere of a complaint or a lay,

Unto his faire freshe lady May.
And in a purse of silk, lieng on his sherte,

He hath it put, and layd it at his herte.

The mone that at none was thilke day
Tiiat January hath wedded freshe May
In ten of Taure, was into Cancer gliden

;

So long hath Mains in hire chambre abiden,

As custome is unto thise nobles alle.

A bride shal not eten in the halle,

Til dayes four or three daycs at the leste

Ypassed ben, than let hire go to feste.

The fourthe day complete fro none to none,

Whan that the highc messe was ydone,

In halle sat this January and May,
As fresh as is the brighte soniers day.

And so befel, how that this goode man
Remembred him upon this Damian,
And sayde ; Seinte Marie, liow may it be,

That Damian entendeth not to me ?

Is he ay sike ? or how may this betide ?

His squiers, which that stoden ther beside.

Excused him, because of his siknesse,

Which letted him to don his besinesse :

Non other cause mighte make him tary.

That me forthinketh, quod this January
;

He is a gentil squier by my tronthe,

If that he died, it were gret harme and routhe.

He is as wise, discret, and as secree,

As- any man I wote of his degree,

And therto manly and eke servisable,

And for to ben a thrifty man right able.

But after mete as sone as ever I may
I wol myselfe visite him, and eke May,
To don liim all the comfort that I can.

And for that word him blessed every man.
That of his bountee and his gentillesse

He wolde so comforten in siknesse

His squier, for it was a gentil dede.

Dame, quod this January, t;ike good liede,

At after mete, ye with your women ullc,

(Wluin that ye ben in chambre out of this halle)

Tiiat all ye gon to see this Damian :

Doth him disport, he is a gentil man,
And telU'th him that I wol him visite.

Have I no thing but rested me a lite :

And spede you faste, for I wol abide
Til that ye sle]>en faste by my side.

And with that word he gan unto him calle

A squier, that was marshal of his halle.

And told him certain tliinges that he wolde.

This freshe May hath strcight hire way yholde
With all hire women unto Damian.
Doun by his beddes side sit she than,

Comforting him as goodly as she may.
This Damian, whan that liis time he say,

In secree wise, his purse, and eke his bill,

In which that he ywritten had his will.

Hath put into hire bond withouten more,
Save that he sikcd wonder depe and sore,

And softely to hire right thus sayd he
;

Mercie, and that ye nat discover me :

For I am ded, if that this thing be kid.

This purse hath she in with hire bosome hid.

And went hire way ; ye get no more of me
;

But unto January ycome is she,

That on his beddes side sate ful soft.

He taketh hire, and kisseth hire ful oft

:

And layd him doun to slepe, and that anon.
She feined hire, as that she muste gon
Ther as ye wote that every wight mot nede

;

And whan she of this bill hath taken hede.

She rent it all to cloutes at the last.

And in the privee softely it cast.

Who studieth now but faire freshe May 1

Adoun by olde January she lay.

That slepte, til the cough hath him awaked :

Anon he prayed hire stripen hire al naked.

He wold of hire, he said, have som plesance
;

And said, hire clothes did him encombrance.
And she obeieth him, bo hire lefe or loth.

But lest that precious folk be with me wroth.

How that he wrought, I dare nat to you tell,

Or whoder hire thought it paradis or hell
;

But ther I let hem werken in liir wise

Til evesong rang, and that they must arise.

Were it by destinee, or aventure.

Were it by influence, or by nature,

Or constellation, that in swiclie estat

The heven stood at that time fortunat.

As for to put a bill of Venus werkes

(For alle thing hath time, as sayn thise clerkes)

To any woman for to get hire love,

I cannot say, but grete God above.

That knoweth that non act is causeles.

He dome of all, for I wol hold my pees.

But soth is this, how that this freshe May
Hath taken swiche im])ression that day

Of pitee on this sike Damian,
That fro hire herte she ne driven can

The remembrance for to don him ese.

Certain (thought she) whom that this thing displese

I rekke not, for here I him assure.

To love him best of any creature,

Though he no more hadde than his sherte,

Lo, pitee renneth sone in gentil herte.

Hei-e may ye seen, how excellent franchise

In women is whan they hem narwe avise.

Som tyraunt is, as ther ben many on.

That hath an herte iis hard as any ston,
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Which wold ban lette him sterven in the place

Wei rather than han granted him hire grace :

And hem rejoycen in hir cruel pride,

And rekken not to ben an homicide.

This gentil May, fulfilled of pitee,

Right of hire hond a lettre maketh she,

In which she granteth liim hire veray grace ;

There lacked nought, but only day and place,

Wher that she might unto his lust suffice :

For it shall be, right as he wol devise.

And whan she saw hire time upon a day

To visiten this Damiau goth this May,
And sotilly this lettre doun she threat

Under his pilwe, rede it if him lest.

She taketh hira by th.e hond, and hard him twist

So secretly, that no wight of it wist,

And bade him ben all hoi, and forth she went

To January, whan he for hire sent.

Up riseth Damian the nexte morwe,
Al passed was his siknesse and his sorwe.

He kembeth him, he proineth him and piketh.

He doth all that his lady lust and liketh
;

And eke to January he goth as lowe.

As ever did a dogge for the bowe.

He is so plesant unto every man,
(For craft is all, who so that don it can)

That every wight is fain to speke him good
;

And fully in ]iis ladies grace he stood.

Thus'let I Damian about his nede.

And in my tale fortli I wol procede.

Som clerkes holden that felicitee

Stant in delit, and therfore certain he
This noble Januai'y, with all his might
In honest wise as longeth to a knight,

Shope him to liven ful deliciously.

His housing, his array, as honestly

To his degree was niaked as a kinges.

Amonges other of his honest thinges

He had a gardin walled all with ston.

So fayre a gardin wote I no wher nou.

For out of doute I veraily suppose.

That he that wrote the Romant of the Rose,

Ne coude of it the beautee wel devise :

Ne Priapus ne mighte not suffise.

Though he be god of gardins, for to tell

The beautee of the gardin, and the well.

That stood under a laurer alway greue.

Ful often time he Pluto and his quene
Proserpina, and alle hir faerie,

Disporten hem and maken melodie

About that well, and daunced, as men told.

This noble knight, this January the old

Swiche deintee hath in it to walke and pley,

That he wol suffre no wight here the key,

Sauf he himself, for of the smal wiket

He bare alway of silver a cliket,

With which whan that him list he it unsliette.

And whan that he wold pay his wives dette

In somer seson thider wold he go.

And ^lay his wif, and no wight but they two
;

And thinges which that were not don a-bedde,

He in the gardin parfourmed hem and spedde.

And in this wise many a mery day
Lived this January and freshe May,
But worldly joye may not alway endure
To January, ne to no creature.

soden hap, o thou fortune unstable,

Like to the Scorpion so deceivable,

That flatrest with thy bed whan thou wolt sting
;

Thy tayl is deth, thurgli thin enveniming.

brotel joye, o swete poyson queinte,

O monstre, that so sotilly canst peinte

Thy giftes, under hewe of stedfastnesse.

That thou deceivest bothe more and lesse,

Why hast thou January thus deceived.

That haddest him for thy ful frend received !

And now thou hast beraft him both his eyen,

For sorwe of which desireth he to dyen.

Alas ! this noble January free,

Aniidde his lust and his prosperitee

Is waxen blind, and that al sodenly.

He wepeth and he waileth pitously
;

And therwithall, the fire of jalousie

(Lest that his wif shuld fall in som folie)

So brent his lierte, tliat he wolde fain.

That som man had both him and hire yslain ;

For nother after his deth, ne in his lif,

Ne wold he that she were no love ne wif.

But ever live as a widewe in clothes blake.

Sole as the turtle that hath lost hire make.
But at the last, after a moneth or tway
His sorwe gan asswagen, soth to say.

For whan he wist it might non other be.

He patiently toke his adversitee :

Save out of doute he ne may nat forgou.

That he n'as jalous ever more in on :

Which jalousie it was so outrageous,

That neither in halle, ne in non other hous,

Ne in non other place never the mo
He n'olde suffre hire for to ride or go.

But if that he had honde on hire alway.

For which ful often wepeth freshe May,
That loveth Damian so brenningly,

That she moste either dien sodenlj-.

Or elles she moste han him as hire lest :

She waited whan hire herte wold to-brest.

Upon that other side Damian
Becomen is the sorwefullest man
That ever was, for neither night ne day
Ne might he speke a word to freshe May,
As to his purpos of no swiche matere,

But if that January must it here,

That had an hand upon hire evermo.
But natheles, by writing to and fro.

And privee signes, wist he what she ment.

And she knew eke the fin of his entent.

January, what might it thee availe.

Though thou might seen, as fer as shippes saile I

For as good is blind to deceived be.

As be deceived, whan a man may see.

Lo Argus, which that had an hundred eyen,

For all that ever he coude pore or prien.

Yet was he blent, and, God wot, so ben mo.
That wenen wisly that it be not so :

Passe over is an ese, I say no more.
This freshe May, of which I spake of yore.

In wai-m wex hath enprented the cliket,

That January bare of the smal wiket,

By which into his gardin oft he went

;

And Damian that knew all hire entent

The cliket contrefeted prively
;

Ther n'is no more to say, but hastily

Som wonder by this cliket shal betide.

Which ye sliul heren, if ye wol abide.

noble Ovide, soth sayest thou, God wote.

What sleight is it if love be long and bote,

That he n'ill find it out in som manere I

By Pyramus and Thisbe may men lere ;

Though they were kept ful long and streit over all,

They ben accorded, rowuing thurgh a wall,
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Tlier no wight couJe han founden swicheasleighte.

But now to purpos ; er that dales eiglite

Were passed of the month of Juil, betill.

That January hatli cauglit so gret a will,

Thiirgh egging of his wif, him for to play

In his gardin, and no wight but they tway.

That in a niorwe nnto this May said he
;

Rise up, my wif, my love, my lady free ;

The turtles vois is herd, myn owen swete
;

The winter is gon, with all his raines wete.

Come forth now with thin eyen columbine.

Wei fairer ben (hy brests than ony wine.

The gardin is enclosed all aboute
;

Come forth, my white spouse, for out of doute,

Thou hast me wounded in myn lierte, o wif :

No spot in thee n'as never in all thy lif.

Come forth, and let us taken our disport,

I chese thee for my wif and my comfort.

Swiche olde lewed wordes used he.

On Damian a sigiie made slie,

That he shuld go before with his cliket.

This Damian hath opened the wiket.

And in he stert, and that in swiche manere,
That no wight might him see neyther yliere,

And still he sit under a bush. Anon
This January, as blind as is a ston,

With Mains in his hand, and no wight mo,
Into this freshe gardin is ago,

And clapped to the wiket sodenly.

Now, wif, quod he, here n'is but thou, and I,

That art the creature that I best love :

For by that lord that sit in heven above,
I hadde lever dien on a knif.

Than thee offenden, dere trewe wif.

For Goddes sake, thinke how I thee chees,

Not for no covetise douteles.

But only for the love I had to thee.

And though that I be old and may not see,

Beth to me trewe, and I wol tell you why
;

Certes three tliinges shal ye win therby
;

Fii-st love of Crist, and to yourself honour,
And all min heritage, toun and tour.

I yeve it you, maketh chartres as you lest

:

This shal be don to-morwe er sonne rest.

So wisly God my soule bring to blisse

;

I pray you on this covenant ye me kisse.

And though that I be jalous, wite me nought

;

Ye ben so depe enprented in my thought.
That whan that I consider your beautee.
And therwithall the unlikely elde of me,
I may not certes, though J shulde die,

Forbere to ben out of your compagnie
For veray love ; this is withouten doute :

Now kisse me, wif, and let us rome aboute,
Tliis freshe May, whan she thise wordes herd,

Benignely to January answerd.
But first and forward she began to wepe :

I have, quod she, a soule for to kepe
As wel as ye, and also rain honour,
And of my wifliood thllke tendre flour,

Which that 1 have assured in your bond,
^^'llan that the preest to you my body bond •

\\'lierfore I wol answere in this manere,
A\'ith leve of you, myn owen lord so dere.

I pray to God that never daw that day,
That I ne stcrve, as foule as woman may,
If ever I do unto my kin that shame,

' (>r elles I empeire so my name,
Tliat I be false ; and if I do that lakke,

Do stripen me and put me in a Kikke,

And in the nexte river do me drcnche :

I am a gentil woman, and no weneho.
Why speke ye thus l but men ben over untrewe.
And Women han reprefe of you ay uewe.
Ye con non other daliance, 1 leve,

But spcke to us as of untrust and repreve.
And with that word she saw wlier Damian

Sat ill the bush, and coughen she began
;

And with hire finger a signe made she,

That Damian shuld elinibe up on a tre,

That charged was with fruit, and up he went :

For veraily he knew all hire entcnt,

And every signe that she coude make,
Wel bet than January hire owen make.
For in a lettre she had told him all

Of this matere, how that lie werkcn shall.

And thus I let him sitting in the pery.

And January and May i-oming ful mery.
Bright was the day, and blew the firmament

;

Pliebus of gold his stremes douii hath sent
To gladen every flour with his warninesse

;

He was that time in Geminis, 1 gesse.

But Htel fro his declination

Of Cancer, Joves exaltation.

And so befell in that bright morwe tide,

That in the gardin, on the ferther side,

Pluto, that is the king of Faerie,

And many a ladie in his compagnie
Folwing his wif, the queue Proserpina,
Which that he ravished out of Ethn?,,

While that she gadred floures in the mede,
(In Claudian ye may the story rede.

How that hire in his griseiy carte he fette)

This king of Faerie adoun him sotte

Upon a benehe of turves freshe and grene,

And right anon thus said he to his queue.

My wif, quod he, tlier may no wight say nay.

The experience so preveth it every day,

The treson which that woman doth to man.
Ten hundred thousand stories tell I can
Notable of your untrouth and brotelnesse.

Salomon, richest of all richesse.

Fulfilled of sapience, and worldly glorie,

Ful worthy ben thy wordes to meniorie
To every wight, tliat wit and reson can.

Thus praiseth he the bountee yet of man
;

Among a thousand men yet fond I on.

But of all women fond 1 never non.

Thus saith this king, that knewe your wikkednesse
;

And Jesus, Filius Sirach, as I gesse.

He speketh of you but selden reverence.

A wilde fire, a corrupt pestilence.

So fall upon your bodies yet to-night

:

Ne see ye not this honourable knight ?

Because, alas ! that he is blind and old,

His owen man shal make him cokewold.

Lo, wher he sit, the leeliour, in the tree.

Now wol I graunten of my majcstee

Unto this olde blinde worthy knight.

That he shal have again his eyen sight.

Whan that his wif wol don him vilanie
;

Than shal he knowen all hire harlotrie,

Botli in reprefe of hire and other mo.
Ye, sire, quod Proserpine, and wol ye so ?

Now by my modre Ceres soule I swere,

That I shall yeve hire suffisant answere.

And alle women after for hire sake
;

That though they ben in any gilt ytake.

With face bold they shul hemselve excuse.

And here hem doun that wolden hem accuse.
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Foi" lacke of answere, non of us shal dieii.

Al had ye seen a thing with bothe joure eyen,

Yet shul we so visage it hardely.

And wepe and swere and chiden subtilly.

That ye shul ben as lewed as ben gees.

What rekketh me of your auctoi-itees ?

I wote wel that this Jewe, this Salomon,
Fond of us women fooles many on :

But though that he ne fond no good woman,
Ther hath yfonden many an other man
Women ful good, and trewe, and vertuous

;

Witnesse on hem that dwelte in Cristes hous,

With martyrdom they preved hir Constance.

The Romain gestes maken remembrance
Of many a veray trewe wif also.

But, sire, ne be not wroth, al be it so,

Though that he said he fond no good woman,
I pray you take the sentence of the man :

He ment thus, That in soverain bountee
N'is non but God, no, nouther he ne she.

Ey, for the veray God that n'is but on.

What maken ye so moche of Salomon ?

What though he made a temple, Goddes hous 1

What though he riche were and glorious ?

So made he eke a temple of false goddes.

How might he don a thing that more forbode is I

Parde as faire as ye his name emplastre,

He was a lechour, and an idolastre,

And in his elde he veray God forsoke.

And if that God ne hadde (as saith the boke)
Spared him for his fathers sake, he sholde

Han lost his regne rather than he wolde.

I sete nat of all the vilanie.

That he of women wrote, a boterflie.

I am a woman, nedes moste I speke.

Or swell unto that time miu herte breke.

For sin he said that we ben jangleresses.

As ever mote I brouken hole my tresses,

I shal nat sparen for no curtesie

To speke him harm, that sayth us vilanie.

Dame, quod this Pluto, be no lenger wroth,

I yeve it up : but sin I swore min oth.

That I wold graunten him his sight again,

My word shal stand, that warne I you certain •

I am a king, it sit me not to lie.

And I, quod she, am quene of Faerie.

Hire answere she shal han I undertake,

Let us no more wordes of it make.
Foi'soth, quod he, I wol you not contrary.

Now let us turne again to January,
That in the gardin with his faire May
Singeth wel mei'ier than the popingay :

You love I best, and shal, and other non.

So long about the alleyes is he gon,

Til he was comen again to thilke pery,

Wher as this Damian sitteth ful mery
On high, among the freshe leves grene.

This freshe 5lay, that is so bright and shene,

Gan for to sike, and said ; alas my side !

Now, sire, quod she, for ought that may betide

I moste have of the peres that I see,

Or I moste die, so sore longeth me
To eten of the smale peres grene :

Help for hire love that is of heveu quene.
I tell you wel a woman in my plit

May have to fruit so gret an appetit,

That she may dien, but she of it have.

Alas ! quod he, that I n'adde here a knave.
That coude climbe, alas ! alas ! (quod he)

For I am blinde. Ye, sire, no force, quod she
;

But wold ye vouchesauf for Goddes sake,

The pery in with your armes for to take,

(For wel I wot that ye mistrusten me)
Than wold I climben wel ynough, (quod she)

So I my fote might setten on your back.

Certes, said he, therin shal be no lack.

Might I you helpeu with min herte blood.

He stoupeth doun, and on liis back she stood,

And caught hire by a twist, and up she goth.

(Ladies, I pray you that ye be not wroth,

I can nat glose, I am a rude man :)

And sodenly anon this Damian
Gan pullen up the smock, and in he throng.

And whan that Pluto saw this grete wrong.
To January he yaf again his sight,

And made him see as wel as ever he might.

And whan he thus had caught his sight again,

Ne was ther never man of thing so fain :

But on his wLf his thought was ever mo.
Up to the tree he cast his eyen two.

And saw how Damian his wife had dressed

In swiche manere, it may not ben expressed,

But if I wolde speke uncurteisly.

And up he yaf a rormg and a cry.

As doth the mother whan the child shal die
;

Out ! helpe ! alas ! harow ! he gan to cry ;

stronge lady store, what doest thou 1

And she answered : sire, what aileth you ?

Have patience and reson in your minde,
1 have you holpen on both your eyen blinde.

Up peril of my soule, I shal nat lien,

As me was taught to helpen with your eyen.

Was nothing better for to make you see,

Than strogle with a man upon a tree :

God wot, I did it in ful good entent.

Strogle ! quod he, ye, algate in it went.

God yeve you both on shames deth to dien !

He swived thee ; I saw it with min eyen
;

And elles be I honged by the halse.

Than is, quod she, my medicine al false.

For certainly, if that ye mighten see,

Y'e wold not say thise wordes unto me.

Ye have som glimsing, and no parfit sight.

I see, quod he, as wel as ever I might,

(Thanked be God) with both min eyen two,

And by my feith me thought he did thee so.

Ye mase, ye masen, goode sire, quod she
;

This thank have I for I have made you see :

Alas ! quod she, that ever I was so kind.

Now, dame, quod he, let al passe out of mind ;

Come doun, my lefe, and if I have missaid,

God helpe me so, as I am evil apaid.

But by my fadres soule, I wende have sein.

How that this Damain had by thee lein,

And that thy smock had lein upon his brest.

Ye, sire, quod she, ye may wene as you lest

:

But, sire, a man that waketh of his slepe,

He may not sodenly wel taken kepe

Upon a thing, ne seen it parfitly.

Til that he be adawed veraily.

Right so a man, that long hath blind ybe.

He may not sodenly so wel ysee,

First whan his sight is newe comen agein.

As he that hath a day or two ysein.

Til that your sight ysateled be a while,

Ther may ful many a sighte you begile.

Beware, I pray you, for by heven king

Ful many a man weiieth to see a thing.

And it is all another than it semeth :

He which that misconceiveth oft misdemetli.
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And with tliat word she Icp doun fro the tree.

This January who is glad but he \

He kisseth liirc, and clippeth liire ful oft,

And on hire wombe he stroketh hire ful soft
;

And to his paleis home he hath hire lail.

Now, goode men, I jn-ay you to be glad.

Thus endeth here my tale of Jaiuiarie,

God blesse us, and liis moder Seinte Marie.

THE SQUIERES TALE.

THE SQUIERES PROLOGUE.

By Goddes mercy, sayde cure Hoste tho,

Now swiche a wif I preie God kepe me fro.

Lo, swiche sleightes and subtiHtees

In women ben ; for ay as besy as bees

Ben they us sely men for to deceive,

And from a sothe wol they ever weive.

By this Marchantes tale it preveth wel.

But natheles, as trewe as any stele,

I have a wif, though that she poure be ;

But of hire tonge a labbing shrewe is she ;

And yet she liath an hepe of vices mo.
Therof no force ; let all swiche thingcs go.

But wete ye what ? in conseil be it seyde,

Me reweth sore I am unto hire tcyde
;

For and I shulde rekene every vice,

Which that she hath, ywis I were to nice ;

And cause why, it shulde reported be
And told to hire of som of this compagnie,
(Of whom it nedeth not for to declare.

Sin women connen utter swiche ehaftare)

And eke my wit sufficeth not therto

To tellen all ; wherfore my tale is do.

Squier, come ner, if it youre wiile be.

And say somwhat of love, for certes ye
Connen theron as moche as any man.
Nay, sire, quod he, but swiche thing as I can
With hertly wille, for I wol not rebelle

Agein youre lust, a tale wol I telle.

Have me excused if I speke amis
;

My wille is good ; and lo, my tale is this.

THE SQUIERES TALE.

At Sarra, in the lond of Tartarie,

Ther dwelt a king that werreied Russie,
Thurgh whicli ther died many a doughty man :

This noble king was cleped Cambuscan,
Which in his time was of so gret reuoun.
That ther n'as no wher in no regioun,

So excellent a lord in alle thing :

Him lacked nought that longeth to a king.

As of the secte of which that he was borne.

He kept his lay to which he was ysworne.
And therto he was hardy, wise, and riche,

And pitous and just, and alway yliche
;

Trewe of his word, benigne and honourable
;

t'f his corage as any centre stable
;

Yong, fresh, and strong, in armes desirous.

As any bacheler of all his hous.

A faire person he was, and fortunate.

And kept ahvay so wel real estat,

That ther n'as no wher swiche another man.
This noble king, this Tartre Cambuscan,

Hadde two sones by Elfeta his wif,

Of which the eldest sone highte Algarsif,

That other was ycleped Caniballo.

A doughter had this worthy king also.

That yongest was, and highte Canace :

But for to tellen you all hire beautee.

It lith not in my tonge, ne in my conning,

I dare not undertake so high a thing :

Min English eke is unsufficient.

It music ben a Rethor excellent,

That coude his colours longing for that art,

If he shuld hire descriven ouy part

:

I am not swiche, I mote speke as I can.

And so befell, that whan this Cambuscan
Hath twenty winter borne his diademe.
As he was wont fro yere to yere I deme,
He let the feste of his nativitee

Don crien, thurghout Sarra his citee,

The last Idus of March, after the yere.

Phebus the sonne ful jolif was and clere,

For he was nigh his exaltation

In Martes face, and in his mansion
In Aries, the colerike bote signe :

Ful lusty was the wether and benigne,

For which the foules again the sonne shene,

What for the seson and the yonge grene,

Ful loude songen hir affections :

Hem semed han getten hem protections

Again the swerd of winter kene and cold.

This Cambuscan, of which I have you told,

In real vestiments, sit on his deis

With diademe, ful high in his paleis ;

And holt his feste so solempne and so riche.

That in this world ne was ther non it liche.

Of which if I shal tellen all the array,

Than wold it occupie a somei-s day ;

And eke it nedeth not for to devise

At every cours the order of hir service.

I wol not tellen of hir strange sewes,

Ne of her swannes, ne hir heronsewes.

Eke in that lond, as tellen knightes old,

Ther is som mete that is ful deintee hold.

That in this lond men rccche of it ful smal :

Ther n'is no man that m.iy reporten al.

I wol not tarien you, for it is prime,

And for it is no fruit, but losse of time.

Unto my purpose I wol have recours.

And so befell that after the thridde cours

While that this king sit thus in his nobley,

Herking his ministralles hir thiiiges pley

Beforne him at his bord deliciously,

In at the halle dore al sodenly

Ther came a knight upon a stede of bras.

And in his bond a brod mirrour of glas
;

Upon his thombe he had of gold a ring.

And by his side a naked swerd hanging :
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And up he rideth to the highe bord.

In all the halle ne was ther spoke a word,

For raervaille of this knight ; him to behold

Ful besily they waiten yong and old.

This strange knight that come thus sodenly

Al armed save his hed ful richely,

Salueth king and quene, and lordes alle

By order, as they saten in the halle,

With so high reverence and observance,

As wel in speche as in his contenance,

That Gawain with his olde curtesie,

Tiiough he were come agen out of faerie,

Ne coude him not amenden with a word.

And after this, beforn the highe bord
He with a manly vois sayd his message,

After the forme used in his langage,

Withouten vice of sillable or of letter.

And for his tale shulde seme tlie better,

Accordant to his wordes was his chore,

As teeheth art of speche hem that it lere.

A 1 be it that I cannot soune his stile,

Ne cannot climben over so high a stile,

Yet say I this, as to comun entent.

Thus much amounteth all that ever he ment.

If it so be that I have it in mind.

He sayd ; The king of Arabie and of Inde,

My liege lord, on this solempne day
Salueth you as he best can and may.
And sendeth you in honour of your feste

By me, that am al redy at your heste,

This stede of bras, that esily and wel

Can in the space of a day naturel,

(This is to sayn, in four and twenty houres)

Wher so you list, in drought or elies shoures,

Beren your body into every place,

To which your herte willeth for to pace,

Withouten wemme of you, thurgh foule or faire.

Of if you list to fleen as high in the aire,

As doth an egle, whan him list to sore.

This same stede shal here you evermore
Withouten harme, till ye be ther you lest,

(Though that ye slepen on his back or rest)

And turne again, with writhing of a pin.

He that it wrought, he coude many a gin ;

He waited many a constellation,

Or he had don this operation.

And knew ful many a sele and many a bond.

This mirrour eke, that I have in min bond.

Hath swiche a might, that men may in it see,

Wlian ther shal falle ony adversitee

Unto your regno, or to yourself also,

And openly, who is your frend or fo.

And over all this, if any lady bright

Hath set hire herte on any manor wight,

If he be false, she shal his treson see.

His newe love, and all his subtiltee

So openly, that ther shal nothing hide.

Wherfore again this lusty somer tide

This mirrour and this ring, that ye may se,

He hath sent to my lady Canace,

Your exeellente doughter that is here.

The vertue of this ring, if ye wol here,

Is this, that if hire list it for to were
Upon hire thombe, or in hire purse it here,

Ther is no foule that fleeth under heven,

That she ne shal wel understond his steven.

And know his mening openly and plaine,

And answere him in his langage again :

And every gras that groweth upon rote

She shal eke know, and whom it wol do bote,

All be his woundes never so depe and wide.

This naked swerd, that hangeth by my side,

Swiche vertue hath, that what man that it smite,

Thurghout his armure it wol kerve and bite,

Wei-e it as thicke as is a braunched oke :

And what man that is wounded with the stroke

Shal never be hole, til that you list of grace

To stroken him with the platte in thiike place

Ther he is hurt ; this is as much to sain.

Ye moten with the platte swerd again

Stroken him in the wound, and it wol close.

This is the veray soth withouten glose.

It failleth not, while it is in your hold.

And whan this knight hath thus his tale told,

He rideth out of halle, and doun he light

:

His stede, which that shone as sonne bright,

Stant in the court as stille as any ston.

This knight is to his charabre ladde anon.

And is unarmed, and to the mete ysette.

Thise presents ben ful richelich yfette.

This is to sain, the swerd and the mirrour.

And borne anon into the highe tour.

With certain officers oi'dained thei'fore ;

And unto Canace the ring is bore

Solempnely, ther she sat at the table
;

But sikerly, withouten any fable.

The hors of bras, that may not be remued
;

It stant, as it were to the ground yglued ;

Ther may no man out of the place it drive

For non engine, of windas, or polive :

And cause why, for they con not the craft.

And therfore in the place they han it laft,

Til that the knight hath taught hem the manere
To voiden him, as ye shal after here.

Gret was the prees, that swarmed to and fro

To gauren on this hors that stondeth so :

For it so high was, and so brod and long.

So wel proportioned for to be strong.

Right as it wei'e a stede of Lumbardie
;

Therwith so horsly, and so quik of eye.

As it a gentil Poileis courser were :

For certes, fro his tayl unto his ere

Nature ne art ne coud him not amend
In no degree, as all the peple wend.
But evermore hir moste wonder was,

How that it coude gon, and was of bras
;

It was of faerie, as the peple semed.
Diverse folk diversely han denied

;

As many beds, as many wittes ben.

They murmured, as doth a swarme of been.

And maden skilles after hir fantasies,

Rehersing of the olde poetries.

And sayd it was ylike the Pegasee,

The hors that hadde winges for to flee,

Or elles it was the Grekes hors Sinon,

That broughte Troye to destruction,

As men moun in thise olde gestes rede.

Min herte (quod on) is evermore in drede,

I trow som men of armes ben therin,

That shapen hem this citee for to win :

It were right good that al swiche thing were know.
Another rowned to his felaw low,

And sayd. He lieth, for it is rather like

An apparence yraade by som magike.
As jogelours plaien at thise festes grete.

Of sondry doutes thus they jangle and trete,

As lowed peple deraen comunly
Of thinges, that ben made moi'e subtilly,

Than they can in hir lewednesse coniprehende,

They demon gladly to the badder ende.
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And som of hem wondivjcl on the mirrour,

That born was up in to the maister tour,

How men mijjhte in it swiclio tiiinj;es see.

Another answcrd, and t-a^d, it might wel bo
Naturelly by compositions

Of angles, and of slie ix^Hections
;

And saide that in Rome was swiehe on.

They speke of Alhazen and Viti'lloii,

And Aristotle, that writcn in hir lives

Of qucinte niirrours, and of prospcetives,

As knowen they, tiiat han hir bookes herd.

And other folk han wondi-ed on the swerd.

That wolde pereen thurghout every thing :

And fell in speclie of Telepluis the king,

And of Achilles for his queinte spero.

For he coude with it bothe hele and dere.

Right in swiehc wise as men may with the swerd,

Of which right now ye have yourselven herd.

They speken of sondry harding of metal].

And speken of medicines therwitliall.

And how, and whan it shnld yliarded be,

Which is unknow algates unto me.
Tito speken they of Canacees ring.

And saidon all, that swiche a wonder thing

Of craft of ringos herd they never non.

Save that he Moiscs and king Salomon
Hadden a name of coiniing in swiche art.

Thus sain the peple, and drawen hem apart.

But natheles som saiden that it was
Wonder to maken of feme ashen glas,

And yet is glas nought like ashen of feme.
But for tlicy han yknowen it so feme,
Therfore cescth h.ir jangling and hir wonder.
As sore wondren som on cause of thonder.

On ebbe and floud, on gossomer, and on mist.

And on all thing, til that the cause is wist.

Thus janglen they, and demon and devise,

Til that the king gan fro his bord arise.

Phebus hath left the angle meridional.

And yet ascending was the beste real.

The gentil Leon, with his Aldrian,

Whan that this Tartre king, this Cambuscan,
Rose from his bord, ther as he sat ful hie :

Beforne him goth tlie loudc minstralcie.

Til he come to his chambre of parements,
Ther as they sounden divers instruments.

That it is like an lieven for to here.

Now dauncen lusty Venus children dere :

For in the fish hir lady set ful hie,

And loketh on hem with a frendly eye.

This noble king is set upon liis trone ;

This straunge knight is fet to him ful sone,

And on the daunce he goth with Canace.
Here is the revell and tlie jolitee,

That is not able a dull man to devise :

He must han knowen love and hin servisc,

And ben a festlich man, as fresh as May,
Thut shulde you devisen swiche array.

Who coude tellen you the forme of daunces

So uncouth, and so freshe contenaunces,

Swiche subtil lokings and dissimulings.

For dred of jalous mennes apperceivings ?

No man but Launcelot, and he is ded.

Therfore I passe over all this lustyhcd,

I say no more, but in this jolinesse

I lete hem, til men to the souper hem dresse.

The steward bit the spices for to hie
' And eke the win, in all this melodic ;

The ushers and the squierie ben gon,

j

The spices and the win is come anon :

They ete and drinke, and whan this had an end,
Unto the temple, as reson was, they wend :

The si'rvice don, they suupi-n all by day.

\\'l)at nedeth you roliersen hir array ?

Eche man wot wel, that at a kinges fest

Is plentee, to the most and to the lest,

And deintees mo than ben in my knowing.
At after souper goth this noble king

To seen this hors of liras, with ail a route
Of loriles and of ladies him aboute.

Swiche wondring was tlieron tins hors of bras.

That sin the gret assege of Troye was,
Ther as men wondred on an liors also,

Ne was ther swiche a wondring, as was tho.

But finally the king asketh the knight

The vertue of this courser, and the might,

And praied him to tell his governaunce.
This hors anon gan for to trip and daunce,

Whan that the knight laid bond up on his rein,

And saide, sire, ther n'is no more to sain,

But whan you list to riden any where.
Ye nioten trill a j)in, stant in his ere,

Which I shal tellen you Ijotwixt us two.

Ye nioten nempne him to what place also.

Or to what contree that you list to ride.

And whan ye come ther as you list abide,

Bid him descend, and trill another pin,

(For tlierin licth the effect of all the gin)

And 111- wo! down descind :ind don your will,

And in that place he wol abiden still :

Though al the world had the contrary swore,

He shal not thennes be drawe ne be bore.

Or if you list to bid him thennes gon,

Trille this ])in, ami he wol vanish anon

Out of the sight of every mane)' wiglit,

And come agen, be it by day or night.

Whan that you list to clepen him again

In swiche a guise, as I shal to you sain

Betwixen you and me, and that ful sone.

Ride whan you list, ther n'is no more to done.

Enfournied whan the king was of the knight.

And hath conceived in his wit aright

The manor and the forme of all this thing,

Ful glad and l)lith, this noble doughty king

Repaireth to his revel, as beforne.

Tiie bridel is in to the tour yborne.

And kept anionic his jewels lefe and dere :

The hors vanisht, I n'ot in what nianere,

Out of hir sight, ye get no more of me :

But thus I lete in lust and jolitee

This Cambuscan his lordes festeying.

Til that wel nigh the day began to spring.

PARS SECUNDA.

The norice of digestion, the slope,

Gan on hem winke, and bad liein taken kepe.

That mochel drinke,.and labour wol have rest .

And with a galping mouth hem all he kest,

And said, that it was time to lie adoun.

For blood was in his dominatioun :

Cherisheth blood, natures frend, quod he.

Tliey thanken him galping, by two by three

;

And every wight gan drawe him to his rest,

As slope hem bade, they toke it for the best.

Hir drcmes sliul not now be told for me ;

Ful were hir hedes of fumositee,

That causeth dreme, of which ther is no charge.

They slepen til that it was prime large,



The moste part, but it were Canace
;

Slie was ful mesurable, as woraeu be.

For of hire father had she take hire leva

To gon to rest, sone after it was eve
;

Hire Hste not appalled for to be,

Nor on the morwe uniestliche for to see
;

And siep» hirefirste siepe, and than awoke.
For swiche a joye she in hire herte toke

Both of hire queinte ring, and of hire mirrour,
That twenty time slie ehaunged hire colour

;

And in hire slepe right for the impression
Of hire mirrour she had a vision.

Whei-fore, or that the sonne gan up glide.

She clepeth upon hire maistresse hire beside.

And saide, that hire luste for to arise.

Thise olde women, that ben gladly wise,

As is hire maistresse, answerd hire anon.
And said ; Madame, whider wol ye gon
Thus erly ? for the folk ben all in rest.

I wol, quod she, arisen (for me lest

No longer for to slepe) and walken aboute.

Hire maistresse clepeth women a gret route,

And up they risen, wel a ten or twelve
;

Up risetli freshe Canace hireselve,

As rody and bright, as the yonge sonne.

That in tiie ram is foure degrees yronne
;

No higher was he, whan she redy was

;

And forth she walketh esily a pas,

Arrayed after the lusty seson sote

Litthtely for to playe, and walken on fote,

Nought but with five or sixe of hire meinie
;

And in a trenehe forth in the park goth she.

The vapour, which that fro the erthe glode,

Maketh the sonne to seme rody and brode :

But natheles, it was so faire a sight,

That it made all hir hertes for to light.

What for the seson, and the morwening,
And for the foules that she herde sing.

For right anon she wiste what they ment
Right by hir song, and knew al hir entent.

The knotte, why that every tale is tolde,

If it be taried til the lust be colde

Of hem, that han it herkened after yore.

The savour passeth ever lenger the more,
For fulsumnesse of the prolixitee :

And by that same reson thmketh me
I shuld unto the knotte condescende,
And maken of hire walking sone an ende.

Amidde a tree for-dry, as white as chalk.

As Canace was playing in hire walk,
Ther sat a faucon over hire bed ful hie,

That with a pitous vols so gan to erie.

That all the wood resouned of hire cry.

And beten had hireself so pitously

With bothe hire winges, til the rede blood

llan endelong the tree, ther as she stood.

And ever in on alway she cried and shright,

And with hire bek hireselven she so twight.

That ther n'is tigre, ne no cruel best,

That dwelleth other in wood, or in forest,

That n'olde han wept, if that he wepen coude,
For sorwe of hire, she shright alway so loude.

For ther was never yet no man on live,

If that he coude a faucon wel descrive,

That herde of swiche another of fayreness
As wel of plumage, as of gentilesse.

Of shape, of all that might yrekened be.

A faucon peregrine semed she
Of fremde lond, and ever as she stood,

She swouned now and now for lack of blood,

Til wel neigh is she fallen fro the tree.

This faire kinges doughter Canace,
That on hire finger bare the queinte ring,

Thurgh which she understood wel every thing

That any foule may in his leden sain.

And coude answere him in his leden again.

Hath understonden what this faucon seyd.

And wel neigh for the routhe almost she deyd :

And to the tree she goth ful hastily,

And on this faucon loketh pitously.

And held hire lap abrode, for wel she wist

I

The faucon muste fallen from the twist

Whan that she swouned next, for faute of blood.

i
A longe while to waiten hire she stood,

' Til at the last she spake in this manere

j

Unto the hank, as ye shul after here.

j
What is the cause, if it be for to tell,

I

That ye ben in this furial peine of hell ?

' Quod Canace unto this hauk above
;

I

Is this for sorwe of deih, or losse of love ?

For as I trow, tliise be the causes two.

That causen most a gentil herte wo.

Of other harme it nedeth not to speke.

For ye yourself upon yourself awreke,
Which preveth wel, that other ire or drede
Mote ben encheson of your cruel dede,

j
Sin that I se non other wight you chace.

j

For the love of God, as doth yourselveu grace :

! Or what may be your helpe I for west ne est

Ne saw I never er now no brid ne best.

That ferde with himself so pitously.

: Ye sle me with your sorwe veraily,

I have of you so gret compassioun.

I

For Goddes love come fro the tree adoun
;

And as I am a kinges doughter trewe.

If that I veraily the causes knewe
Of your disese, if it lay in my might,

I wold amend it, or that it were night,

As wisly help me the gret God of kind.

And herbes shal I right ynough yfind.

To helen with your hurtes hastily.

Tho shright this faucon yet more pitously

Than ever she did, and fell to ground anon.
And lith aswoune, as ded as lith a ston,

Til Canace hath in hire lappe hire take,

Unto that time she gan of swoune awake :

And after that she out of swoune abraide.

Right in hire haukes leden thus she sayde.

That pitee renneth sone in gentil herte

(Feling his similitude in peines smerte)

Is proved alle day, as men may see.

As wel by werke as by auctoritee.

For gentil herte kitheth gentillesse.

I see wel, that ye have on my distresse

Compassion, my faire Canace,
Of veray womanly benignitee.

That nature in your principles hath set.

But for non hope for to fare the bet.

But for to obey unto your herte free,

And for to maken other yware by me.
As by the whelpe chastised is the leon,

Right for that cause and that conclusion,

While that I have a leiser and a space,

Min harme I wol confessen er I pace.

And ever while that on hire sorwe told.

That other wept, as she to water wold,

Til that the faucon bad hire to be still.

And with a sike right thus she said hire till,

Ther I was bred, (alas that iike day !)

And fostred in a roche of marble gray
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So tendrely, that nothing ailed me.
I ne wist not what was adversitee,

Til 1 coud Hee iul hii^li under the skie.

Tho dwelled a tereelet nie faste by,

That semed welle of alle gentillesse,

Al were ho ful of treson and falsenesse.

It was so wra]iped under humble chere,

And under hew of trouth in swiche niancre,

Under plesance, and under besy peine,

That no wiglit coud have wend he coude feine,

So dt'pe in greyn he died his coloures.

Right as a serpent hidetli him under flourcs,

Til he may see his time for to bite
;

Right so this god of loves hyi)ocrite

Doth so his ceremonies and obeisance,

And kepeth in semblaunt alle his observance,

That souneth unto gcntillcsse of love.

As on a tombe is all the faire above,

And under is the corps, swiche as ye wote ;

Swiche was this hypocrite both cold and bote,

And in this wise he served his entent,

That, save the fend, non wistc what he ment •

Til he so long had weped and complained.
And many a yere his service to me fained,

Till that min herte, to pitous and to nice,

Al innocent of his crowned malice,

For-fered of his deth, as thoughte me,
Upon his othes and his seuretee,

Graunted him love, on this conditioun.

That evermo min honour and renoun
Were saved, bothe privee and apert

;

This is to say, that, after his desert,

I yave him all min herte and all my thought,

(God wote, and he, that other wayes nought)
And toke his herte in chaunge of min for ay.

But soth is said, gon sithen is many a day,

A trewe wight and a theef thinken not on.

And whan he saw the thing so fer ygon,
That I had granted him fully my love.

In swiche a guise as I have said above,
And yeven him my trewe hei-te as free

As he swore that he yaf his herte to me.
Anon this tigre, ful of doublenesse,

Fell on his knees with so gret humblesse,
With so high reverence, as by his chere.
So like a gentil lover of manere.
So ravished, as it semed, for the joye.

That never Jason, ne Paris of Troye,
Jason ? certes, ne never other man.
Sin Lamech was, that alderfirst began
To loven two, as writen folk beforne,

Ne never sithen the first man was borne,
Ne coude man by twenty thousand part
Contrefete the sophimes of his art

;

Ne were worthy to unbocle his galoche,

Ther doublenesse of faining shuld approche,
Ne coude so thanke a wight, as he did me.
His maner was an heven for to see

To any woman, were she never so wise ;

So'painted he and kempt, at point devise,

As wel liis wordes, as his contenance.
And I so loved him for his ol)eisance,

And for the trouthc I demed in his herte.

That if so were that any thing him smerte,
Ai were it never so lite, and I it wist.

Me thought 1 felt deth at myn herte twist.

And shortly, so ferforth this thing is went,
That my will was his willes instrument

;

This is to say, my will obeied his will

In alle thing, as i'er as reson fill,

Keping the boundes of my worship ever :

Ne never jiad I thing so lefe, ne lever,

As him, (jod wot, ne never slial no nuj.

This lasteth longer than a yere or two,
That 1 supposed of him nought but good.
But finally, thus at the last it stood.

That fortune wolde that lie nmste twin
Out of that place, which that I was in.

Wlier me was wo, it is no question
;

1 cannot make of it description.

For o thing dare 1 tellen boldely,

1 know w hat is the peine of deth therby,
Swiche harme I felt, for he ne might bylcve.

So on a day of me he toke his leve.

So sorweful I'ke, that I wend veraily.

That he had felt as mocliel harme as I,

Whan that 1 herd him speke, and saw his hewe.
But natheles, 1 thought he was so trewe.
And eke that he repairen shuld again
Within a litcl while, sotli to sain.

And reson wold eke that lie nmste go
For liis honour, as often ha])pi'th so.

That I made vertue of necessitee.

And toke it wel, sin that it muste be.

As 1 best might, 1 hid fro him my sorwe.
And toke him by the bond, Seint John to borwe,
And said him thus ; lo, 1 am youres all,

Beth swiche as 1 have ben to you and shall.

What he answerd, it iiedeth not reherse ;

Who can say bet than he, who can do werse I

Whan he hath al wei said, than hath he done.
Therfore behoveth liim a ful long spone.
That shal ete with a fend ; thus herd 1 say.

So at the last he muste forth his way.
And forth he Heetli, til lie come ther him lest.

Whan it came him to jiurpos for to rest,

I trow that he had tliilke text in mind.
That alle thing re])airing to his kind

Gladcth himself; thus sain men as I gesse :

Men loven of propre kind ncwefangelnesse,

As briddes don, that men in cages fede.

For though thou night and day take of iiem hede,

And strew hir cage faire and soft as silke,

And give liem sugre, hoiiy, bred, and milke.

Yet right anon as that his dore is up.

He with his feet wol spurnen doun his cup,

And to the wood he wol, and wormes ete
;

So newefangel ben they of hir mete.

And loven noveltees of ])ropre kind
;

No gentillesse of blood ne may hem bind.

So fcrd this tereelet, alas the day !

Though he were gentil borne, and fresli, and gay,

And goodly for to seen, and humble, and iree.

He saw upon a time a kite flee.

And sodenly he loved this kite so.

That all his love is clene fro me ago :

And hath his trouthe falsed in this wise.

Tlius hath the kite my love in hire service.

And I am lorn withouten remedy.

And with that word this faucon gan to cry,

And swouneth eft in Caiiacees baniie.

Gret was the sorwe for that haukes liannc.

That Canace and all hire women made
;

They n'isten hc>w they might the faucon glade.

But Canace liom beretli hire in hire lap.

And softely in ])lastres gan hire wrap,

Ther as she with hire bek had hurt hircselve.

Now cannot Canace but herbes delve

Out of the ground, and maken salves newe
Of herbes precious and fine of hewe.
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To helen with this hauk ; fro day to night

She doth hire besinesse, and all hire might.

And by hire beddes lied she made a mew,
And covered it with velouettes blew.

In signe of trouth, that is in woman sene;

And all without the mew is peinted grene,

In which were peinted all thise false foules,

As beu thise tidifes, tercelettes, and owles ;

And pies, on hem for to cry and chide,

Right for despit were peinted hem beside.

Thus lete I Canace hire hauk keping.

I wol no more as now speke of hire ring,

Til it come eft to purpos for to sain.

How that this faucon gat hire love again

Repentant, as the story telleth us,

By mediation of Camballus

The kinges sone, of which that I you told.

But hennesforth I wol my processe hold

To speke of aventures, and of batailles,

That yet was never herd so gret niervailles.

First wol I tellen you of Cambuscan,
That in his time many a citee wan :

And after wol I s])eke of Algarsif,

How that he wan Theodora to his wif,

For whom ful oft in gret peril he was,

Ne had he ben holpen by the hors of bras.

And after wol I speke of Camballo,

That fought in listes with the brethren two
For Canace, er that he might hire winne,

And ther I left I wol again beginne.

THE FRANKELEINES TALE.

THE FRANKELEINES PROLOGUE.

In faith, Squier, thou hast thee wel yquit

And gentiily, I preise wel thy wit.

Quod the Frankelein ; considering thin youlhe,

So felingly tlmu spekest, sire, I alone the

As to my dome, ther is non that is here.

Of eloquence that shal be thy pere.

If that thou live ; God yeve thee goode chance.

And in vertue send thee continuance,

For of thy speking I have gret deintee.

I have a sone, and by the Trinitee

It were me lever than twenty pound worth lond.

Though it right now were fallen in my bond.

He were a man of swiehe discretion,

As that ye ben : fie on possession.

But if a man be vertuous withal.

I have my sone snibbed, and yet shal.

For he to vertue hsteth not to entend,

But for to play at dis, and to dispend,

And lese all that he hath, is his usage
;

And he had lever talken with a page,

Than to commune with any gentil wight,

Ther he might leren gentillesse aright.

Straw for your gentillesse, quod our hoste.

What ? Frankelein, parde, sire, wel thou wost.

That echo of you mote tellen at the lest

A tale or two, or breken his behest.

That know I wel, sire, quod the Frankelein,

I pray you haveth me not in disdein.

Though I to this man speke a word or two.

Tell on thy tale, withouten wordes mo.

Gladly, sire hoste, quod he, I wol obey

Unto your will ; now herkeneth what 1 sey ;

I wol you not contrarien in no wise,

As fer as that my wittes may suffice.

I pray to God that it may plesen you,

Than wot I wel that it is good ynow.

Thise olde gentil Bretons in hir dayes

Of diverse aventures maden layes,

Rimeyed in hir firste Breton tonge
;

Which layes with hir instruments they songc,

Or elles redden hem for hir plesance.

And on of hem have I in remembrance,
Which I shal sayn with good wille as I can.

But, sires, because I am a borel man.
At my beginning first I you beseche

Have me excused of my rude speche.

I lerned never rhetorike certain
;

Thing that I speke, it mote be bare and plain.

I slept never on the mount of Pernaso,

Ne lerned Marcus Tullius Cicero.

Colours ne know I non, withouten drede,

But swiehe colours as growen in the mede,
Or elles swiehe as men die with or peinte

;

Colours of rhetorike ben to me queinte ;

My spirit feleth not of swiehe matere.

But if you lust my tale shul ye here.

THE FRANKELEINES TALE.

In Armorike, that called is Bretaigne,

Ther was a knight, that loved and did his peine

To serve a ladie in his beste wise ;

And many a labour, many a gret emprise
He for his lady wrought, or she were wonne

:

For she was on the fairest under sonue,

And eke therto comen of so high kinrede.

That wel unnethes durst this knight for drede

Tell hire his wo, his peine, and his distresse.

But at the last, she for his worthinesse,

And namely for his meke obeysance,

Hath swiehe a pitee caught of his penance,

That prively she fell of his accord
To take him for hire husboud and hire lord

;

(Of swiehe lordship as men han over hir wives)

And, for to lede the more in blisse hir lives.

Of his free will he swore hire as a knight,

That never in all his lif he day ne night

Ne shulde take upon him r.o maistrie

Agains hire will, ne kithe hire jalousie.

But hire obey, and folwe hire will in al,

As any lover to his lady shal

:
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Save tluit the name of soverainetee

That wold he hau for shame of his degree.

Slu' thonked him, and with ful gret huniblcsse

Slie saide ; sire, sin of your geutillesse

Ye profren me to have so hirge a reine,

IS'e wolde God never betwix us tweine,

As in my gilt, were eitlier werre or strif

:

Sire, 1 wol be your humble trewe wif,

Have here my troutli, till that myn herte breste.

Thus ben they both in tjuiete and in reste.

For o thing, sires, suufly dare I scie.

That frendes evericli other must obeie.

If they wol longe holden compagnie.

Love wol not be constreiued by maistrie.

Whan maistrie cometh, the God of love anon
Beteth his winges, and farewel, he is gon.

Love is a thing, as any spirit, free.

Women of kind desireu libertee,

Ami not to be constreined as a tliral
;

And so don men, if sotiily I say shal.

Loke who that is most patient in love,

He is at his avantage all above.

Patience is an high vertue certain.

For it venquislieth, as thise clerkes sain,

Thinges that rigour never shulde atteino.

For every word men nuiy not chide or plcine.

Lerneth to sufl'ren, or, so mote I gon,

Ye shul it lerne whether ye wol or non.

For in this world certain no wight ther is,

That he ue doth or sayth somtime amis.

Ire, sikenesse, or constellation.

Win, wo, or changing of complexion,

Causeth ful oft to don amis or speken :

On every wrong a mau may not bewreken.
After the time nmst be temperance
To every wight that can of governance.

And therfore hath this worthy wise knight

(To liven in ese) suttrance hire behight
;

And she to him ful wisly gan to swere.

That never shuld ther be defaute in here.

Here may men seen an humble wise accord :

Thus hath she take hire servant and hire lord,

Servant in love, and lord in manage.
Than was he both in lordship and servage I

Servage ? nay, but in lordship al above,

Sin he hath both his lady and his love :

His lady certes, and his wif also,

The which that law of love aecordeth to.

And whan he was in this prosperitee.

Home with his wif he goth to his contree,
Not fer fro Penmark, ther his dwelling was,
Wher as he liveth in blisse and iu solas.

Who coude tell, but he had wedded be,

The joye, the ese, and the prosperitee,

That is betwix an husbond and his wif?
A yere and more lasteth this blisful lif.

Til that this knight, of which I spake of thus,

That of Cairrud was cleped Arviragus,
Shope him to gon and dwelle a yere or twaine
In Englelond, that cleped was eke Bretaigiie,

To soke in armes worship and honour :

(For all his lust he set in swiche labour)

And dwelte ther two yere ; the book saith thus.

Now wol I stint of this Arviragus,
And speke I wol of Dorigene his wif,

That loveth hire husbond as hire hertes lif.

For his absence wepeth she and siketh.

As don thise noble wives whan hem liketh
;

She morneth, waketh, waiieth, fasteth, j)leineth
;

Desir of his presence hire so distraiueth,

That all this wide world slie set at nought.
Hire frendes, which that knew hire hevy thought,
Comforten hire in all that ever ihey n)ay ;

TlK-y ])r(-chen hire, they telle hire night and day,
1'hat causeles she sleth hire.self, alas !

And every comfort possible in this cas
They don to hire, with all hir besinesse,

Al for to make hire leve hire hevinesse.
By processe, as ye knowen everich on,

Men inowe so longe graven in a ston.

Til som figure thi-rin t-mprcnted lie :

So long han they comforted hire, til she
Received hath, by hope and by reson.

The eniprenting of hir consolation,

Thurgli which hire grete sorwe gan assuage
;

She may not alway duren in swiche rage.

And eke Arviragus, in all this care.

Hath sent his lettit's home of his welfare.

And that he wol come hastily again,

Or elles had this sorwe hire herte slain.

Hire frendes saw hire sorwe gan to slake.

And preiden hii-e on knees for Goddessake
To come and romen in hir compagnie.
Away to driven hire derke fantasie

:

And finally she granted that request,

For wel she saw that it was for the best.

Now stood hire castel faste by the see,

And often with hire frendes walked she.

Hire to disporten on the bank an hie,

Wher HH she many a ship and barge sie,

Sailing hir cours, wher as hem list to go.

But than was that a parcel of hire wo.
For to hireself ful oft, alas ! said she.

Is ther no ship, of so many as 1 see,

Wol bringen home my lord ? than were my herte

Al warished of his bitter peines smerte.

Another time wold she sit and thinke,

And cast her eyen dounward fro the brinke
;

But whan she saw the grisly rockes blake, Sv.j,/,

For veray fere so wold hire herte quake,
,

That on hire feet she might hire not sustene.
'"'

Than wold she sit adoun upon the grene,

And pitcusly into the see behold,

And say right thus, with careful sikes cold.

Eterne God, that tluirgh thy purveance
Ledest this world by certain governance,

In idel, as men sain, ye nothing make.
But, lord, thise grisly fendly rockes blake.

That semen rather a foule confusion

Of work, than any faire creation

Of swiche a partit wise God and stable,

Why han ye wrought this werk unresonable I

For by this werk, north, south, ne west, ne est,

Ther n'is yfostred man, ne brid, ne best

:

It doth no good, to my wit, but anoyeth.

See ye not, lord, how mankind it destroyeth ?

An hundred thousand bodies of mankind
Han rockes slain, al be they not in mind

j

Which mankind is so faire part of thy werk.

Thou madest it like to thyn owen merk.
Than, semeth it, ye had a gret chertee

Toward mankind ; but how than may it be.

That ye swiche menes make it to de-stroyeii ?

Which menes don no good, but ever auoyen.

I wote wel, clerkes wol sain as hem lest

By arguments, that all is for the best.

Though 1 ne can the causes nought yknow
;

But thilke God that made the wind to blow.

As kepe my lord, this is my conclusion :

To clerkes lete 1 all disputison
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But wolde God, that all thise rockes blake

Were sonken into belle for his sake.

Thise rockes slee min herte for the fere.

Thus wold she say with many a pitous tere.

Hire freudes saw that it was no disport

To romen by the see, but discomfort,

And shape hem for to plaien sorawher elles.

Tiiey leden hire by rivers and by welles,

And eke in other places delitables ;

They dancen and they play at ches and tables.

So on a day, right in the niorwe tide,

Unto a gardin that was ther beside,

In which that they had made hir ordinance
Of vitaille, and of other purveance,
They gon and plaie hem all the longe day:
And this was on the sixte morwe of May,
Which May had peinted with his softe shoures
This gardin ful of leves and of floures :

And craft of mannes bond so curiously

Arrayed had this gardin trewely,

That never was ther gardin of swiche pris,

But if it were the veray paradis.

The odour of floures, and the freshe sight,

Wold ban ymaked any herte liglit

That ever was born, but if to gret sikenesse

Or to gret sorwe held it in distresse,

So ful it was of beautee and plesance.

Aiid after dinner gonnen they to dance
And sing also, sauf Dorigene alone,

Which made alway hire complaint and hire moue,
i'or she ne saw him on the dance go.

That was hire husbond, and hire love also :

But nathlees she must a time abide.

And with good hope let hire sorwe slide.

Upon this dance, amonges other men,
Danced a squier before Dorigen,
That fresher was and jolier of array,
As to my dome, than is the month of May.
He singeth, danceth, passing any man.
That is or was sin that the world began

;

Tlierwith he was, if men shuld him discrive.

On of the beste faring men on live,

Yong, strong, and virtuous, and riche, and wise.

And wel beloved, and holden in gi'et prise.

And shortly, if the soth I tellen shal,

Unweting of this Dorigene at al,

Tliis lusty squier, servant to Venus,
Which that ycleped was Aiirelius,

Had loved hire best of any creature
Two yere and more, as was his aventure :

But never dorst he tell hire his grevance,
Withouten cup he dranke all his penance.
He was dispeired, nothing dorst he .say,

Sauf in hi.s songes somwhat wold he vrray

His wo, as in a general complaining
;

He said, he loved, and was beloved nothing.
Of swiche matere made he many layes,

Songes, coraplaintes, roundels, virelayes ;

How that he dorste not his sorwe telle,

But languisheth, as doth a furie in belle
;

And die he must, he said, as did Ecco
For Narcissus, that dorst not tell hire wo.

In other maner than ye hei'e me say,

Ne dorst lie not to hire his wo bewray,
Sauf that paraventure somtime at dances,
Ther yonge folk kepen hir observances,
It may wel be he loked on hire face

In swiche a wise, as man that axeth grace.
But nothing wiste she of bis entent.

Natheles it happed, or they thennes went.

Because that he was hire neighebour.

And was a man of worship and honour,
And had yknowen him of time yore.

They fell in speche, and forth ay more and more
Unto his purpos drew Aurelius

;

And whan he saw his time, he saide thus.

Madame, quod he, by God that this world made,
So that I wist it might your herte glade,

I wold that day, that your Arviragus
Went over see, that I Aurelius
Had went ther I shuld never come again ;

For wel I wot my service is in vain.

My guerdon n'is but bresting of min herte.

Madame, rueth upon my peines smerte.

For with a word ye may me sleen or save.

Here at your feet God wold that I were grave.

I ne have as now no leiser more to sey

:

Have mercy, swete, or ye wol do me dey.

She gan to loke upon Aurelius
;

Is this your will (quod she) and say ye thus ?

Never erst (quod she) ne wist I what ye ment

:

But now, Aurelie, I know your entent.

By thilke God that yaf me soule and lif,

Ne shal I never ben an untrewe wif

In word ne werk, as fer as I have wit,

I wol ben his to whom that I am knit

:

Take this for final answer as of me.
But after that in play thus saide she.

Aurelie, (quod she) by high God above
Yet wol I granten you to ben your love,

(Sin I you see so pitously complaine)

Loke, what day that endelong Bretaigne

Ye remue all the rockes, ston by ston.

That they ne letten ship ne bote to gon,

I say, whan ye han made the cost so clene

Of rockes, that ther n'is no ston ysene.

Than wol I love you best of any man,
Have here my trouth, in all that ever I can

;

For wel I wote that it shal never betide.

Let swiche folie out of your herte glide.

What deintee shuld a man have in his lif

For to go love another mannes wif.

That hath hire body whan that ever him liketh ?

Aurelius ful often sore siketh ;

Is ther non other grace in you ? quod he.

No, by that lord, quod she, that maked me.
Wo was Aurelie whan that he this herd.

And with a sorweful herte he thus answerd.

Madame, quod he, this were an impossible.

Than moste I die of soden deth horrible.

And with that word lie turned him anon.

Tho come hire other frendes many on,

And in the alleyes romed up and doun,

And nothing wist of this conclusioun,

But sodenly begonnen revel newe,
Til that the brighte sonne had lost his hewe.
For the orizont had reft the sonne his light ;

(This is as much to sayu as it was night)

And home they gon in mirthe and in solas
;

Sauf only wrecche Aurelius, alas !

He to his hous is gon with sorweful herte.

He saith, he may not from his deth asterte.

Him semeth, that he felt his herte cold.

Up to the heven his hondes gan he hold.

And on his knees bare he set him doun,

And in his raving said his orisoun.

For veray wo out of his wit he braide.

He n'iste what he spake, but thus he saide

;

With pitous herte his plaint hath he begonne
Unto the goddes, and first unto the sonne.
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He said ; Apolio, God aiid govcrnour

Of every plaiite, herlie, tree, and flour,

That vevest after Uiy declination

To eclie of hem his time and his seson,

As tiiat thin herberLjh clian^eth low and hie
;

Lord Piiebus, cast tliy inerciahle eie

On wreeche AurcHe, whicii tiiat am but lorne

Lo, lord, my lady hath ray detli ysworne
Withouten gilt, but thy benignitee

Upon my dedly herte have soni pitee.

For wel I wot, lord Phel>us, if you lest.

Ye may me lieipen, sauf my lady, best.

Now vouchetli .sa\if, that 1 may you devise

How that I may be holpe and in what wise.

Your blisful suster, Lucina the shene,

That of the see is chief goddesse and queue.

Though Neptunus have dcitee in the see,

^'et emporice aboven him is she :

Ye knowe wel, lord, that right as hire desire

Is to be quiked and lighted of your fire.

For which slie folweth you ful besiiy,

Right so the see desireth naturelly

To folwen hire, as she that is goddesse
Hotli in the see and rivers more and lesse.

Wherfore, lord Phebus, this is my request,

I)o this miracle, or do min herte brest.;

Tliat now next at this O|)pos!tion,

Which in the signe shai be of the Leon,
As preyeth hire so gret a flood to bring.

That five fadome at the lest it overspring

The Iiighcst rock in Arniorike Brctaigne,

And let this flood enduren ycres twaine :

Than certes to my lady may I say,

Holdeth your liest, the rockes ben away.
Lord Phebus, this miracle doth for nie,

I'rey hire she go no faster cours than yo ;

I say this, preyeth your suster that she go
No faster cours ih.an ye thise yeres two :

Than shal she ben even at ful ahvay.

And spring-flood lasten bothe night and day.

And but slie vouchesauf in swiche manere
To graunten me my soveraine lady dere.

Prey hire to sinken every rock adoun
Into hire owen derke regioun

Under the ground, ther P'uto dwelleth in.

Or nevcrmo shal I my lady win.

Thy temple in Deljihos wol I barefoot seke.

Lord Phebus, see the teres on my cheke.

And on my peine have som compassioun.

And witli that word, in sorwe he fell adoun.

And longe time he lay forth in a trance.

His brother, which that knew of his penance,

Up caught him, and to b'd he hath liim brought.

Dispeired in this turment and this thought

Let I this woful creature lie,

Chese he for me whether he wol live or die.

Arviragus with hele and gret honour
(As he that was of chevalrie the flour)

Is comen home, and other worthy men :

• O, blisful art thou now, thou Dorigen,

That hast thy lusty husbond in thin arnies.

The freshe knight, the worthy man of armes.
That lovcth thee, as his owen hertes lif

:

Nothing list him to be imaginatif,

If any wight had spoke, while he was oute,

To hire of love ; he had of that no doute ;

He not entendeth to no swiche matere.

But daneeth, justeth, and maketh mery chere.

And thus in joye and blisse I let luim dwell,

And of the silo; Aurelius wol I tell.

In langour and in turment furious

Two yere and more lay wreeche Aurelius,

Kr any foot on erthe he niighte gon
;

Ne comfort in tiiis time ne had he non,

Sauf of his brotln-r, which that was a clerk.

He knew of ail this wo and all this werk
;

For to non (jther creature certain

Of this matere he dorste no word sain
;

Under his brest he bare it more secree.

Than ever did Panii)liilus for Galathee.
His brest was hole withouten for to .seen.

But in his herte ay was the arwe kene.

And wel ye knowe that of a sursanure
In surgerie is perilous the cure.

But nien might touch the arwe or come therby.

His brother wepeth and waileth prively.

Til at the last him fell in remembrance,
That while he was at Orleaunce in France,
As yonge clerkes, that ben likerous

To reden artes that ben curious,

Seken in every halke and every heme
Partieuler sciences for to lerne,

He him remembred, that upon a day
At Orleaunce in studie a book lie say

Of Magike naturel, which his felaw.

That was that time a bacheler of law,

A I were he ther to lerne another craft.

Had prively upon his desk ylaft
; ^^

Which book spake moche of operations ^"
,

Touching the eight and twenty mansions
That longen to the Mone, and swiche foiie ^^j. 1

As in our dayes n'is not worth a flie :
' 9^

For holy cherches feith, in our beleve,

Ne suttVeth non illusion us to greve.

And whan this book was in his remembrance,
Anon for joye his herte gan to dance.

And to himself he saied prively
;

My brother shal l;e warished hastily :

For I am siker that ther be sciences.

By which men maken divers apparonces,

Swiche as thise suljtil tregetoures play.

For oft at festes have I we! herd say.

That tregetoures, within an halle large.

Have made come in a water and a liarge.

And in the halle rowen up and doun.

Sonitime hath semed c<'me a grim leouii.

And somtime floures spring as in a mede,
Somtime a vine, and grapes white and rede,

Somtime a castel al of lime and ston.

And whan hem liketh voideth it anon :

Thus semeth it to every niannes sight.

Now than conclude 1 thus, if that I might
At Orleaunce som olde felaw find.

That hath thise Mones mansions in mind,

Or other Magike naturel above.

He shuld wel make my brother h.ave his love.

For with an apparence a clerk may make
To mannes sight, that all the rockes blake

Of Brctaigne were yvoided e^erich on.

And shippes by the briiike eomen and gon.

And in swiche forme endure a day or two :

Than were my brother warished of his wo.

Than must she nedes holden hire b<diest,

Or elles he .shal shame hire at the lest.

What shuld I make a lenger tale of this ?

Unto his bi-others bed he comen is.

And swiche comfort he yaf him, for to gou
To Orleaunce, that he up stert anon,

And on his way fortlnvard than is he fare,

i

In hope for to ben lissed of his care.
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Whan they were come almost to that citee,

But if it were a two furlong or three,

A yonge clerk roming by himself they mette,

Which that in Latine thriftily 'hem grette.

And after that he sayd a wonder thing
;

I know, quod he, the cause of your coming :

And or they forther any foote went,

He told hem all that was in hir entent.

This Breton clerk him axed of felawes,

The which he had yknowen in olde dawes,

And he answered him that they dede were,

For which he wept ful often many a tere.

Doun of his hors Aurelius light anon.

And forth with this magieien is gon
Home to his hous, and made hem wel at ese :

Hem lacked no vitaille that might hem plese.

So wel arraied hous as ther was on,

Aurelius iu his lif saw never non
He shewed him, or they went to soupere,

Fore«tes, parkes ful of wilde dere.

Ther saw he hartes with hir homes hie.

The gretest that were ever seen with eie.

He saw of hem an hundred slain with houndes,

And som with arwes blede of bitter woundes.

He saw, whan voided were the wilde dere,

Thise fauconers upon a faire rivere,

That with hir haukes han the heron slain.

Tho saw he knightes justen in a plain.

And after this he did him swiche plesanee,

That he him shewed his lady on a dance.

On which himselven danced, as him thought.

And whan this maister, that this magike wrought,

Saw it was time, he clapped his hondes two.

And farewel, al the revel is ago.

And yet remued they never out of the hous,

While they saw all thise sightes merveillous
;

But in his studie, ther his bookes be.

They saten still, and no wight but they thi'ee.

To him this maister called his squier.

And sayd him thus, may we go to souper ?

Almost an houre it is, I undertake.

Sin I you bade our souper for to make,
Whan that thise worthy men wenten with me
Into my studie, ther my bookes be.

Sire, quod this squier, whan it liketh you.

It is al redy, though ye wol right now.
Go we than soupe, quod he, as for the best,

Thise amorous folk somtime moste han rest.

At after souper fell they in tretee

What summe shuld this maisters guerdon bo,

To remue all the rockes of Bretaigne,

And eke from Gerounde to the mouth of Saine.

He made it strange, and swoi-e, so God him save,

Lesse than a thousand pound he wold not have,

Ne gladly for tliat summe he wold not gon.

Aui-elius with blisful herte anon
Answered thus ; fie on a thousand pound :

This wide world, which that men sayn is round,
I wold it yeve, if I were lord of it.

This bargaine is ful-drive, for we ben knit ;

Ye shul be paied trewely by mytrouth.
But loketh, for non negligence or slouth,

Ye tarie us here no lenger than to morwe.
Kay, quod this clerk, have here my faith to borwe.
To bed is gon Aurelius whan him lest,

And wel nigh all that night he had his rest.

What for his labour, and his hope of blisse,

His woful herte of penance had a lisse.

Upon the morwe whan that it was day.
To Bretaigne token they the righte way.

Aurelie, and this magieien him beside,

And ben descended ther they wold abide

:

And this was, as the bookes me remember.
The colde frosty seson of December.
Phebus waxe old, and hewed like laton,

That in his hote declination

Shone as the burned gold, with streines bright

:

But now in Capricorne adoun he light,

Wher as he shone ful pale, I dare wel sain.

The bitter frostes with the sleet and rain

Destroyed han the grene in every yerd.

Janus sit by the fire with double herd,

And drinketh of his bugle horn the wine :

Beforn him stant braune of the tusked swine,

And nowel crieth every lusty man.
Aurelius in all that ever he can.

Doth to his maister chere and reverence,
And praieth him to don his diligence

To bringen him out of his peines smerte.

Or with a swerd that he wold slit his herte.

This sotil clerk swiche routh hath on this man,
That night and day he spedeth him, that he can,

To wait a time of his conclusion ;

This is to sayn, to make illusion,

By swiche an apparence or joglerie,

(I can no termes of Astrologie)

That she and every wight shuid wene and say.

That of Bretaigne the rockes were away.
Or elles they were sonken under ground.

So at the last he hath his time yfound
To make his japes and his wretchednesse
Of swiche a superstitious cursednesse.

His tables Toletanes forth he brought
Ful wel corrected, that ther lacked nought,

Nother his collect, ne his expans yeres,

Nother his rotes, ne his other geres.

As ben his centres, and his argumentes,

And his proportionel convenientes

For his equations in every thing.

And by his eighte speres in his werking,

He knew ful wel how fer Alnath was shove

Fro the hed of thilke fix Aries above,

That in the ninthe spere considered is.

Ful sotilly he calculed all this.

Whan he had found his firste mansion,

He knew the remenant by proportion ;

And knew the rising of his mone wel.

And in whos face, and terme, and every del ;

And knew ful wel the mones mansion
Accordant to his operation ;

And knew also his other observances.

For swiche illusions and swiche meschances,

As hethen folk used in thilke daies.

For which no lenger maketh he delaies,

But thurgh his magike, for a day or tway,

It semed all the rockes were away.
Aurelius, which that despeired is.

Whether he shal han his love, or fare amis,

Awaiteth night and day on this miracle :

And whan he knew that ther was non obstacle.

That voided were thise rockes everieh on.

Doun to his maisters feet he fell anon,

And sayd ; I woful wretch Aui-elius,

Thanke you, my lord, and lady min Venus,

That me han holpen fro my cares cold.

And to the temple his way iorth hath he hold,

Theras he knew he shuld his lady see.

And whan he saw his time, anon right he

With dredful herte and with ful humble chere

Salued hath his soveraine lady dere.
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My rii^htful lady, quod this woful man,
WliDin I most di-ede, and love, as I best can,

And lothest were of all this world displese,

N'ere it that I for you have swiche disese.

That I must die here at your foot anon,

Nought wold I tell how me is wo bcgon.

But certes other must I die or plaine
;

Ye sle me gilteles for veray peine.

But of my deth though that ye hau no routh,

Aviseth you, or that ye breke your trouth :

Repenteth you for thilke God above,

Or ye me sle, because that I you love.

For, niadame, wel ye wote what yc have hight
;

Not that I chalenge any thing of right

Of you, ray soveraine lady, but of grace
;

But in a gardin yond, in swiche a place,

Ye wote right wel what ye bqhighten me,
And in myn hond your trouthe plighten ye,

To love me best ; God wote ye saied so,

Although that I unworthy be therto ;

Madame, I speke it for the honour of you.

More than to save my hertes lif right now :

1 have don so as ye commanded me.
And if ye vouchesauf, ye may go see.

Doth as you list, have your behest in mind,
For quick or ded, right ther ye shul me, find :

In you lith all to do me live or dey.

But wel I wote the rockes ben awey.
He taketh his leve, and she astonied stood ;

In all hire face n'as o drope of blood :

She wened never han come in swiche a trappe.

Alas ! quod she, that ever this shuld happe !

For wend I never by possibilitee.

That swiche a monstre or mervaille might be ;

It is again the processe of nature.

And home she goth a sorweful creature,

For veray fere unnethes may she go.

She wcpeth, waileth all a day or two,

And swouncth, th.xt it routhe was to see :

But why it was, to no wight toldc she.

For out of toun was gon Arviragus.

But to hireself she spake, and saied thus.

With face pale, and with ful sory chere,

In hire complaint, as ye shul after here.

Alas ! quod she, on thee, fortune, I plain.

That unware hast me wrapped in thy chain :

Fro which to escapen, wote I no soccour,

Sauf only deth, or eiles dishonour :

On of thise two behoveth me to chese.

But natheles, yet had I lever lese

My lif, than of my body have a shame.
Or know myselven false, or lese my name

;

Anil with my deth I may be quit ywis.

Hath ther not many a noble wif or this,

And many a maid yslaine hireself, alas !

Rather than witli hire body don trespas ?

Yes certes ; lo, thise stories bere witnesse.

Whan thirty tyrants ful of cursednesse

Had slain Phidon in Athens at the fest,

TJiey commanded his doughtren for to arrest.

And bringen hem beforne hem in despit

Al nuked, to fulfill hir foule delit

;

And in hir fadres blood they made hem dance
Upon the pavement, God yeve hem meschance.
For which thise woful maidens ful of drede,

R;ither than they wold lese hir maidenhede.
They prively ben stert into a welle,

And dreint hemselven, as the bookes telle.

They of Messeue let enquere and seke

Of Lacedomie fifty maidens eke,

On which they wolden don hir lecherie :

But ther was non of all that compagnie
That she n'as slaine, and with a glad entent
Chees i-ather for to dien, than assent
To ben oppressed of hire maidenhede.
Why shuld 1 than to dien ben in drede ?

Lo eke the tyrant Aristoclides,

That loved a maid hight Stimphalides,
Whan that hire father slaine was on a night,

Unto Diaues temple goth she right.

And hente the image in hire handes two,

Fro which image «old she never go,

No wight hire handes might of it arrace,

Til she was slaine right in the selve place.

Now sin that maidens hadden swiche despit

To be defouled with mannes foule delit,

Wel ought a wif rather hireselven sle.

Than be defouled, as it thinketh me.
What shal I sayn of Hasdrubales wif,

That at Cartage boraft hireself hire lif?

For whan she saw that Romains wan the toun*.

She toke lure children all, and skipt adoun
Into the fire, and chees rather to die.

Than any Remain did hire vllanie.

Hath not Lucrece yslaine hireself, alas !

At Rome, whan that she oppressed was
Of Tarquine 2 for hire thought it was a shame
To liven, whan she liadde lost hire name.
The seven maidens of j\Iilesie also

Han slaine hemself for veray drede and wo.

Rather than folk of Gaule hem shuld cppresse.

Mo than a thousand stories, as I gesse,

Coude I now tell as touching this matere.
Whan Abradate was slain, his wif so dere

Hireselven slow, and let hire blood to glide

In Abradates woundes, depe and wide,

And sayd, my body at the leste way
Ther shal no wight defoulen, if I may.
What shuld I mo ensamples hereof sain ?

Sin that so many han hemselven slain

Wel rather than they wold defouled be,

I wol conclude that it is bet for me
To sle myself than be defouled thus.

I wol be trewe unto Arviragus,
Or elles sle myself in some nianere.

As did Demotiones doughter dere,

Because she wolde not defouled be.

O Sedasus, it is ful gret pitee

To reden how thy doughtren died, alas !

That slowe hemselvt n for swiche maner cas.

As gret a pitee was it or wel more.
The Theban maiden, that for Niclianore

Hireselven slow, right for swiche manere wo.

Another Theban mayden did right so.

For on of Macedoine had hire oppressed.

She with hire deth hire maidenhed redressed.

What shal I sain of Nicerates wif.

That for swiche cas beraft hireself hii'e lif ?

How trewe was eke to Alcibiades

His love, that for to dien rather chees,

Than for to sufFre his body unburied bel
Lo, which a wif was Alceste eke I (quod she)

What sayth Homere of good Penelope I

All Grece knoweth of hire chastifee.

Parde of Laodomia is written thus.

That whan at Trove was slain Prothesilaus,

No lenger wolde she live after his day.

The same of noble Portia tell I may
;

Withouten Brutus coude she not live,

To whom she had all Jiol hire herte yeve
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The parfit wifhood of Artemisie

Honoured is thurghout all Barbarie.

Teuta quene, thy wifly chastitee

To alle wives may a mirrour be.

Thus plained Dorigene a day or twey,

Purposing ever that she wolde dey ;

But natheles upon the thridde night

Home came ArvLragus, the worthy knight,

And axed hire why that she weep so sore :

And she gan wepen ever lenger the more.
Alas, quod she, that ever I was yborne !

Thus have I said, (quod she) thus have I sworne.

And told him all, as ye have herd before :

It nedeth not reherse it you no more.
This husbond with glad chere in frendly wise

Answerd and sayd, as I slial you devise.

Is ther ought elles, Dorigene, but this ?

Nay, nay, quod she, God helpe me so, as wis

This is to much, and it were Goddes will.

Ye. wif, quod he, let slepen that is still.

It may be wel paraventure yet to-day.

Ye shal your trouthe holden by my fay.

For God so wisly have mercy on me,
I had wel lever stilled for to be,

For veray love which that I to you have,

But if ye shuld your trouthe kepe and save.

Troath is the hiest thing that man may kepe.

But with that word he brast anon to wepe,

And sayd ; I you forbede on peine of deth.

That never while you lasteth lif or breth,

To no wight tell ye this misaventure.

As I may best I wol my wo endure.

Ne make no contenance of hevinesse,

That folk of you may deraen harme or gesse.

And forth he cleped a squier and a maid.

Goth forth anon with Dorigene, he said.

And bringeth hire to swiehe a place anon.

They take hir leve, and on hir way they gon :

But they ne wisten why she thider went,

She n'olde no wight tellen hire entent.

This squier, which that highte Aurelius,

On Dorigene that was so amorous.
Of aventure happed hire to mete
Amid the toun, right in the quikkest strete,

As she was boun to go the way forthright

Toward the gardin, ther as she had hight.

And he was to the gardinward also ;

For wel he spied whan she wolde go

Out of hire hous, to any mauer place :

But thus they met of aventure or grace,

And he salueth hire with glad entent,

And axeth of hire whiderward she went.

And she answered, half as she were mad,
Unto the gardin, as myn husbond bad.

My trouthe for to hold, alas ! alas !

Aurelius gan wondi'en on this cas.

And in his herte had gret compassion
Of hire, and of liire lamentation,

And of Arviragus the worthy knight.

That bad hire liolden all that she had hight,

So loth him was his wif shuld breke hire trouthe.

And in his herte he caught of it gret routhe,

Considering the best on every side,

That fro his lust yet were him lever abide,

Than do so high a cherlish wretchednesse
Ageins fraunchise, and alle geatillesse

;

For which in fewe wordes sayd he thus.

Madame, say to your lord Arviragus,

That sin 1 see the grete gentillesse

Of him, and eke I see wel your distresse.

That him were lever have shame (and that were
routhe)

Than ye to me shuld breken thus your trouthe,

I hadde wel lever ever to suftren wo,

Than to depart the love betwix you two.

I you relese, madame, into your bond
Quit every seurement and every bond,

That ye han made to me, as herebeforne,

Sin thilke time that ye were yborne.
Have here my trouthe, I shal you never repreve
Of no behest, and here I take my leve,

As of the trewest and the beste wif.

That ever yet I knew in all my lif.

But every wif beware of hire behest

;

On Dorigene remembreth at the lest.

Thus can a squier don a gentil dede,

As wel as can a knight, withouten drede.

She thanketh him upon liire knees bare.

And Jiome unto hu-e husbond is she fare.

And told him all, as ye han herd me sayd :

And, trusteth me, he was so wel apayd,
That it were impossibie me to write.

What shuld I lenger of this cas endite ?

Arviragus and Dorigene his wif

In soveraine blisse leden forth hir lif,

Never eft ne was ther anger hem betwene ;

He cherished hire as though she were a queue.
And she was to him trewe for evermore :

Of thise two folk ye get of me no more.
Aurelius, that his cost hath all forlorne,

Curseth the time, that ever he was borne.
Alas ! quod he, alas that I behight

Of pured gold a thousand pound of wight
Unto this philosophre ! how slial I do I

I see no more, but that I am fordo.

Min heritage mote I nedes sell.

And ben a begger, here I n'ill not dwell,

And shamen all my kinrede in this place.

But I of him may geten better grace.

But natheles I wol of him assay

At certain daies yere by yere to pay.

And thanke him of his grete curtesie.

My troutlie wol I kepe, I wol not lie.

With herte sore he goth unto his cofre,

And broughte gold unto this philosophre,

The value of five hundred pound I gesse,

And him besecheth of his gentillesse

To graunt him daies of the remenaunt,
And sayde ; maister, I dare wel make avaunt,
I failled never of my trouthe as yet.

For sikerly my dette shal be quit

Towardes you, how so that ever I fare

To gon a begging in my kirtle bare :

But wold ye vouchen sauf upon seurtee

Two yere or three for to respiten me,
Thau were I wel, for elles mot« I sell

Min heritage, ther is no more to tell.

This Philosophre sobrely answerd.
And saied thus, whan lie thise wordes herd ;

Have I not holden covenant to thee ?

Yes certes, wel and trewely, quod he.

Hast thou not had thy lady as thee liketh 1

No, no, quod he, and sorwefuUy he siketh.

What was the cause ? tell me if thou can.

Aurelius his tale anon began,

And told him all as ye han herd before,

It nedeth not reherse it any more.
He sayd, Arviragus of gentillesse

Had lever die in sorwe and in distresse,

Thau that his wif were of liu-e trouthe fa'is.
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The sorwe of Dorigene he told him als,

How loth hire was to ben a wicked wif,

And that she lever had lost that day liire lif
;

And that her trouth she swore thurgh innocence ;

She never erst hadtle herd speke of appareuce :

That made me han of hire so gret pitee,

And right as freely as he sent hire to me,
As freely sent I hire to him again :

This is all and som, ther n'is no more to sain.

The Philosophre answerd ; leve brother,

Everich of you did gentilly to other :

Thou art a squior, and he is a knight,

But God forbede for his blisful might,

But if a clerk coud don a gentil dede

I As wel as any of you, it is no drede.

I

Sire, I relese thee tliy thousand pound.
As thou right now were crope out of the ground,
Ne never er now ne haddcst knowen me.

:
For, sire, I wol not take a peny of tliee

, For all my craft, ne nought for my travallle :

:
Thou hast ypaiod wel for my vitaiile.

It is ynough, and farewel, have good day.
And toke his hors, and forth lie goth liis way.

I

Lordings, this question wold I axen now,
Wliich was the moste free, as thinketh you ?

Now telleth me, or that yc further wende.
I can no more, my tale is at an ende.

THE DOCTOURES TALE.

THE DOCTOURES PROLOGUE.

Ye, let that passen, quod oure Hoste, as now.
Sire Doctour of Physike, I prey you,
Tell us a tale of som honest matere.

It shal be don, if that ye wol it here.

Said this doctour, and his tale began anon.
Now, good men, quod he, herkeneth everich on.

THE DOCTOURES TALE.

Ther was, as telleth Titus Livius,

A knight, that cleped was Virginius,

Fulfilled of honour and wortliinesse,

And strong of frendes, and of gret richesse.

This knight a doughter hadde by his wif.

No children had he mo in all his lif.

Faire was this maid in excellent beautee
Aboven every wight that man may see :

For nature hath with soveraine diligence

Yformed hire in so gret excellence.

As though she wolde sayn, lo, I nature.
Thus can I forme and peiut a creature.
Whan that me list ; who can me coutrefete ?

Pigmaliou ? not, though he ay forge and bete,

Or grave, or peiute : for I dare wel sain,

Apelles, Xeuxis, shulden werche in vain.

Other to grave, or peinte, or forge, or bete,

If they presumed me to coutrefete.

For he that is the former principal.

Hath maked me his vicau'e general
To forme and peiuten erthly creatures
Right as me list, and eche thing in my cure is

Under the moue, that may wane and waxe.
And for my werk right nothing wol I axe

;

My lord and I ben ful of on accord.
1 made hire to the worship of my lord

;

So do I all min other creatures,
What colour that they han, or what figures.

Thus semeth me that nature wolde say.
This maid of age twelf yere was and tway,

In which that nature hadde swiche delit.

For right as she can peint a lily whit
And red a rose, right with swiche peinture
She peinted hath this noble creature
Er she was borne, upon hire limmes free,

Wheras by right swiche colours shulden be :

And Phebus died hath hire tresses grete.

Like to the stremes of his burned hete.

And if that excellent were hire beautee,

A thousand fold more vertuons was she.

In hire ne lacked no condition.

That is to preise, as by discretion.

As wel in gost as body, chast was she :

For which she floured in virginitee.

With all humilitee and abstinence,

With all attemperance and patience.

With raesure eke, of bering and array.

Discrete she was in answering alway.
Though she were wise as Pallas, dare I sain,

Hire facounde eke ful womanly and plain.

No coutrefeted termes hadde she
To semen wise ; but after hire degree
She spake, and all hii'e wordes more and lesse

Souning in vertue and in gentillesse.

Shamefast she was in maidens sharaefastnesse,

Constant in herte, and ever in besinesse

To di-ive hire out of idel slogardie :

Bacchus had of hire mouth right no maistrie.

For wine and youthe don Venus encrese.

As men in fire wol casten oile and grese.

And of hire owen vertue unconstreined.

She hath hireself ful often sike yfeined.

For that she wolde fleen the compagnie,
Wher likely was to treten of folie,

As is at festes, at revels, and at dances.

That ben occasions of daliances.

Swiche thinges maken cliildren for to be
Ti) sone ripe and bold, as men may see,

Which is ful perilous, and hath ben yore
,

For al to sone may she lernen lore

Of boldnesse, whan she woxen is a-wif.

And ye maistresses in your olde lif.

That lordes doughters han in governance,
Ne taketh of my wordes displesance :

Thinketh that ye ben set in governinges
Of lordes doughters, only for two thinges
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Otlier foi- ye han kept your honestee,

Or elles for ye han fallen in freeltee,

And knowen wel ynough the olde dance,

And han forsaken fully swiche meschauce
For evermo : tlierfore for Cristes sake

To teche hem vertue loke that ye ne slake.

A theef of venison, that hath forlaft

His likerousnesse, and all his olde craft,

Can kepe a forest best of any man :

Now kepeth hem wel, for if ye wol ye can.

Loke wel, that ye unto no vice assent,

Lest ye be damned for your wikke enteut,

For who so doth, a traytour is certain :

And taketh kepe of that I shal you sain ;

Of alle ti-eson soveraine pestilence

Is, whan a wight betrayeth innocence.

Ye fathers, and ye mothers eke also,

Thougli ye han children, be it on or mo.
Your is the charge of all hir surveance,

While that tliey ben under your governance,

Beth ware, that by ensample of your living,

Or by your negligence in chastising.

That they ne perish : for I dare wel saye,

If that they don, ye shul it dere abeye.

Under a shepherd soft and negligent,

The wolf hath many a sliepe and lamb to-rent.

Sufficeth this ensample now as here,

For I mote turne agen to my matere.

This maid, of which I tell my tale expresse,

She kept hireself, hire neded no maistresse
;

For in hire living maidens mighten rede.

As in a book, every good word and 'dede,

That longeth to a maiden vertuous :

She was so prudent and so bounteous.

For which the fame out sprong on every side

Both of hire beautee and hire bountee wide :

That thurgh the lond they preised hire ech one,

That loved vertue, sauf envie alone.

That sory is of other mannes wele.

And glad is of his sorwe and his unhele.

The doctour maketh this descriptioun.

This maiden on a day went in the toun
Toward a temple, with hire mother dere.

As is of yonge maidens the manere.
Now was ther than a justice in that toun.

That governour was of that regioun :

And so befell, this juge his eyen cast

Upon this inaid, avising hire ful fast,

As she came forth by ther this juge stood :

Anon his herte changed and his mood.
So was he caught with beautee of this maid,
And to himself ful prively he said.

This maiden shal be min for any man.
Anon the fend into his herte ran.

And taught him sodenly, that he by sleight

This maiden to his purpos winntu might.

For eertes, by no force, ne by no mede,
Him thought he was not able for to spede

;

For she was strong of frendes, and eke she

Confermed was in swiche soveraine bountee,
That wel he wist he might hire never winne.
As for to make hire with hire body sinne.

For which with gret deliberatioun

He sent after a cherl was in the toun,

The which he knew for sotil and for bold.

This juge unto this cherl his tale hath told

In secree wise, and made him to ensure,

He shukle tell it to no creature,

And if he did, he shulde lese his hede.

And whan assented was this cursed rede.

Glad was the juge, and maked him gret chere,

And yaf him yeftes precious and dere.

Whan shapen was all hir conspiracie

Fro point to point, how that his lecherie

Fai'formed shulde be ful sotilly.

As ye shul here it after openly.

Home goth this cherl, that highte Claudius.

This false juge, that highte Appius,

(So was his name, for it is no fable.

But knowen for an historial thing notable

:

The sentence of it soth is out of doute)

This false juge goth now fast aboute
To hasten his delit all that he may.
And so befell, sone after on a day
This false juge, as telleth us the storie.

As he was wont, sat in his consistorie.

And yaf his domes upon sondry cas
;

This false cherl came forth a ful gi'et pas,

And saide ; lord, if that it be your will.

As doth me right upon this pitous bill.

In which I plaine upon Yirginius.

And if that he wol sayn it is not thus,

I wol it preve, and finden good witnesse.

That soth is that my bille wol expresse.

The juge answerd, of this in his absence
I may not yeve diffinitif sentence.

Let don him call, and I wol gladly here ;

Thou shalt have right, and no wrong as now here.

Yirginius came to wete the juges will.

And right anon was red this cui-sed bill

;

The sentence of it was as ye shul here.

To you, my lord sire Appius so dere,

Sheweth your poure servant Claudius,

How that a knight called Virginias,

Agein the lawe, agein all equitee,

Holdeth, expresse agein the will of me.
My servant, which that is my thral by right.

Which from min hous was stolen on a night

While that she was ful yong, I wol it preve

By witnesse, lord, so that it you not greve
;

She n'is his doughter nought, what so he say

Wherfore to you, my lord the juge, I pray
;

Yelde me my thral, if that it be your will.

Lo, this was all the sentence of his bill.

Yirginius gan upon the cherl behold

;

But hastily, er he his tale told,

And wold han preved it, as shuld a knight,

And eke by witnessing of many a wight.

That all was false, that said his adversary.

This cursed juge wolde nothing tary,

Ne here a word more of Yirginius,

But yave his jugement, and saide thus.

I deme anon this cherl his servant have.

Thou shalt no lenger in thin hous hire save.

Go bring hire forth, and put hire in our ward.

The cherl shal have his thral ; thus I award.
And whan this worthy knight Yirginius,

Thurgh sentence of this justice Appius,
Muste by force his dere doughter yeven
Unto the juge, in lecherie to liven,

He goth him home, and set him in his hall,

And let anon his dere doughter call

:

And with a face ded as ashen cold,

Upon hire humble face he gan behold.

With fadres pitee stiking thurgh his herte,

Al wold he from his purpos not converte.

Uoughter, quod he, Yirginia by thy name,
Ther ben two waies, other deth or shame,
That thou must suffre, alas that I was bore !

For never thou deservedcst wherfore
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To dien with a swcrd or with a knif.

(lore doughter, endcr of my lif,

Which 1 liave fostred up "itii swicho plosance,

That thou were never out of my renifinhraiice
;

O doughtcr, which tliat art my laste wo,

And in my lif my lastc joye also,

O gemmc of chastitee, in iiatienee

Take thou thy deth, for this is my sentence ;

For love and not for hate thou must be ded,

My jiitous hond must smiten of thin hcd.

Alas that ever Apjiius thee say 1

Thus Iiath he falsely juged thee to-day.

And told hire all the cas, as ye before

Han herd, it nedeth not to tell it more.

mercy, dere father, quod this maid.

And with that word she both hire amies laid

About his necke, as she was wont to do,

(The teres brast out of hire eyen two,)

And said, goode father, shal I die 1

Is ther no grace ? is ther no remedie ?

No certes, dere dougliter min, quod lie.

Than yeve me leiser, father min, quod she.

My deth for to complaine a litel space :

For parde Jepte yave his doughter grace

For to complaine, or he hire slow, alas !

And God it wot, nothing was hire trespas,

But for she ran hire father first to see,

To welcome him with gret solempnitec.

And with that word she fell aswoune anon.

And after, whan hire swouning was agon,

She riseth up, and to hire father said :

Blessed be God, that I shall die a maid.

Yeve me my deth, or that I have a shame.
Doth with your child your wille a goddes name.
And with that word she praied him ful oft,

That witli his swcrd he wolde smite hire soft

;

And with that word, aswoune again she fell,

llii'e father, with ful sorweful herte and will,

Hire hed of smote, and by the top it hent.
And to the juge he gan it to present,

As lie sat yet in dome in consistorie.

And whan the juge it saw, as saith the storie,

He bad to take him, and anliang him fast.

But right anon a thousand jiople in thrast

To save the knight, for routh and for pitee,

For knowen was the false iniquitee.

The ])eple anon had suspect in this thing
By nianer of the cherles chalenging.

That it was by the assent of Apj)ius
;

They wisten wel tliat he was lecherous.

For which unto this Appius they gon.

And caste him in a prison right anon,
Wheras he slow himself : and Claudius,

That servant was unto this Appius,
Was denied for to hange upon a tree

;

But that Vii-ginius of his pitee

So prayed for him, that he was exiled,

And elles certes had he ben begiled :
'

The remenant were anhanged, more and lesse.

That were consentant of this cursednesse.

Here men may see how sin hath his merite :

Beth v.are, for no man wot whom God wol smite
In no degree, ne in which maner wise

The worme of conscience may agrise

Of wicked lif, though it so privee be,

That no man wote therof, sauf God and he :

For be he lewed man or elles Icred,

He not how sone that he shal ben afercd.

Therfore I rede you this conseil take,

Forsaketh sinne, or sinne you forsake.

THE PARDONERES TALE.

THE PARDONERES PROLOGUE.

Our Hoste gan to swere as he were wood
;

Harow ! (quod he) by nailes and by blood.

This was a false cherl, and a false justice.

.\s shameful deth, as herte can devise,

Come to thise juges and hir advocas.
Algate this sely maide is slain, alas !

Alas ! to dere abimght she hire beautee.

Whei-fore I say, thai al day man may see.

That yeftes of fortune and of nature
Ben cause of deth to many a creature.

Hire beautee was hire deth, I dare wel sain ;

Alas ! so pitously as she was slain.

Of bothe yeftes, thiit I speke of now,
Men han ful often more for harm than prow.
But trewely, min owen maister dere.

This was a pitous tale for to here :

But natheles, passe over, is no force.

I pray to God so save thy gentil corps,

And eke thyn urinals, and thy jordanes,

Thin Ypocras, and eke thy Galianes,

And every boist ful of thy letuarie,

God blesse hem and our lady Seinte Marie.

So mote I the, thou art a propre man.
And like a prelat by Seint Ronian ;

Said I not wel ? I cannot speke in terme
;

But wel 1 wot, thou dost min herte to erme,

That I have almost caught a cardiacle :

By corpus domini but I have triacle,

Or elles a draught of moist and corny ale,

Or but I here anon a mery tale,

Myn herte is lost for pitee of this maid.

Thou bel annj, thou pai'doner, he said,

Tel us som mirth of japes right anon.

It shal be don, quod he, by Seint Ronioa.

But first (quod he) here at this ale-stake

I wol both drinke, and biten on a cake.

But right anon tliise gentiles gan to crie
;

Nay, let him tell us of no ribaudrie.

Tell us som moral thing, that we mow iere,

Som wit, and thanne wol we gladly here.

I graunte ywis, quod he, but I must thinke

Upon som honest thing, while that I drinke.
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LoRDiNGS, quod he, in chirche whan I preche,

I peine mc to have an hautein speche.

And ring it out, as round as goth a bell.

For I can all by rote that I tell.

My teme is alway on, and ever was
;

Radix malorum est cupidilas.

Fh'st I pronounce whennes that I come,

And than my bulles shew I all and some :

Our liege lordes sele on my patente.

That shew I first my body to warrente,

That no man be so bold, ne preest ne clerk.

Me to disturbe of Cristes holy werk.

And after that than tell I forth my tales.

Bulles of popes, and of cardiuales,

Of patriarkes, and bishoppes I shewe,

And in Latin J speke a wordes fewe,

To saffron with my predication.

And for to store men to devotion.

Than shew I forth my longe cristal stones,

Ycrammed ful of cloutes and of bones,

Relikes they ben, as wenen they echon.

Tlian have I in laton a shulder bone,

Which that was of an holy Jewes shepe.

Good men, say I, take of ray wordes kepe :

If that this bone be washe in any well.

If cow, or calf, or shepe, or oxe swell.

That any worm hath ete, or worm ystonge,

Take water of that well, and wash his tonge.

And it is hole anon : and forthermore

Of pockes, and of scab, and every sore

Shal every shepe be hole, that of this well

Drinketli a draught ; take kepe of that I tell.

If that the good man, that the bestes oweth,

Wol every weke, er that the cok him croweth.

Fasting ydrinken of this well a draught.

As thilke holy Jew our eldres taught.

His bestes and his store shal multiplie.

And, sires, also it heleth jalousie.

For though a man be falle in jalous rage,

Let raaken with this water his potage,

And never shal he more his wif mistrist.

Though he the soth of hire defaute wist

;

Al had she taken preestes two or three.

Here is a mitaine eke, that ye may see :

He that his hand wol put in this mitaine,

He shal have multiplying of his graiue.

Whan he hath sowen, be it whete or otes.

So that he offer pens or elles grotes.

And, men and women, o thing warne I you :

If any wight be in this cliii'che now.

That hath don sinne horrible, so that he
Dare not for shame of it yshriven be :

Or any woman, be she yong or old.

That hath ymade hire husbond cokewold,

Swiche folk shul han no power ne no grace

To offer to my relikes in this place.

And who so findeth him out of swiche blame,
He wol come up and offer in Goddes name,
And I assoyle him by the auctoritee.

Which that by bulle ygranted was to me.
By this gaude have I wonneu yere by yere

An hundred mark, sin I was pardonere.

I stonde like a clerk in my pulpet.

And whan the lewed peple is doun yset,

I preche so as ye han herd before.

And tell an hundred false japes more.
Than peine 1 me to atretchen forth my uecke.

And est and west upon the peple T becke.

As doth a dove, sitting upon a berne :

Myn hondes and my tonge gon so yerne,

Tiiat it is joye to see my besinesse.

Of avarice and of swiche cursednesse

Is ail my preching, for to make hem free

To yeve hir pens, and namely unto me.
For min entente is not but for to winne.
And nothing for correction of sinne.

I recke never whan that they be beried,

Though that hir soules gon a blake beried.

For certes many a predication

Cometh oft time of evil entention ;

Sora for plesance of folk, and flaterie.

To ben avanced by hypocrisie
;

And som for value glorie, and som for hate.

For whan I dare non other wayes debate.

Than wol I sting him with my tonge smerte
In preching, so that he shal not asterte

To ben defamed falsely, if that he
Hath trespased to my brethren or to me.
For though I telle not his propre name.
Men shal wel knowen that it is the same
By signes, and by other circumstances.

Thus quite I folk, that don us displesances :

Thus spit I out my venime under hewe
Of holiuesse, to seme holy and trewe.

But shortly min entente I wol devise,

I preche of nothing but for covetise.

Therfore my teme is yet, and ever was,

Radix malorum est cupidilas.

Thus can I preche again the same vice

Which that I use, and that is avarice.

But though myself be gilty in that sinne.

Yet can I maken other folk to twinne
From avarice, and sore hem to repente.

But that is not my principal entente
;

I preche nothing but for covetise.

Of this matere it ought ynough suffise.

Than tell I hem ensamples many on
Of olde stories longe time agon.

For lewed peple loven tales olde

;

Swiche thinges can they wel report and holde

What ? trowen ye, that whiles I may preche
And winnen gold and silver for I teche,

That I wol live in poverte wilfully ?

Nay, nay, I thought it never trewely.

For I wol preche and beg in sondry londes,

I wol not do no labour with min hondes,

Ne make baskettes for to live therby.

Because I wol not beggen idelly.

I wol non of the apostles contrefete :

I wol have money, woUe, chese, and whete,

Al were it yeven of the pourest page.

Or of the pourest widewe in a village :

Al shulde hire children sterven for famine.

Nay, I wol drinke the licour of the vine.

And have a jolj' wenche in every touu.

But herkeneth, lordings, in conclusioun.

Your liking is that I shal tell a tale.

Now I have dronke a draught of corny ale,

By God I hope I shal you tell a thing.

That shal by reson ben at your liking :

For though myself be a ful vicious man,
A moral tale yet I j-ou tellen can,

Which I am wont to prechen, for to winne.

Now hold your pees, my tale I wol beginne.

In Flandres whilom was a compagnie
Of yonge folk, that haunteden folie,
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As hasard, riot, stewes, and taverues;

Wheras with liarpes, lutes, and giternes,

They dance and plaie at dis bothc day and niglit,

And ete also, and drinke over hir might

;

Tliurgh which they don tlie devil sacrifice

Within the devils temple, in cursed wise,

By superfluitee abhomiuable.
Hir othes ben so gret and so damnable,
That it is grisly for to here hem swere.

Our blisful lordes body they to-tere ;

Hein thought the Jewes rent him not ynough ;

And eche of hem at others sinue lough.

And right anon in conien tombesteres

Fetis and sraale, and yonge fruitesteres,

Singers with harpes, baudes, wafereres,

Which ben the veray devils ofiiceres,

To kindle and blow the fire of lecherie,

That is annexed unto glotonie.

The holy writ take I to my witnesse,

That luxurie is in wine and dronkencsse.

Lo, how that dronken Loth unkindely
Lay by his daughters two unwetingly,

So dronke he was he n'iste what he wrought.
Ilerodes, who so wel the stories sought,

Whan he of wine replete was at his feste,

Right at his owcn table he yave his heste

To sleen the Baptist John ful gilteles.

Seneca saith a good word douteles :

He saith he can no difierence find

Betwix a man that is out of his mind,
And a man whiche that is di'onkelew :

But that wooducsse, yfallen in a shrew,
Persevereth lenger than doth dronkenesse.

glotonie, full of cursednesse
;

cause fii-st of our confusion,

original of our damnation,
Til Crist had bought us with his blood again.

Loketh, how dere, shortly for to sain,

Abought was tliilke cursed vilanie :

Corrupt was all this world for glotonie.

Adam our father, and his wif also.

Fro Paradis, to labour and to wo,
Were driven for that vice, it is no drede.

For while that Adam fasted, as 1 rede,

He was in Paradis, and whan that he
Ete of the fruit defended on a tree.

Anon he was out cast to wo and peine.

glotonie, on thee wel ought us plaine.

0, wist a man how many maladies
Folwen of cxcesse and of glotonics,

He wolde ben the more mesurable
Of his diete, sitting at his table.

Alas ! the sliorte throto, the tendre mouth,
Maketh that Est and West, and North and South,
In erthe, in air, in water, men to-swinke,
To gete a gloton deintee mete and drinke.
Of this matere, O Poule, wel canst thou trete.

Mete unto wombe, and wombe eke unto mete
Shal God destroieu botlie, as Paulas saith.

Alas ! a foule thing is it by my faith

To say this word, and fouler is the dede,
Whan Tnan so drinketh of the white and rede.

That of his throte he maketh his privee
Thurgh thilke cursed superfluitee.

The Apostle saith weping ful pitously,

Ther walken many, of which you told have I,

I say it now weping with pitous vols,

That they ben enemies of Cristes crois :

Of whiche the end is deth, womb is hir God.
wombe, O belly, stinking is thy cod,

Fulfilled of dongaiid of corruptioun ;

At either end of thee foule is the soun.

How gret labour and cost is thee to find !

Thise cokes how they stamp, andstrein, and grind..

And turiien substance into accident.

To fulfill all thy likerous talent !

Out of the harde bones knocken they

The mary, for they casten nought away,
That may go thurgh the gullet soft and sote :

Of spicerie, of leef, of barke, and rote,

Shal ben his sause ymaked by delit

To make him yet a newer appetit.

But certes he, that haunteth swiche delices.

Is ded, while that lie liveth in tho vices,

A lecherous thing is wine, and dronkenesse

Is ful of striving and of wretchednesse.

dronken man, disfigured is thy face,

Soui- is thy breth, foul art thou to enbrace :

And thurgh thy dronken nose semeth the soun.

As though thou saidest ay, Sampsoun, Sampsoun :

And yet, God wot, Sampsoun dronk never no wine.

Thou fallest, as it were a stiked swine :

Thy tonge is lost, and all thin honest cure.

For dronkenesse is veray sepulture

Of maniies wit, and his discretion.

In whom that drinke liath domination,

He can no conseil kepe, it is no drede.

Now kepe you fro the white and fro the rede.

And namely fro the white wine of Lepe,

That is to sell in Fishstrete and in Chepe.
This wine of Spaigne crepeth subtilly

In other wines growing faste by,

Of which ther riseth swiche fumositee.

That whan a man hath dronken draughtes three,

And wcneth that he be at home in Chepe,
He is in Spaigne, right at the toun of Lepe,

Not at the Rochell, ne at Burdeux toun
;

And thanne wol he say, Sampsoun, Sampsoun.
But herkeneth, lordings, o word, I you pray.

That all the soveraine actes, dare I say,

Of victories in the Olde Testament,
Thurgh veray God, that is omnipotent.

Were don in abstinence and in prayere :

Loketh the Bible, and ther ye mow it lere.

Loke Attila, the grete conquerour.
Died in his slepe, with shame and dishonour,

Bleding ay at his nose in dronkenesse :

A capitaine shulde live in sobrenesse.

And over all this, aviseth you right wel.

What was commanded unto Lamuel

;

Not Samuel, but Lamuel say I.

Redeth the Bible, and find it expresly

Of wine yeviug to hera that have justice.

No more of this, for it may wel suffice.

And now that 1 have spoke of glotonie.

Now wol I you defenden hasardrie.

Hasard is veray moder of lesinges,

And of deceite, and cursed forsweringes :

Blaspheming of Crist, manslaughter, and wast also

Of catel, and of time ; and forthermo

It is repreve, and contrary of honour,

For to ben hold a commun hasardour.

And ever the higher he is of estat.

The more he is holden desolat.

If that a Prince useth hasarderie,

In alle governance and policie

He is, as by commun opinion,

Yhold the lesse in imputation.

Stilbon, that was a wise embassadour.
Was sent to Corinth with ful gret honour
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Fro Calidone, to maken hem alliance :

And whan he came, it happed him par chance,

That all the gretest that were of that lond

Yplayiut; atte hasard he hem fond.

For which, as sone as that it mighte be,

He stale him home agein to his contree.

And sayde ther, I wol not lese my name,

Ne wol not take on me so gret defame.

You for to allie unto non hasardours.

Sendeth som other wise embassadours.

For by my trouthe, me were lever die.

Than I you shuld to hasai-dours allie.

For ye, that ben so glorious in honours,

Shal not allie you to non hasardours,

As by my wille, ne as by my tretee.

This wise philosophre thus sayd he.

Loke eke how to the king Demetrius

The king of Parthes, as the book sayth us.

Sent him a pair of dis of gold in scorue,

For lie had used hasard therbeforne :

For which he held his glory and his reuouu

At no value or reputatioun.

Lordes may finden other maner play

Honest ynough to drive the day away.

Now wol I speke of others false and grete

A word or two, as olde bookes trete.

Gret swering is a thing abhominable.

And false sweriug is yet more reprevable.

The highe God forbad swering at al,

Witnesse on Mathew : but in special

Of swering savth the holy Jeremie,

Thou shalt swere soth thin othes, and not lie
;

And swere in dome, and eke in rightwisnesse ;

But idel swering is a cursednesse.

Behold and see, that in the firste table

Of highe Goddes hestes honourable,

How that the second best of him is this,

Take not my name in idel or amis.

Lo, rather he forbedeth swiche swering.

Than homicide, or many an other thing.

I say that as by ordre thus it stondeth ;

This knoweth he that his hestes understondeth,

How that the second best of God is that.

And forthermore, I wol thee tell all plat.

That vengeance shal not parten from his hous
That of his othes is outrageous.

By Goddes precious herte, and by his nailes,

And by the blood of Crist, that is in Hailes,

Seven is my chance, and thin is cink and treye :

By Goddes armes, if thou falsely pleye.

This dagger shal thurghout thin herte go.

This fruit cometh of the bicchel bones two,

Foi-swering, ire, falsenesse, and homicide.

Now for the love of Crist that for us dide,

Leteth your othes, bothe gret and smale.

But, sires, now wol I tell you forth my tale.

Thise riotoures three, of which I tell.

Long erst or prime rong of any bell.

Were set hem in a taverne for to drinke :

And as they sat, they herd a belle clinke

Beforn a corps, was caried to his grave

:

That on of hem gan eallen to his knave.

Go bet, quod he, and axe redily,

What corps is this, that passeth here forth by :

And loke that thou report his name wel.

Sire, quod this boy, it nedeth never a del

;

It was me told or ye came here two houres ;

He was parde an old felaw of youres.

And sodenly he was yslain to-night,

Fordronke as he sat on his benche uprigVit,

Ther came a privee theef, men clepen Deth,

That m this contree all the peple sleth.

And with his spere he smote his herte atwo.

And went his way withouten wordes mo.
He hath a thousand slain this pestilence :

And, maister, or ye come in his presence.

Me thinketh that it were ful necessarie,

For to beware of swiche an adversaria :

Beth redy for to mete him evermore.

Thus taughte me my dame, I say no more.

By Seinte Marie, sayd this tavernere.

The child sayth soth, for he hath slain this yere

Hens over a mile, within a gret village,

Both man and woman, child, and hyne, and page ,

I trowe his habitation be there :

To ben avised gret wisdome it were.

Or that he did a man a dishonour.

Ye, Goddes annes, quod this riotour,

Is it swiche peril with him for to mete (

I shal him seke by stile and eke by strete.

I make a vow by Goddes digue bones.

Herkeneth, felawes, we three ben all ones :

Let eche of us hold up his bond to other.

And eclie of us becomen others brother.

And we wol slen this false traitour deth :

He shal be slain, he that so many sleth,

By Goddes dignitee, or it be night.

Togeder ban thise three hir trouthes plight

To live and dien eche of hem for other,

As though he were his owen boren brother.

And up they stert al dronken iu this rage.

And forth they gon towardes that village.

Of which the taverner had spoke beforn,

And many a grisly oth than have they sworn.

And Cristes blessed body they to-rent

;

Deth shal be ded, if that we may him hent.

Whan they ban gon not fully half a mile,

Right as they wold ban troden over a stile.

An olde man and a poure with hem mette.

This olde man ful mekely hem grette.

And sayde thus ; Now, lordes, God you see.

The proudest of thise riotoures three

Answerd agen ; What ? cherl, with sory grace.

Why art thou all forwrapped save thy face ?

Why livest thou so longe in so gret age ?

This olde man gan loke iu his visage

,

And sayde thus ; For I ne cannot finde

A man, though that I walked into Inde,

Neither in citee, ne in no village.

That wolde change his youthe for min age
;

And therfore mote I han min age still

As longe time as it is Goddes will.

Ne deth, alas ! ne will not han my lif.

Thus walke I like a resteles caitif,

And on the ground, which is my modres gate,

I knoclce with my staf, erlich and late,

And say to hire, Leve mother, let me in.

Lo, how I vanish, flesh, and blood, and skin.

Alas ! whan shul my bones ben at reste ?

Mother, with you wold I changen my cheste.

That in my chambre longe time hath be,

Ye, for an heren clout to wrap in me.

But yet to me she wol not don that grace,

For which ful pale and welked is my face.

But, sires, to you it is no curtesie

To speke unto an olde man vilanie,

But he trespase in word oi elles in dede.

In holy writ ye moun yourselven rede ;

Ageins an olde man, bore upon his hede,

Ye shuld arise : therfore I yeve you rede,



V. 12679—lti«18 THE PARDONERES TALE. a:

Ne doth unto an olde man non harm now,

No more than that ye wold a man did you
In age, if tliat ye may so long abide.

And God be with you, wher ye go or ride.

I moste go thidiT as I have to go.

Nay, olde cheil, by (lod tlmu slialt not so,

Sayde this otiier hasanlour anon
;

'J'hou pai'test not so lightly by Seint John.

Thou spake right now of iliilke traitour deth,

That in this eontree all our frendes sletli ;

Have here my trouth as thou art his espie
;

Tell wher he is, or thou shalt it able,

By (rod and by the holy Sacrement

;

For sothly thou art on of his assent

To slen us yonge folk, thou false thefe.

Now, sires, quod he, if it be you so lefe

To finden deth, tounie up this croked way,
For in that grove I left him by my fay

Under a tree, and ther he wol abide ;

Ne for your host he wol him notliing hide.

Se ye that oke I right ther ye shuln hitn find.

God save you, that bought agen mankind,
And you amende ; thus sayd this olde man.
And evcrich of thise riotoures ran.

Til they came to the tree, and ther they found
Of Floreins tine of gold ycoined round,

Wei nigh an eighte bushels, as hem thought.

No lenger as than after dethe they sought,

But eelie of hem so glad was of the sight,

For that the floreins ben so faire and bright,

That doun they sette hem l\y the [>recious hord.

The werste of hem he spake the firste word.

Brethren, quod he, take kepe what I slial say

My wit is gret, though that I bourde and play.

This tresour liath fortune unto us yevea
In mirth and jolitee our lif to liveri,

And lightly as it eometh, so wol we spend.

Ey, Gdddes precinus dignitee, who wend
To-day, that we shuld ban so faire a grace ?

But might this gi'ld be caried fro this place

Home to myu hous, or elles unto youres,

(For wcl I wote that all this gold is oures)

Thanne were we in high felicitee.

But trewcly by day it may not be
;

Men wolden say that we were theeves strong,

And for our owen tresour don us hong.

This tresour must yearied be by night

As wisely and as sleighly as it might.

Wherfore I rede, that cut among us alle

We drawe, and let see wher the cut wol falle :

And he that hath the cut, with herte blith,

Shal rennen to the toun, and ihat ful switli,

And bring us bred and win ful prively :

And two of us shal kepen subtilly

This tresour wcl : and if he wol not tarien.

Whan it is night, we wol this tresour carien
By on assent, wher as us thinketh best.

That on of hem the cut brought in his fest,

Ami bad hem drawe and loke wher it wold falle,

.And it fell on the yongest of hem alle :

Ar.d forth toward the toun lie went anon.
And al so sone as that he was agon.
That on of hem spake thus unto that otlier

;

Thou wotest vvel thou art my sworen brother,
T'hy profile wol 1 tell thee right anon.
Thou wost wel that our felaw is agon.
And here is gold, and that ful gret plentee,

That shal departed ben among us three.

But natheles, if I can shape it so.

That it departed were among us two.

Had I not don a frendes turn to thee 1

That other answerd, I n'ot liow tiiat may be :

He wote wei that the gold is witli us tweye.
What shulu we don ? what shuln we to him seye?

Shal it be conseil ? sayd the tirste shrewe
i

And I shal tellen thee in wordes fewe
What we shul dou, and bring it wel aboute.

I grante, quod that other, out of doute.

That by my trouth 1 wol thee not bewreie.

Now, quod the first, thou wost wel we ben twele,

And tweie of us shul strenger be than on.

Loke, whan that he is set, thou right anon
Arise, as though thou woldest with him play;
And 1 shal rive him thurgh the sides tway.
While that thou stroglest with him as in game,
And with thy dagger loke thou do the same

;

And than shal all this gold departed be,

Jly dere frend, betwixen thee and me :

Than moun we bothe our lustes al fulfille,

And play at ilis right at our owen wille.

And thus accorded ben thise shrewes tweye,

To slen the thridde, as ye ban herd me seye.

This yongest, which that wente to the toun,

Ful oft in herte he rolleth up and doun
The beautee of thise fioreins ncwe and bright.

O Lord, quod he, if .so were that 1 might
Have all this tresour to myself alone,

Ther n'is no num that liveth under the trone

Of God, that shulde live so mery as 1.

And at the last the fend our enemy
Putte in bis thought, that lie shuld poison beye.

With which he mighte slen his felaws tweyo.

For why, the fend fond him in swiclie living.

That he had leve to sorwe him to bring.

For this was outrely his ful entente

To slen hem both, and never to re])ente.

And forth he goth, no lenger wold he tary.

Into the toun unto a I'oteeary,

And praied him that he him wolde sell

Som poison, that he might his ratouns quell.

And eke ther was a polkat in his hawe.

That, as he sayd, his capons had yslawe

:

And fayn he wolde him wreken, if he might,

Of vermine, that destroied hem by night.

The Potecary answerd, Thou shalt have
A thing, as wisly God my soule save.

In all this world ther n'is no creature,

That ete or dronke hath of this confecture.

Not but the mountance of a corne of whete.

That he ne shal his lif anon forlete
;

Ye, sterve he shal. and that in les.se while,

Than thou wolt gon a pas not but a mile

:

This poison is so strong and violent.

This cursed man hath in his bond yhent
This poison in a bo.x, and swithe he ran

Into the nexte strete unto a man,
And borwed of him large botelles three ; -..^

And in the two the poison jioured he
;

The thridde he kepte clene for his drinke,

For all the night he shope him for to swinke

In caryiiig of the gold out of that place.

And whan this riotour, with sory grace,

Ilath filled with win liis grete boteiles three.

To his felawes agen rep.iireth he.

What nedeth it therof to sermon more ?

For right as they had cast his deth before.

Right so they ban h.im slain, and that anon.

And whan that this was don, tlms spake that on :

Now let us sit and drinke, and make us mery,
And afterward we wiln his body bery.
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And witli that word it happed him par cas,

To take the botelle, therthe poison was,

And dronlce, and yave liis felaw driuke also,

For which anon they storve bothe two.

But cei'tes I suppose that Avicenne
Wrote never in no canon, ne iu no fenne,

Mo wonder signes of empoisonins;,

Tiian had thise wretches two or hir ending.

Thus ended ben thise homicides two,

And eke the false enipoisoner also.

curseduesse of alle cursednesse !

O ti'aitours homicide ! wickednesse !

glotonie, luxurie, and hasardrie !

Thou blasphemour of Crist with vilanie.

And othes grete, of usage and of pride !

Alas ! mankinde, how may it betide.

That to thy Creatour, which that thee wrought,
And with his precious herte-blood thee bought.
Thou art so false and so unkind, alas !

Now, good men, God foryeve you your trespas,

And ware you fro the siune of avarice,

Min holy pardon may you all warice,

So that ye offre nobles or starlinges,

Or elles silver broches, spones, ringes.

Boweth your hed under this holy Bulle.

Cometh up, ye wives, and offreth of your wolle
;

Your names I entre here in my roll anon
j

Into the blisse of heven shul ye gon :

1 you assoile by min high powere,
You that wiln offre, as clene and eke as clcre

As ye were borne. Lo, sires, thus I preche

;

And Jesu Crist, that is our soules leche.

So graunte you his pardon to receive
;

For that is best, I wol you not deceive.

But, sires, o word forgate I in my tale
;

I have reiikes and pardon in my male,
As fnire as any man in Englelond,
Which were me yeven by the Popes hond.
If any of you wol of devotion

Offren, and han min absolution,

Cometh forth anon, and kneleth here adoun,
And mekely receiveth my pardoun.

Or elles taketh ])ardon, as ye wende,
Al newe and freshe at evei-y tounes ende.

So that ye offren alway newe and newe.
Nobles or pens, which that ben good and trewe.

It is an honour to everich that is here.

That ye moun have a suffisant pardonei-e

To assoilen you in contree as ye ride,

For aventures, which that moun betide.

Paraventure ther may falle on, or two,

Doun of his hors, and breke his uecke atwo,
Loke, which a seurtee is it to you alle,

That I am in your felawship yfalle.

That may assoile you bothe more and lasse,

Whan that the soule shal fro the body passe.

I rede that our hoste shal beginne.

For he is most envoluped in sinne.

Come forth, sire hoste, and offre first anon,
And thou shalt kisse the reiikes everich on,

Ye for a grote ; unbokel anon thy purse.

Nay nay, quod he, than have I Cristes curse.

Let be, quod he, it shal not be, so the icli.

Thou woldest make me kisse thin olde brech,
And swere it were a relike of a seint.

Though it were with thy foundement depeint.

But by the crois, which that Seint Heleine fond,

I wolde I had thin coilons in min hond,
Instede of reiikes, or of sehituarie.

Let cut hem of, I wol thee help hem carie
;

They shul be shrined in an hogges tord.

This Pardoner answered not a word
;

So wroth he was, no word ne wolde he say.

Now, quod our hoste, I wol no lenger play
With thee, ne with non other angry man.
But right anon the worthy knight began,

(Whan that he saw that all the peple lough)
No more of this, for it is right ynough.
Sire Pardoner, be mery and glad of chere

;

And ye, sire hoste, that ben to me so dere,

I pray you that ye kisse the Pardoner
;

And, Pardoner, I pray thee draw thee ner,

And as we diden, let us laugh and play.

Anon they kissed, and riden forth hir way.

THE SHIPMANNES TALE.

THE SHIPMANNES PROLOGUE.

Our hoste upon his stirrops stode anon.
And saide ; Good men, herkeneth everich on.
This was a thrifty tale for the nones.
Sire parish preest, quod he, for Goddes bones.
Tell us a tale, as was thy forward yore :

I see wel that ye lerned men in lore

Can moeiiel good, by Goddes dignitee.

The Person him answerd, Benedicite !

What eileth the man, so sinfully to swere ?

^
Our hoste answerd, Jankin, be ye there?

Now, good men, quod our hoste, herkneth to me.
I smell a loller in the wind, quod he,
Abideth for Goddes digne passion,
For we shul han a predication :

This loller here wol prechen us somwhat.
Nay by ray father's soule, that shal he nat,

Sayde the Shipman, here shal he nat preche,

He shal no gospel glosen here ne teche.

We leven all in the gret God, quod he.

He wolde sowen som difficultee.

Or springen cockle in our clene eorne.

And therfore, hoste, I warne thee beforne.

My joly body shal a tale telle.

And I shal clinken you so mery a belle,

That I shal waken all this compagnie

:

But it shal not ben of philosophie,

Ne of physike, ne termes queinte of lawe
;

Ther is but litel Latin in my mawe.

THE SHIPMANNES TALE.

A Maechant whilom dwelled at Seint Donise,

That riche was, for which men held him wise.

A wif he had of excellent beautee.

And compaignable, and revelous was she,
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\A'hich is a thine; that causeth more dispence,

Than worth is all the chere and reverence.

That men liem don at festes and at dances.

S«iche salutations and contenances

Passen, as dotli a shadwe upon the wall

:

But wo is him that payen mote for all.

The sely husbond algate he mote pay,

He mote us clothe and he mote us arrny
All for liTs oweu worship richcly :

In which array we daneen jolily.

And if that he may not paraventure,

Or elles lust not swiclie dispence endure,
But thinkfth it is wasted and ylost,

Than mote another payen for our cost,

Or lene us gold, and that is perilous.

This noble Marchant held a worthy hous,

For which he had all day so grct i"ej)aire

For liis largesse, and for his wif was faire,

That wonder is : but lierkeneth to my tale.

Amonges all thise gestes gret and smale,
Ther was a Monk, a faire man and a bold,

I trow a thritty winter he was old.

That ever in on was drawing to that place.

This yonge Monk, that was so faire of face,

Acquainted was so with this goode man,
Sitlien that hir firste knowlege began, .

Tliat in his hous as familier was he.

As it possible is any frend to be.

And for as mochel as this goode man
And eke this Monk, of which that 1 began,
Were bothe two yborne in o village.

The Monk him claimcth, as for cosinage,

.\nd he again him sayd not ones nay.

But was as glad therof, as foule of day
;

For to his herte it was a svt plesanee.

Thus ben they knit with eterne alliance.

And eche of hem gan other for to ensui-e

Of brotherhed, while that hire lif may dure.
Free was Dan John, and namely of dispence

As in that hous, and ful of diligence

To don plesanee, and also gret costage :

He not f'orgate to yeve the leste page
In all that lious ; but, after hir degree,

He yave the lord, and sithen his meinee.
Whan that lie came, som manor honest thing

;

For which tney were as glad of his coming
As foule is fayn, whan that the Sonne up riseth.

No more of this as now, for it sufliceth.

But so befell, this Marcliant on a day
Sliopo him to niaken redy his arraj'

Toward the toun of Brugges for to fare.

To byen ther a portion of ware :

For which he hath to Paris sent anon
A messager, and praied hath Dan John
That he shuld come to Seint Denis, and pleie

With him, and with his wif, a day or tweie.
Or he to Brugges went, in alle wise.

This noble Monk, of which I you devise,
Hath of his Abbot, as him list, licence,

/ Because he was a man of high prudence,
.\nd eke an officer out for to ride.

To seen hir granges, and hir bernes wide)
And unto Seint Denis he cometh anon.
Who was so welcome as my lord Dan John,

Our dere cousin, ful of curtesie ?

With him he brought a jubbe of Malvesie,
And eke another ful of fine Vernage,
And volatile, as ay was his usage :

And thus I let hem ete, and drinke, and pleye.
This marchant and this monk, a day or tweye.

The thridde day this marchant up ariseth,

And on his nedes sadly him aviseth :

And up into his countour hous goth he,
To reken with iiimselven, wcl may be.

Of tliiike yore, how that it with him stood,

And how that he dis])ended hud his good,
And if that ho enere>^ed were or non.
His bookes and his bajjges many on
He layth beforn him on his counting boi'd.

Ful riclie was liis tresour and his hord
;

For which ful fast his countour dore he shet

;

And eke he n'olde no man shuld him let

Of his accountes, for the mene time :

And thus he sit, til it was passed prime.
Dan John was risen in the morwe also.

And in the gardin walketh to and fro.

And hath his thinges sayd ful curteisly.

This goode wif came walking prively

Hito the gardin, ther he walketh soft.

And him salueth, as she hath don oft

:

A maiden child came in hire conipagnie.

Which as hire lust she may governe and gie.

For yet under the yerde wa-s the maide.
O dere cosin inin Dan John, she saide,

W'hat aileth you so rathe for to arise ?

Nece, quod he, it ought ynough suffise

Five houres for to slepe upon a night :

But it were for an olde appalled wight,

As ben thise wedded men, that lie and dare.
As in a fourme sitteth a wery hare.

Were al forstraught with houndes gret and smale.
But, dere nece, why be ye so pale ?

I trowe certes, that our goode man
Hath you laboured, sitli this night began,
That you were nede to rcsten hastily.

And with that word he lough ful meiily.

And of his owen thought he wexe all red.

This faire wif gan for to shake hire hed,

And saied thus ; Ye, God wote all, quod she.

Nay, cosin min, it stant not so with me.
For by that Ood, that yave me soule and lif,

In all the reame of Fraunce is ther no wif.

That lasse lust hath to that sor)- play
;

For I may singe alas and wala wa
That I was borne, but to no wight (quod she)

Dare I not tell how that it stant with me.
\\'lierfore I thinke out of this lond to wende.
Or elles of myself to make an ende.

So ful am I of drede and eke of care.

This monk began upon this wif to stare,

And sayd, Alas ! my nece, God forbede,

That ye for any sorwc, or any drede,

Fordo yourself : but telleth me your grefe,

Paraventure I may in your mischefe

Conseile or helpe : and therfore telleth me
All your annoy, for it shal ben secree.

For on my Portos liere I make an oth,

That never in my lif, for lefe ne loth,

Ne shal I of no conseil you bewray.

The same agon to you, quod she, I say.

By God and by this Portos I you swere.

Though men me wolden all in peces tere,

Ne shal I never, for to gon to belle,

Bewrey o word of thing that ye me tell.

Nought for no cosinage, ne alliance.

But veraily for love and affiaiice.

Thus ben they sworne, and hereupon they kiste,

And eche of hem told other what hem liste.

Cosin, quod she, if that I had a space.

As I have non, and namely in this place,
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Tliaii wold I tell a legend of my lif,

What I have suffred sith I was a wif

With mill husbond, al be he your cosin.

Nay, quod this monk, by God and Seint Mai-tin,

He n'is no more cosin unto me.
Than is the leef that hangeth on the tree :

I clepe him so by Seint Denis of France
To ban the more cause of acquaintance

Of you, which I have loved specially

Aboven alle women sikerl}',

This swere I you on my professioun :

Telleth your grefe, lest that he come adoun.
And hasteth you, and goth away anon.

Aly dere love, quod she, o my Dan John,
Ful lefe were me this conseil for to hide,

But out it mote, I may no lenger abide.

Myn husbond is to me the werste man,
That ever was sith that the world began :

But sith I am a wif, it sit not me
To tellen no wight of our privetee,

Neither in bed, ne :n non other place
;

God shilde I shulde it tellen for his grace
;

A wif ne shal not sayu of hire husbond
But all honour, as I can understond

;

Save unto you thus moch I tellen shal

:

As helpe me God, he is nought worth at all,

In no degree, the value of a flie.

But yet me grevetli most his nigardie :

And wel ye wot, that women naturally

Desiren thinges sixe, as wel as I.

They wolden that hir husbondes shulden be
Hardy, and wise, and riche, and therto free.

And buxome to his wif, and fresh a-bedde.
But by that ilke Lord that for us bledde,
For his honour myselven for to array,
A sonday next 1 muste nedes pay
An hundred franks, or elles am I lorne.

Yet were me lever that I were unborne,
Than me were don a sclandre or vilanie.

And if niin husbond eke might it espie,

I n'ere but lost ; and therfore I you prey
Lene me this summe, or elles mote I dey.

Dan John, I say, lene me this hundred frankes
;

Parde I wol not faille you my thankes,
If that you list to do that [ you pray.
For at a certain day I wol you pay,
And do to you what plesance and service

That I may don, right as you list devise :

And but I do, God take on me vengeance,
As foule as ever had Genelon of France.

This gentil monk answerd in this manere
;

Now trewely, min owen lady dere,

I liave (quod he) on you so grete a routhe.

That I you swei'e, and plighte you my trouthe.

That whan your husbond is to Flandres fare,

I wol deliver you out of this care,

For I wol bringen you an hundred frankes.

And with that word he caught hire by the flankes.

And hire embraced hard, and kiste hire oft.

Goth now your way, quod he, al stille and soft.

And let us dine as sone as that ye may.
For by my kalender it is prime of day

:

Goth now, and beth as trewe as I shal be.

Now elles God forbede, sire, quod she
;

And forth she goth, as joly as a pie.

And bad the cokes that they shuld hem hie,

So that men mighten dine, and that anon.
Up to hire husbond is this wif ygon.
And knocketh at his countour boldely.

Qui est hi? quod he. Peter, it am I,

Quod she. What, sire, how longe wol ye fast ?

How longe time wol ye reken and cast

Your summes, and your bookes, and your thinges ?

The devil have part of all swiche i-ekeninges.

Ye ban ynough parde of Goddes sonde.

Come doun to-day, and let your bagges stonde.

Ne be ye not ashamed, that Dan John
Shal fasting all this day elenge gon ?

What ? let us here a masse, and go we dine.

Wif, quod this man, litel canst thou divine

The curious besinesse that we have :

For of us chapmen, all so God me save.

And by that lord that cleped is Seint Ive,

Scarsly amonges twenty ten shul thrive

Continuelly, lasting unto oure age.

We moun wel maken chore and good visage,

And driven forth the world as it may be.

And kepen oure estat in privitee,

Til we be ded, or elles that we play

A pilgrimage, or gon out of the way.
And therfore have I gret necessitee

Upon this queiute world to avisen me.
For evermore mote we stond in drede
Of hap and fortune in our chapmanhede.
To Flandres wol I go to-morwe at day,

And come agein as sone as ever I may :

For which, my dere wif, I thee beseke
As be to every wight buxom and meke.
And for to kepe our good be curious.

And honestly governe wel our hous.

Thou hast ynough, in every maner wise,

That to a thrifty houshold may suffice.

Thee lacketh non array, ne no vitaille
;

Of silver in thy purse shalt thou not faille.

And with that word his countour dore he shettc,

And doun he goth ; no lenger wold he lette
;

And hastily a masse was ther saide.

And spedily the tables were ylaide.

And to the diner faste they hem spedde,
And richely this monk the chapman fedde.

And after diner Dan John sobrely

This chapman toke apart, and prively

He said him thus ; Cosin, it stondeth so,

That, wel I see, to Brugges ye wol go,

God and Seint Austin spede you and gide.

I pray you, cosin, wisely that ye ride
;

Governeth you also of your diete

Attemprely, and namely in this hete.

Betwix us two nedeth no strange fare ;

Farewel, cosin, God shilde you fro care.

If any thing ther be by day or night.

If it He in my power and my might,
That ye me wol command in any wise,

It shal be don, right as ye wol devise.

But o thing or ye go, if it may be,

I wolde prayen you for to lene me
An hundred frankes for a weke or tweye,
For certain bestes that I nmste beye.

To storen with a place that is oures :

(God helpe me so, 1 wold that it were youres)
I shal not faille surely of my day,

Not for a thousand frankes, a mile way.
But let this thing be secree, I you preye ;

For yet to-night thise bestes mote I beye.

And fare now wel, min owen cosin dere,

Grand merer/ of your cost and ofyour chere.

This noble marchant gentilly anon
Answerd and said, O cosin min Dan John,
Now sikerly this is a smal requeste :

My gold is youres, w han that it you leste,
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And not only my gold, but my cliaPTare :

Take wliat you lest, God sliilde that ye spare.

But o thiiii; is, ye know it wel yiiou^li

or chapmen, that hir money is hir plough.

We moun creauccn while we han a name,
But goodies lor to hen it is no j;ame.

I'ay it agen, whan it litli in your ese ;

After my niii;ht i'ul fayn wold I you plcse.

Tliisc hundred frankes fet he forth anon,

And prively he toke hem to Dan John :

No wight in al this world wist of this lone,

Saving this niarehaiit, and Dan John alone.

They drinke, and si)eke,andri>me a while and pleyc.

Til tiiat Dan John rideth to his ahbeye.

The morwe came, and forth this marchant rideth

To Flandres ward, his prentis wel him gideth,

Til he came in to Brugges merily.

Now goth this marchant faste and besily

About his nede, and bieth, and creanceth
;

He neither playeth at the dis, ne danceth

;

But as a marchant, shortly for to tell,

He ledeth his lif, and ther I let him dwell.

The sonday next the marchant was agon,

To Seint Denis yeomen is Dan John,
With crouneand berde all fresh and ncwe yahave.

In all the hous ther n'as so litel a knave,
Ne no wight elles, that he n'as ful fain,

For that my lord Dan John was come again.

And shortly to the point right for to gon.

This faire wif acoordeth with Dau John,
That for thise hundred frankes he shuld all night

Haven hire in his armos bolt-upright ;

And this accord parformed was in dede.

In mirth all night a besy lif they lede

Til it was day, that Dan John yede liis w'ay,

And bad the meinie farewel, have good day.

For non of hem, ne no wight in the toun,

Hath of Dan John ri;:ht non suspectioun
;

And forth he rideth home to his abbey.
Or wher him liste, no more of him I sey.

This marchant, whan that ended was the faire,

To Seint Denis he gan for to repaire.

And with his wif he maketh feste and chere,
And telleth hire that chaffare is so dere,

That nedes muste he make a chevisance,
For he was bonde in a recognisance,
To ])ayen twenty thousand sheldes anon.
For which this marchant is to Paris gon
To borwe of certain frendes that he hadde
A certain frankes, and som with hinj he ladde.

And whan that he was come in to the toun,
For gret chiertee and gret affectioun

L'nto Dan John he goth liim first to pleye
;

Not for to axe or borwe of him moneye.
But for to wete and seen of his welfare,

And for to tellen him of his chaffare.

As frendes don, whan they ben mette in fere.

Dan John him maketh feste and mery chere
;

And he him tolde agen ful specially,

.How he had wel ybought and graciously
(Thanked be God) all hole his marchandise :

Save that he must in alle raanere wise
Maken a chevisance, as for his beste :

And than he shulde ben in joye and reste.
Dan John answered, Certes I am fain,

That ye in hele be comen home again :

And if that I were riche, as have I blisse,

Of twenty thousand sheldes shuld ye not misse.
For ye so kindely this other day
Leute me gold, and as I can and may

I Ihnnke you. by God and by Seint Janie.

But natheles I toko unto our Dame,
Your wif at home, the same gold again

Upon your benche, she wote it wel certain.

By certain tokenes that I can hire till.

Now by your leve, I may no longer dwell
;

Our abbot wol out of this toun anon.

And in his coni]iagnie I muste gon.

Grete wel our dame, min owen nece swete.

And farewel, dere cosin, til we mete.

This marcliant, which that was ful ware and wise,

Creanced hath, and ]>aide eke in Paris

To certain Lumlianlcs redy in hir bond
The summe of gold, and gate of iiein his bond,

And home he goth, mery as a po]>ingay.

For wel lie knew he stood in swichc array.

That nedes muste he winne in that viage

A thousand frankes, above all his eostage.

His wif ful redy mette him at the gate.

As she was wont of old usage algate :

And all that night in niirthe they ben sette.

For he was riche, and clerely out of dette.

Whan it was day, this marchant gan enbrace
His wif all newe, and kiste hire in hire face.

And u]) he goth, and maketh it ful tough.

No more, quod she, by God ye have ynough :

And wantonly agen with him she plaide.

Til at the last this marchant to hire saide.

By God, quod he, I am a litel wrothe
With you, my wif, although it be me lothe :

And wote ye why I b} God, as that I gesse,

That ye han made a manere strangenesse

Betwixen me and my eosin Dan John.
Ye shuld have warned me, or I had gon,

That he you had an hundred frankes j)aide

By redy token : and held him evil apaide.

For that I to liini spake of chevisance :

(Me semed so as by his contenance)

But natheles by God our hcven king,

I thoughte not to axe of him no thing.

I pray thee, wif, ne do thou no more so.

Tell me alway, er that I fro thee go,

If any dettour hath in min absence
Ypaide thee, lest thurgh thy negligence

I might him axe a thing that he hath paide.

This wif was not aferde ne affraide.

But boldely she saide, and that anon
;

Mary I defie that false monk Dan John,

I kepe not of his tokenes never a del :

He toke me certain gold, I wote it wel.

What ? evil thedome on his monkcs snoute !

For, God it wote, I wend withouten doute,

That he had yeve it me, because of you,

To don therwith min honour and my prow.

For cosinage, and eke for bel/e chere,

That he hath had ful often times here.

But sitli I see I stonde in swiche disjoint,

i wol answere you shortly to the point.

Y'e have mo slakke dettours than am I :

For I wol pay you wel and redily

Fro day to day, and if so be I faille,

I am your wif, score it upon my taile.

And 1 shal pay as sone as ever I may.
For by my trouth, I have on min array,

And not in waste, bestowed it every del.

And for I have bestowed it so wel

For your honour, for Goddes sake I say,

As beth not wrothe, but let us laugh and play.

Ye shal my joly body han to wedde :

By God I n'Ul not pay you but a-bedde :
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Foryeve it me, niiu owen spouse dere ;

Turiie hitherward and maketh better cliere.

Tliis marcliant saw tlier was no remedy :

And f<.r to cliide, it n'ere but a foly,

Sith tliat tlie thing may not amended be.

Now, wif, lie said, and I foryeve it thee ;

But by thy lif ne be no more so large
;

Kepe bet my good, this yeve I thee in charge.

Thus endetli now my tale, and God us sende
Taling ynough, unto our lives ende.

THE PRIORESSES TALE.

THE PRIORESSES PROLOGUE.

Wel said by corpus Domini, quod our Hoste,
Now longe mote thou sailen by the coste,

Thou gentil Maister, gentil Marinere.
God give the monke a thousand last quad yere.

A ha, felawes, beth ware of swiehe a jape.

The monke put in the mannes hode an ape,
And in his wifes eke, by Seiut Austin.

Draweth no monkes more into your in.

But now passe over, and let us seke aboute,
Who shal now tellen first of all this route
Another tale : and with that word he said.

As curteisly as it had ben a maid,
Jly lady Prioresse, by your leve.

So that I wist I shuld you not agreve,
I wolde demen, that ye tellen shold
A tale next, if so were that ye wold.
Now wol ye vouchesauf, my lady dere ?

Gladly, quod she, and saide as ye shul here.

THE PRIORESSES TALE.

Lord our lord, thy name how merveillous
Is in this large world ysprad ! (quod she)

For not al only thy laude precious
Parfournied is by men of dignitee,

But by the mouth of children thy bountee
Parfourmed is, for on the lu'est souking
Somtime shewen they thin herying.

Whei-fore in laude, as I can best and may,
Of thee and of the white lily flour.

Which that thee hare, and is a maide alway.
To tell a storie I wol do my labour

;

Not that I may encresen hire honour.
For she hireselveu is honour and rote

Of bountee, ne.\t hire sone, and soules bote.

mother maide, o maide and mother fre,

O bushe unbrent, brenning in Moyses sight.

That ravishedest doun fro the deitee,

Thurgh thin humblesse,the gost that in thee alight:

Of whos vertue, whan he thin herte light.

Conceived was the fathers sapience :

Helfje me to tell it in thy reverence.

Lady, thy bountee, thy magnificence.
Thy vertue and thy gret humilitee,
Ther may no tonge expresse in no science

:

F(jr somtime, lady, or men pray to thee.

Thou gost beforn of thy benignitee,

And getest us the light, of thy prayere,
To giden us unto thy sone so dere.

My conning is so weke, o blisful queue.
For to declare thy grete worthinesse,

That I ne may the weighte not sustene ;

But as a child of twelf moneth old or lesse,

That can unnethes any word expresse,

Right so fare I, and therfore I you pray,

Gidetli my song, that I shal of you say."

Ther was in Asie, in a gret citee,

Amonges Cristen folk a Jewerie,

Sustened by a lord of that contree.

For foule usure, and lucre of vilanie.

Hateful to Crist, and to his comp;ignie:

And thurgh the stretemen migh ten ride and wende
For it was free, and open at eyther ende.

A litel seole of Cristen folk ther stood

Doun at the ferther ende, in which ther were
Children an hepe comen of Cristen blood.

That lerned in that scole yere by yere,

Swiehe manere doctrine as men used there :

This is to say, to singen and to rede,

As smale children don in hir ehildhede.

Among thise children was a widewes sone,

A litel clergion, sevene yere of age.

That day by day to seole was his wone,

And eke also, wheras he sey the image
Of Cristes moder, had he in usage.

As him was taught, to knele adoun, and say

Ave Marie, as he goth by the way.

Thus hath this widewe hire litel sone ytaught

Our blisful Lady, Cristes moder dere.

To worship ay, and he forgate it naught

:

For sely childe wol alway sone lere.

But ay, whan I remembre on this matere,

Seint Nicholas stant ever in my presence.

For he so yong to Crist did reverence.

This litel childe his litel book lerning.

As he sate in the scole at his primere.

He Alma redemptoris herde sing.

As children lered hir antiphonere :

And as he dorst, he drow him nere and nere.

And herkened ay the wordes and the note.

Til he the firste vers coude al by rote.

Nought wist he what this Latin was to say.

For he so yonge and tendre was of age ;

But on a day his felaw gan he pray
To expounden him this song in his langage.

Or telle him why this song was in usage :

This prayde he him to construe and declai"e,

Ful often time upon his knees bare.
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His felaw, which that elder was than he,

Answerd him thus : This song, I have herd say,

\\'as makfd of our blisl'ul Lady fre,

Hire to salue, and eke hire for to prey
To ben our help, and socour whau we dey.

1 can no more expound in tliis matere :

I lerne sonjj, I cau but smal grammere.

And is this song maked in reverence
Of Cristes niodcr ? said this innocent

;

Now cortes I wol don my diligence

To conne it ail, or Cristemasse be went,
Thi)Ut;h that 1 for my primer shal be shent,

And shal be beteii thriesin an houre,

I wol it conne, our Ladie for to honoure.

His felaw taught him homeward prively

Fro day to day, til he coude it by r(jte.

And than he song it wel and boldely

Fro word to word according with the note

:

Twies a day it passed thurgh his throte,

To scoleward and homeward whan he wente

:

On Cristes moder set was his entente.

As I have said, thurghout the Jewerie
This litel child as he came to and fro,

Ful merily than wold he sing and crie,

() Alma redemplorisi, ever mo

:

The swetenesse hath his herte persed so
Of Cristes moder, that to hire to pray
He cannot stint of singing by the way.

Our firste fo, the serpent Sathanas,
That hath in Jewes herte his waspes nest.

Up swale and said, Ebraike peple, alas I

Is this to you a thing that is honest,

That swiche a boy slial walken as him leste

In your despit, and sing of swiche sentence,
Which is again our lawes reverence ?

From thennesforth the Jewes ban conspired
This innocent out of this world to chace :

An homicide therto han they hired,

That in an aleye had a privee place.

And as the child gan forthby for to pace.
This cursed Jew him hent, and held him fast.

And cut his throte, and in a pit him cast.

I say that in a wardrope they him threwe,
Wher as thise Jewes purgcn hir eutraille.

O cursed folk, of Herodes alle newe.
What may your evil entente you availle ?

Mordre wol out, certein it wol not faille.

And namely ther the honour of God shal sprede :

The blood out ci'ieth on your cursed dede.

martyr souded in virginitee.

Now maist thou singe, and folwen ever in on *

The white lamb celestial, quod she,
Of which the gret Evangelist Seint John
In Pathmos wrote, which sayth that they that gon
Befox-n this lamb, and singe a song al newe,
That never fleshly woman they ne knewe.

This poure widewe awaiteth al that night
After hire litel childe, and he came nought :

For which as sone as it waB dayes light,

With face pale of drede and V)esy thought,
She hath at scole and elleswher him sought.
Til finally s^he gan so for aspie,

That he last seen was in the Jewerie.

With modres pitee in hire brest enclosed
She goth, as she were half out of hir« minde,
To every ])lace, wher she hath supposed
By likelihed hire litel child to finde :

And ever on Cristes moder nieke and kinde
She cried, and at the laste thus she wrought,
Among the cursed Jewes she him sougiit.

Slie freyneth, and she praieth pitously

To every Jew that dwelled in thiike place,

To telle hire, if hire child went ought iorthby

:

They saydon. Nay ; but Jesu of his grace
Yave in hire thought, within a litel spaee,

That in that place after hire sone she cride,

Ther he was casten in a pit beside.

grete God, that parformcst thy laude

By mouth of innocentcs, lo here thy might !

This gemme of chastitce, this emeraude.
And eke of martirdome the rubie bright,

Ther he with throte ycorven lay upright,

He Alma reilemploris gan to singe

So loude, that all the place gan to ringe.

The Cristen folk, that thurgh the strete wente,
In comen, for to wondre upon this thing :

And hastifly they for the provost sente.

He came anon withouten tarying.

And herieth Crist, that is of heven king.

And eke his moder, honour of mankind.
And after that the Jewes let he binde.

This child with pitous lamentation
Was taken up, singing his song alway :

And with honour and gret procession.

They carien him unto the next abbey.
His moder swouning by the here lay

;

Unnethes might the peple that was there

This newe liachel bringen fro his here.

With turment, and with shameful deth eche on
This provost doth thise Jewes for to sterve.

That of this niorder wiste, and that anon
;

He n'olde no swiche cursednesse observe :

Evil shal he have, that evil wol deserve.

Therfore with wilde hors he did hem drawe.
And after that he heng hem by the lawe.

Upon his here ay lith this innocent
Beforn the auter while the masse last

:

And after that, the abbot with his covent
Han spedde hem for to berie him ful fast

:

And whan they holy water on him cast,

Yet spake this child, whan sprcint was the holy water,

And sang, o Alma redemploris mater.

This abbot, which that was an holy man.
As monkes ben, or elles iiught to be.

This yonge child to conjure lie began,

And said ; O dere child, I halse thee

In vertuc of the holy Trinitee,

Tell me wliat is thy cause for to sing,

Sith that thy throte is cut to my seuiing.

My throte is cut unto my nekke-bon,

Saide this child, and as by way of kinde
I shuld have deyd, ye longe time agon :

But Jesu Crist, as ye in bookes finde,

Wol that his glory last and be in niiudc.

And for the worship of his moder dere.

Yet may I sing o Alma loude and clcre.
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Tliis \\\lle of mercie, Cristes moder swete,

I loved alway, as after my conning :

And whan that I my lif shulde foilete,

To nie she came, and bad me for to sing

This antem veraily in my dying,

As ye Iian herde, and, whan that I had songe,

Me thought she laid a grain upon my tonge.

Wherfore I sing, and sing I mote certain

In honour of that blisful maiden free,

Til fro my tonge of taken is the grain.

And after that thus saide she to me ;

My litel child, than wol I fetchen thee.

Whan that the grain is fro thy tong ytake :

Be not agaste, I wol thee not forsake.

This holy monk, this abbot him mene I,

His tonge out caught, and toke away the grain
;

And he yave up tlie gost ful softely.

And whan this abbot had this wonder sein,

His salte teres trilled adoun as reyne :

And groff he fellal platte upon the ground,

And still he lay, as he had ben ybound.

The covent lay eke upon the pavement
Weping and herying Cristes moder dere.

And after that they risen, and forth ben went.

And toke away this martir fro his here.

And in a tombe of marble stones elere

Enclosen they his litel body swete :

Ther he is now, God lene us for to mete.

yonge Hew of Lincoln, slain also

With cursed Jewes, as it is notable,

For it n'is but a litel while ago,

Pray eke for us, we sinful folk unstable.

That of his mercy God so merciable

On us his grete mercie multiplie,

For reverence of his moder Marie.

THE RIME OF SIRE THOPAS.

PROLOGUE TO SIRE THOPAS.

Whan said was this miracle, every man
As sober was, that wonder was to see.

Til that our hoste to japen he began,

And than at erst he loked upon me,
And saide thus ; What man art thou 1 quod he.

Thou lokest, as thou woldest finde an hare,

For ever upon the ground I see thee stare.

Approehe nere, and loke up merily.

Now ware you, sires, and let this man have place.

He in the waste is shapen as wel as I :

This were a popet in an arme to enbrace
For any woman, smal and faire of face.

He semeth elvish by iiis conteuance,

For unto no wight doth he daliance.

Say now sorawhat, sin other folk han saide
;

Tell us a tale of mirthe and that anon.

Hoste, quod I, ne be not evil apaide,

For other tale certes can I non,

But of a rime I lerned yore agon.

Ye, that is good, quod he, we shullen here

Som deiutee thing, me thinketh by thy chere.

THE RIME OF SIRE THOPAS.

LiSTENETH, lordinges, in good entent,

And 1 wol tell you vernment
Of mirthe and of solas,

Al of a knight was faire and gent
In bataille and in turnament,

His name was sire Thopas.

Yborne he was in fer contree,

In Flandres, al beyonde the see,

At Popei'ing in the place,

His father was a man ful free,

And lord he was of that contree.

As it was Goddes grace.

Sire Thopas was a doughty swain.

White was his face as paiudemaine
His lippes red as rose.

His rudde is like scarlet in grain,

And I you tell in good certain

He had a semely nose.

His here, his berde, was like safroun,

That to his girdle rauglit adoun.
His shoon of cordewane

;

Of Brugges were his hosen broun ;

His robe was of ciclatoun.

That coste many a jane.

He coude hunt at the wilde dere,

And ride on hauking for the rivere

With grey goshauk on honde :

Therto he was a good archere.

Of wrastling was ther non his pere,

Ther ony ram shuld stonde.

Ful many a maide bright in hour
They mourned for him par amour,
Whan hem were bet to slepe

;

But he was chaste and no lechour,

And swete as is the bramble flour,

That bereth the red hepe.

And so it fell upon a day,

Forsoth, as I you tellen may,
Sire Thop.as wold out ride ;

He worth upon his stede gray,

And in his bond a launcegay,

A long swerd by his side.
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He priUeth thurgh a faire forest,

Theriii is many a wilde best,

Ye bothe buck and hare,

And as he priked North and Est,

1 telle it you, him had almeste

Betidde a sory care.

Tiler sprin;jen herbes grete and sniale.

The lleoris and the setewale.

And many a clone gilofre,

And notemuge to put in ale,

Whether it be moist or stale,

Or for to lain in cofre.

Tlie briddes singen, it is no nay,

The sperhauk and the popingay.

That joye it was to here.

The throstel cok made eke his lay,

Tlie wode dove upon the spray

He sang ful loude and clere.

Sire Thopas fell in love-longing

Al whan he herd the throstel sing,

And priked as he were wood
;

Hi^ faire stede in his priking

So swatte, that men might him wring.

His sides were al blood.

Sire Thopas eke so wery was
For priking on the softe gras,

So fiers was his corage.

That doun he laid him in that place

To maken his stede som solace.

And yaf him good forage.

A, Seinte Mary, benedicite.

What aileth tliis love at me
To binde me so sore ?

Me dremed all this night parde.

An elf-quene shal ray lemman be.

And slepe under my gore.

An elf-quene wol I love ywis.

For in this world no woman is

Worthy to be my make || in toun, —
All other women I forsake,

And to an elf-quene I me take

By dale and eke by doun.

Into his sadel he clombe anon,

And priked over stile and ston

An elf-quene for to espie.

Til he so long had ridden and gone,

That he fond in a privee wone
The contree of Faerie.

Wherin he soughte North and South,

And oft he spied with his mouth
In many a forest wilde,

For in that contree n'as ther non.

That to him dorst ride or gon,

Neitlier wif ne childe.

Til that ther came a gret geaunt.
His name was Sire Oliphaunt,

A perilous man of dede.

He sayde, Child, by Termagaunt,
But if thou prike out of myn haunt,

Anon I slee thy stede |1 with mace

—

Here is the Quene of Faerie,

With harpe, and jiijie, and siniphouie,

Dwelling in this place.

The child sayd, Al so mote I the,

To morwe wol 1 meten thee,

Whan 1 have min armoure.
And yet 1 hope par ma fui/,

That thou shalt with this launcegay
Abien it ful soure

; ||
thy niawe

Shal I perce, if I may.
Or it be fully prime of the day.

For here thou shalt be slawe.

Sire Thopas drow abak ful fast

;

This geaunt at him stones cast

Out of a fel staffe sling :

But faire escaped child Thopas,
And all it was thurgh Goddes grace,

And thurgh his laii'c bering.

Yet listeneth, lordings, to my tale,

Merier than the nightingale.

For now I wol you rounc.

How Sire Thopas with sides smale,

Priking over hill and dale.

Is comcn agein to toune.

His mery men commandeth he,

To maken him bothe game and gle.

For nedes must he fighte.

With a geaunt with hedes three,

For paramour and jolitee

Of on that slione ful brighte.

Do come, he sayd, my minestrales

And gestours for to tellen tales

Anon in min arming,

Of romaunccs that ben reales,

Of popes and of eardinales.

And eke of love-longing.

They fet him first the swete win,

And mede eke in a maselin.

And real spicerie.

Of ginger-bred tliat was ful fin,

And licoi'is and eke comin,

With suger that is trie.

He didde next his white lere

Of cloth of lake fin and clere

A breche and eke a slierte,

And next his short an haketon,

And over that an habergeon,

For perciug of his herte,

And over that a fin hauberk.

Was all ywrought of Jewes werl;,

Ful strong it was of plate.

And over that his cote-armoure,

As white as is the lily floure,

In which he wold debate.

His sheld was all of gold so red.

And therin was a bores hed,

A charboucle beside
;

And ther he swore on ale and bied
How that the geaunt shuld be ded,

Betide what so betide.
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His jambeux were of cuirbouly.

His swerdes sheth of ivory,

His helme of latuuii bright.

His sadel was of i-ewel bone,

His bridel as the sonne shone,

Or as the mone light.

His spere was of fiu cypres,

That bodeth werre, and nothing pees,

Tlie bed ful sharpe yground.
His stede was all dapple gray,

It goth an aumble in the way
Ful softely and round

'J
in londe

—

Lo, Lordes min, here is a fit

;

If ye wol ony more of it,

to telle it"wol I fond.

Now hold your mouth pour charite,

Bothe l<night and lady fre.

And herkenetli to my spell,

Of bataille and of clievalrie.

Of ladies love and drueine,

Anon I wol you tell.

Men speken of romaunees of pris.

Of Hornchild, and of Ipotis,

Of Bevis, and Sire Guy,
Of Sire Libeux, and Pleindamour,
But Sire Tliopas, he bereth the flour

Of real clievalrie

His goode stede he al bestrode.

And forth upon his way he glode.

As sparele out of broude :

Upon his crest he bare a tour.

And therin stiked a liiy flour,

God shilde his corps fro shonde.

And for he was a knight auntrous.

He u'olde slepen in non hous,

But liggen in his hood,

His brighte helm was his wanger.
And by him baited his destrer

Of herbes fin and good.

Himself drank water of the well.

As did the knight Sire Percivell

So worthy under wede.
Til on a day

THE TALE OF MELIBEUS.

PROLOGUE TO MELIBEUS.

No more of this for Goddes dignitee,

Quod cure lioste, for thou makest me
So wery of tliy veray lewednesse.
That al so wisly God my soule blesse,

Min ei-es aken of thy drafty speche.
Now swiche a rime the devil I beteche

;

This may wel be rime dogerel, quod he.

Why so ? quod I, why wolt thou letten me
More of my tale, than an other man,
Sin that it is the beste rime I can ?

By God, quod he, for plainly at o word,
Thy drafty riming is not worth a tord :

Thou dost nouglit elles but dispendest time.
Sive, at o word, thou shalt no lenger rime.
Let see wher thou canst tellen ought in geste,

Or tellen in prose somwhat at the leste.

In which ther be som mirthe or som doctinne.

Gladly, quod I, by Goddes swete pine

I wol you tell a litel thing in prose,

That oughte liken you, as I suppose,

Or elles eertes ye be to dangerous.

It is amoral tale vertuous,

Al be it told somtime in sondry wise
Of sondry folk, as I shal you devise.

As thus, ye wote that every Evangelist,

That telleth us the peine of Jesu Crist,

Ne saith not alle thing as his felaw doth :

But natheles hir sentence is al soth.

And alle accorden as in hir sentence,
Al be ther in hir telling difference :

Ff)r som of hem say more, and som say lesse,

Whan they his pitous passion expresse
;

I meue of ISIark and Alathew, Luke and John,

But douteles hir sentence is all on.

Therfore, lordinges all, I you beseche,

If that ye thinke I vary in my speche.

As thus, though that I telle som del more
Of proverbes, than ye han herde before

Comprehended in this litel tretise here.

To enforcen with the effect of my matere.
And though I not the same wordes say

As ye han herde, yet to you alle I pray
Blameth me not, for, as in my sentence,

Shul ye nowher finden no difference

Fro the sentence of thilke tretise lite.

After the which this mery tale I write.

And therfore herkeneth wliat I shal say.

And let me tellen all my tale I pray.

THE TALE OF MELIBEUS.

A YONGE man called Melibeus, mighty and riche,

begate upon his wif, that called was Prudence, a
doughter which that called was Sophie.

Uj)on a day befell, that he for his disport is went
into the feldes him to playe. His wif and eke his

doughter hath he laft within his hous, of which
the dores weren fast yshette. Foure of his olde

foos han it espied, and setten ladders to the walles

of his hous, and by the wiudowes ben entred, and
beten his wif, and wounded his doughter with five

mortal woundes, in five sondry places ; tliis is to

say, in hire feet, in hire liondes, in hire eres, in

hire nose, and in hire mouth ; and leften hire for

dede, and wenten away.
Whan Melibeus retorned was into his hous, and
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se" III this meschief, lie, like a mad man, rendiug

liir, clothes, ii;an to wepe and crie.

Prudence his wif, as for forth as she dorste,

besought him of his weping for to stint : but not

fortliy he gau to crie and wepen ever lenger the

moi-e.

This noble wif Prudence remcmbred hire upon
thr- sentence of Ovide, in his book that clepcd is

the Reniedie of love, wheras he saith ; he is a

f^)ol that distourbeth the moder to wepe, in the

deth of hire ciiilde, til she have wept hire fiUe, as

for a certain time : and than shal a man don his

diligence with amiable wordes hire to reconforte

and preye hire of hire weping for to stinte. For
whicli reson this noble wif Prudence suffred hire

housbond for to wepe and crie, as for a certain

space ; and whan she saw hire time, she sayde to

him in this wise. Alas ! my lord, quod she, why
make ye yourself for to be like a fool ? Forsothe it

apperleiueth not to a wise man, to maken swiche

a sorwe. Youre doughter, with the grace of God,
shal warish and escape. And al were it so that

she right now were dede, ye ue ought not as for

hire deth youreself to destroye. Senek saith ; the

wise man shal not take to gret discomfort for the

deth of his children, but certes he shulde sufi'ren

it in patience, as wel its he abideth the deth of his

owcn propre persone.

This Melibeus answered anon and saide : what
man (quod he) shulde of his weping stinte, that

hath so gret a cause for to wepe ? Jesu Crist, our
Lord, himself wepte for the deth of Lazarus his

t'eud. Prudence answered ; certes wel I wote,

attempre weping is nothing defended, to liim that

sorweful is, among folk in sorwe, but it is rather

graunfed him to wepe. The Apostle Poule mito
the Romaines writeth ; man shal rejoyce with
hem that maken joye, and we])en with swiche
folk as wepen. But though attempre weping be
ygranted, outrageous weping certes is defended.

Mesure of weping shulde be considered, after the

lore that techeth us Senek. Whan that thy frend
is dede (quod ho) let not thin even to moiste ben
of teres, ne to muche drie : although the teres

comen to thin eyen, let hem not falle. And whan
thou hast forgoii thy frend, do diligence to get

agein another frend : and this is more wisdom
than for to wepe for thy frend, which that thou
hast lorne, for therin is no bote. And therfore

if ye governe you by sapience, put away sorwe
out of youre herte. Remembreth you that Jesus
Sirak sayth ; a man that is joyous and glad in

herte, it him conserveth florishing in his age : but
sothly a sorweful herte maketh his bones drie.

He saith eke thus, that sorwe in herte sleeth ful

many a man. Salomon sayth, that right as
mouthes in the shepes fleese auoien to the clothes,

and the smale wornies to the tree, right so auoieth
sorwe to the herte of man. Wherfore us ought
as wel in the deth of oure children, as in the
losse of oure goodes tempore!, have patience.

Remembre you upon the patient Job, whan he
hadde lost his children and his temporel sub-
staunce, and in his body endured and received
ful many a grevous tribulation, yet sayde he
thus : Oure Lord hath yeve it to me, oure Lord
hath beraft it me ; right as oure Lord hath wold,
right so is it don

;
yblessed be the name of

oure Lord. To thise foresaide thinges answered
Melibeus unto his wif Prudence : all thy wordes

(quod he) ben trewe, and tlierto profitable, but
trewcly min herte is troubled with this sorwe so
grevously, that I n'ot what to don. Let calle

(quod Prudence) tliyn trewe freudes alle, and
thy linage, which that ben wise, and telleth to

hem your cas, and lierkeneth what they save in

conseilling, and governe you after hir sentence.
Salomon saith ; werke all thinges by couseil, and
thou shalt never repente.

Than, by conseil of his wif Prudence, this Meli-
beus let callen a gret congregation of folk, as sur-

giens, phisiciens, olde folk and yonge, and som of
his olde enemies reconciled (as by hir scmblant) to

his love and to his grace : and thcrwithal ther
comen some of his neighcbourcs, that diden him
revei'ence more for drcde than for love, as it

happcth oft. Ther comen also ful many subtil

flaterers, and wise Advocats lerned in the lawe.

And whan thise folk togeder assembled weren,
this iMelibeus in sorweful wise shewed hem his

cas, and by the manere of his speche, it semed
that in herte he bare a cruel ire, redy to don
vengeaunce upon his foos, and sodcinly desired

that the werre shulde beginne, but natheles yet

axed he his conseil upon this matere. A surgien,

by licence and assent of swiche as weren wise, up
rose, and unto iMelibeus sayde, as ye moun here.

Sire, (quod he) as to us surgiens apperteineth,

that we do to every wight the beste that we can,

wher as we ben withholden, and to our patient

that we do no damage : wherfore it happeth many
time and ofte, that whan twey men ban everich

wounded other, o same sui-gien heleth hem both,

wherfore unto our art it is not pertinent to norice

werre, ne parties to supporte. But certes, as to

the warishing of youre doughter, al be it so that

perilously she be wounded, we shuln do so ententif

besinesse fro day to night, that with the grace of

God, she shal be hole and sound, as sone as is

possible. Almost right in the same wise the phi-

siciens answerden, save that they saiden a fewe

wordes more : that right as maladies ben cured

by hir contraries, right so shal man warishe werre.

His neigheboures ful of envie, his feined fi-endes

that semed reconciled, and his flaterers, maden
semblant of weping, and empeired and agregged

muchel of this matere, in preysing gretly Melibee

of might, of power, of richesse, and of frendes,

despising the power of his adversaries : and saiden

outrely, that he anon shulde wreken him on his

foos, and beginncn werre.

Up rose than an Advocat that was wise, by leve

and by conseil of other that were wise, and sayde

:

Lordinges, the nede for the which we ben assem-

bled in this place, is a ful hevie thing, and an
heigh matere, because of the wrong and of the

wikkednesse that hath be don, and eke by reson

of the grete damages, that in time coming ben

possible to fallen for the same cause, and eke by

reson of the gret richesse and power of the parties

bothe, for the which resons, it were a ful gret

peril to erren in this matere. Wherfore, Melibeus,

this is oure sentence ; we conseille you, aboven alle

thing, that right anon thou do thy diligence in

keping of thy propre persone, in swiche a wise

that thou ne want non espie ne watche, thy body
for to save. And after that, we conseille that in

thin hous thou sette suitisant garnison, so that

they moun as wel thy body as thy hous defende.

But certes for to meeven werre, ue sodenly for to
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do vengeaunce, we moun not derae in so Htel time

that it were profitable. Wherfore we axen leiser

and space to have deliberation in this eas to deme
;

for the eoniune proverbe saith tlius ; He that sone

dcmeth, sone shal repente. And eke men sain,

that thilke juge is wise, that sone understondeth a
niatere, and jugeth by leiser. For al be it so,

tliat al tarying be anoiful, algates it is not to

repreve in yeving of jugement, ne in vengeance
talcing, whan it is sufHsant and resonable. And
that shewed our Lord Jesu Crist by ensample, for

whan that the woman that was taken in advoutrie,

was brought in his presence to kuowen what shuld

be don with hire persone, al be it that he wist wel

himself what that he wolde answere, yet ne wolde

he not answere sodeinly, but he wolde have deli-

beration, and in the ground he wi'ote twies ; and
by thise causes we axen deliberation : and we
shuln than by the grace of God conseille the thing

that shal be profitable.

Up sterte than the yonge folk at ones, and the

most partie of that compagnie han scorned this

olde wise man, and begonnen to make noise and
saiden ; Right so as while that iren is hot men
shulde smite, right so men shuln do wreken hir

wronges, while that they ben freshe and newe :

and with loude voys they criden werre, werre.

Up rose tho on of thise olde wise, and with liis

hand made countenaunce that men shuld holde

hem stille, and yeve him audience. Lordinges,
(quod he) ther is ful many a man that crieth werre,
werre, that wote ful litel what werre amounteth.
Werre at his beginning hath so gret ail entring

and so large, that every wight may enter whan
him liketh, and lightly find werre : but certes what
end that shal befalle, it is not light to know. For
sotlily whan that werre is ones begonne, ther is

ful many a child unborne of his moder, that shal

sterve yong, by cause of thilke werre, other elles

live in sorwe, and dien in wretchednesse : and
therfore or that any werre be begonne, men must
have gret conseil and gret deliberation. And whan
this olde man wende to enforcen his tale by resons,

wel nie alle at ones begonne they to rise, for to

breken his tale, and bidden him ful oft his wordes
for to abregge. For sothly he that precheth to

hem that listen not heren his wordes, his sermon
hem anoieth. For Jesus Sirak sayth, that musike
in weping is a noious thing. This is to sayn, as

muche availleth to speke beforn folk to which his

speche anoieth, as to singe beforne him that wepeth.
And whan this wise man saw that him wanted
audience, al shamefast he sette him doun agein.

For Salomon saith : ther as thou ne mayst have
non audience, enforce thee not to speke. I see

wel, (quod tliis wise man) that the comune pro-

verbe is soth, that good conseil wanteth, whan it

is most nede.

Yet had this Melibeus in his conseil many folk,

that prively in his ere conseilied him certain thing,

and conseilied him the contrary in general audience.

Whan Melibeus had herd that the gretest partie of

his conseil were accorded that he shuldemake werre,
anon he consented to hire conseilling, and fully af-

fernifed hir sentence. Than dame Prudence, whan
that she saw how that hire hosbonde shope him for

to awreke him on his foos, and to beginne werre, she
in ful humble wise, whan she saw hire time, sayde
him thesewordes: mylord,(quod she)I you beseche

as hertly as I dare and can, ne haste you not to faste.

and for alle guerdons as yeve me audience. For
Piers Alpbonse sayth ; who so that doth to thee

outlier good or harme, haste thee not to quite it,

for in this wise thy frend wol abide, and thin enemie
shal the longer live in drede. The proverbe sayth

;

he hasteth wel that wisely can abide : and in

wikked hast is no profile.

This JVIelibee answered unto his wif Prudence :

I purpose not (quod he) to werken by thy conseil,

for many causes and resons : for certes every
wiifht wold hold me than a fool ; this is to sayn, if

I for thy conseilling wolde change thinges, that

ben ordeined and affirmed by so many wise men.
Secondl}', I say, that all women ben wicke, and
non good of hem all. For of a thousand men,
saith Salomon, I found o good man : but certes of

alle women good woman found I never. And also

certes, if I governed me by thy conseil, it shulde

seme that I had yeve thee over me the maistrie :

and God forbede that it so were. For Jesus Sirak

sayth, that if the wif have the maistrie, she is con-

trarious to hire husbond. And Salomon sayth :

never in thy lif to thy wif, ne to thy cliilde, ne to

thy frend, ne yeve no power over thy self : fvii-

better it were that thy children axe of thee thingeu

that hem nedeth, than thou see thy self in the

handes of thy children. And also if I wol werche
by thy conseilling, certes it must be somtime
secree, til it were time that it be knowen : and
this ne may not be, if I shulde be conseilied by
thee. [For it is written ; the janglerie of women
ne can no thing hide, save that which they wote

not. After the Philosophre sayth ; in wikked
conseil women venquisheu men : and for thise

resons I ne owe not to be conseilied by thee.]

Whan dame Prudence, ful debonairly and with

gret pacience, had herd all that hire husbonde liked

for to say, than axed she of him licence for to

speke, and sayde in this wise. My lord, (quod she

)

as to your first reson, it may lightly ben aiiswerd :

for 1 say that it is no folic to chaunge conseil whan
the thing is chaunged, or elles whan the thing

semeth otherwise than it semed afore. And more-
over I say, though that ye have sworne and beliight

to performe your emprise, and nevertheles ye

weive to perfomie thilke same emprise by just

cause, men shuld not say therfure ye were a Iyer,

ne forsworn : for the book sayth, that the wise

man maketh no lesing, whan he turneth his corage

for the better. And al be it that your emprise be

established and ordeined by gret multitude of folk,

yet thar you not accomplish thilke ordinance liut

you liketh : for the trouthe of thinges, and the

profit, ben rather founden in fewe folk that ben

wise and ful of reson, than by gret multitude of

folk, ther every man cryeth and clattereth what
him liketh : sothly swiche multitude is not honest.

As to the second reson, wheras ye say, thai alle

women ben wicke : save your grace, certes ye

despise alle women in this wise, and he that ail

despiseth, as saith the book, all displeseth. Ainl

Senek saith, that who so wol have sapience, sh;;l

no man dispreise, but he shal gladly teclie the

science that he can, v.ithout presumption or pride :

and swiche thinges as he nought can, he shal not

ben ashamed to lere hem, and to enquere of lesse

folk than himself. And, Sire, that ther hath ben

ful many a good woman, may lightly be preved

for certes. Sire, our Lord Jesu Crist n'oide never

han descended to be borne of a woman, if all women
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had be wicked. And after that, for the gret

bountee that is in women, our Lord Jesu Crist

wiiau he was risen from ditth to lif, appered rather

to a woman than to his Apostles. And though

that Salomon sayde,lie found never no good woman,
it fohveth not therfore, tiiat all women be wicked

:

for though that he ne found no good woman, certes

many another man hath founde many a woman ful

good and trcwo. Or elles peraventure the entent

of Salomon was this, that in soveraine bountee he

found no woman ; this is to say, that thcr is no
wight that liath soveraine bountee, save God alone,

as lie himself recordeth in his Evangelies. For
ther is no creature so good, that him ne wanteth
somwhat of the perfection of God that is his maker.
Youre thridde reson is this

;
ye say that if that ye

governe you by my conseil, it -shulde seme that ye
had yeve me the maistrie and the lordship of your
person. Sire, save your grace, it is not so ; for if

so were that no man shulde be conseilled but only

ofhem that han lordship and maistrie of his person,

raen u'olde not be conseilled so often : for sothly

thilke man thataskcth conseil of a purpos, yet hath
he free chois whether he wol werke after that con-

seil or non. And as to your ioui'th reson, ther as

ye sain that the janglerie of women can liide

thinges that they wot not ; as who so sayth, that a
woman can not hide that she wote : Sire, thise

wordes ben understondc of women that ben jan-
gleresses and wicked ; of which women men saiu that

three tliinges driven a man out of liis hous, that is

to say, smoke, dropping of raiue, and wicked wives.

And of swiche women Salomon sayth, Tliat a man
were better dwell in desert, than with a woman that

is riotous. Aud, sii-e, by your leve, that am not
I ; for ye have ful often assaied my gret silence

and my gret patience, and eke how wel that I can
hide and hele thinges, that men oughten secretly

to hiden. And sothly as to your fifthe reson,

wheras ye say, that in wicked conseil women ven-

quishen men ; God wote that thilke reson stant

here in no stcde : for understondeth now^, ye axen
conseil for to do wickednesse ; and if ye wol werken
wickednesse,and your wif restraineth thilke wicked
purpos, and overcoraeth you by reson and by good
conseil, certes your wif ought rather to be preised
than to be blamed. Thus shulde ye understonde the
philosophre that saUh, In wicked conseil women
venquishen hir husbondes. And ther as ye bi;imeii

all women and hir resons, I shal shewc you by
many ensampies, that many women have been ful

good, and yet ben, and hir conseil holesome and
profitable. Eke som men han sayd, that the con-
seil of women is either to dere, or elles to litel of
pris. But al be it so that ful many a woman be
bad, and hire conseil vile and nought worth, yet
han men founden ful many a good woman, and
discrete and wise in conseilliiig. Lo, Jacob, thurgli
tlie good conseil of his mother Rebecke, wan the
benison of liis father, and the lordship over all his

brethren. Judith, by hire good conseil, delivered
the citee of Bethulie, in which she dwelt, out of
the honde of Holofern, that had it beseged, and
wolde it al destroye. Abigail delivered Nabal hire
housbond fro David the king, that wolde han slain
liim, and appesed the ire of the king by hire wit,

and by hire good conseilling. Hester by hire con-
seil enhaunced gi-etly the peple of God, in the
regne of Assuerus the king. And the same boun-
tee in good eonseilUiig of many a good woman

moun men rede and tell. And further more, whan
that oure Lord liad created Adam oure forme
father, he sayd in this wise ; it is not good to be n
man allone : make we to him an heipe semblable
to himself. Here moun ye see that if women
weren not good, and hir conseil good and profit-

able, oure Lord God of heven wolde neither han
wrought liem, ne called hem helpe of man, but
rather confusion of man. And ther sayd .a clerk

ones in two vers ; what is better than gold ? Jaspre.
What is better than jas])re ? Wisdom. And what
is better than wisdom i Woman. And what is

better than a good woman I Nothing. And,
Sire, by many other resons moun ye seen, that

many women ben good, and hir conseil good and
profitable. And therfore. Sire, if ye wol troste

to my conseil, I shal restore you your doughter
hole and soun'd : ai!d 1 wol don to you so muche,
that ye shula have honour in this cas.

Whan Melibee had herd the wordes of his wif

Prudence, he sayd thus : I se wel that the word
of Salomon is soth ; for he saith, that wordes, that

ben spoken discretly by ordinaunce, ben honie-

combes, for they yeven swetenesse to the soule,

and holsomnesse to the body. And, wif, because
of thy swete wordes, and eke for 1 have preved
andassaiedthy grete sapience and thy greie trouihe,

I wol governe me by thy conseil in alle thing.

Now-, Sire, (quod dame Prudence) and sin that

ye vouchesafe to be governed by my conseil, I wol

enforme you how that ye shuln governe yourself,

in chesing of youre conseillours. Ye shuln first in

alle your werkes mekely besechen to the heigh

God, that he wol be your conscillour : andshapeth
you to swiche entente that he yeve you conseil and
comforte, as taught Tobie his sone ; at alle times

thou shalt blesse God, and preie him to dressethy

wayes ; and loke that alle thy conseils ben in him
for evermore. Seint James eke sayth ; if any of

you have nede of sapience, axe it of God. And
afterwarde, than shullen ye take conseil in your-

self, and examine wel your owen thoughtes, of

swiche thinges as you thinketh that ben best for

your profit. And than shuln ye drive fro your
herte three thingesthat bencontrarious to good con-

seil ; that is to sayn, ire, coveitise, and liastinesse.

Fii'st, he that axeth conseil of himself, certes he
must be withouten ire, for many causes. The first

is this : he that hath gret ire and wrath in himself,

he weneth alway that he may do thing that he may
not do. And secondly, he that is irous and wroth,

he may not wel deme : and he that may not wel

deme, may not wel conseille. The thridde is this
;

he that is irous and wroth, as sayth Senek, ne may
not speke but blameful thinges, and with his vicious

wordes he stirreth other folk to anger and to ire.

And eke. Sire, ye must drive coveitise out of your

herte. For the Apostle sayth, that coveitise is the

i-ote of alle harmes. And trosteth wel, that a

coveitous man ne can not deme ue thinke, but

only to fulfille the ende of his coveitise ; and certes

that ne may never ben accomplised ; for ever the

more haboundance that he hath of richesse, the

more he desireth. And, Sire, ye must also drive out

ofyoure herte hastinesse : for certes ye ne moun not

deme for the beste a soden thought that falleth in

youre herte, but ye must avise you on it ful ofte

:

for as ye have herde herebeforn, the commune pro-

verbe is this ; he that sone demeth, sone repenteth.

Sire, ye ne be not alway in like disposition, for
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certes som thing that somtime semeth to you that

it is good for to do, another time it semeth to

you the coutrarie.

And whau ye han taken conseil in youi'self, and

ban denied by good deliberation swiciie thing as

you semeth beste, than rede I you that ye kepe it

secree. Bewreye not your conseil to no persone,

but if so be that ye wenen sikerly, that thurgh

youre bewreying youre condition shal ben to you

more profitable. For Jesus Sirak saith : neither

to thy foo ne to thy frend discover not thy secree,

ne thy folic : for they woln yeve you audience and

loking, and supportation in youre presence, and

scorne you in youre absence. Another clerk

sayth, that scarsly shalt thou finden any persone

that may kepe thy conseil secrely. The book

sayth ; while that thou kepest thy conseil in thin

herte, thou kepest it in thy prison : and whan
thou bewreyest thy conseil to any wight, he holdeth

thee in his snare. And therfore you is better to

hide your conseil in your herte, than to preye

him to whom ye han bewreyed youre conseil, that

he wol kepe it close and stille. For Seneca sayth :

if so be that thou ne mayst not thin owen conseil

hide, how darest thou preyen any other wight thy

conseil secrely to kepe ? but natheles, if thou wene
sikerly that thy bewreying of thy conseil to a

pei'sone wol make thy condition to stonden in the

better plight, than shalt thou telle him thy conseil

in this wise. First, thou shalt make no semblant

whether thee were lever pees or werre, or this

or that ; ne sliewe him not thy will ne thin en-

tente : for troste wel that communly these con-

seillours ben flaterers, namely the conseillours of

grete lordes, for they enforcen hem ahvay rather

to speken plesant wordes enclining to the lordes

lust, than wordes that ben trewe or profitable :

and therfore men sayn, that the riche man hath
selde good conseil, but if he have it of himself.

And after that thou shalt consider thy frendes and
thin enemies. And as touching thy frendes, thou
shalt consider which of hem ben most feithful and
most wise, and eldest and most appreved in con-

seilling : and of hem shalt thou axe thy conseil,

as the cas requireth.

I say, that first ye shuin clepe to youre conseil

youre frendes that ben trewe. For Salomon saith :

that right as the herte of a man deliteth in savour
that is swote, right so the conseil of trewe frendes

yeveth swetenesse to the soule. He sayth also,

ther may nothing be likened to the trewe frend :

for certes gold ne silver ben not so muche worth
as the good will of a trewe frend. And eke he
sayth, that a trewe frend is a strong defence ; who
so that it findeth, certes he findeth a gret tresor.

Than shuln ye eke consider if that your trewe
frendes ben disci'ete and wise : for the book saith,

axe alway thy conseil of hem that ben wise. And
by this same reson shuln ye clepen to youre
conseil youre frendes that ben of age, swiche as

han seyn and ben expert in many thinges, and
ben appreved in conseillinges. For the book
sayth, in olde men is al the sapience, and in longc
time the prudence. And TuUius sayth, that grete
thinges ne ben not ay accomplised by strengtlie,

ne by delivernesse of body, but by good conseil,

by auctoritee of persones, and by science : the
which three thinges ne ben not feble by age, but
certes they enforcen and cneresen day by day.
And than shuln ye kepe this for a general reule.

First ye shuln clepe to youre conseil a fewe of

youre frendes that ben especial. For Salomon
saith ; many frendes have thou, but among a
thousand chese thee on to be thy conseillour. For
al be it so, that thou first ne telle thy cunseil but
to a fewe, thou mayest afterwarde tt-11 it to mo
folk, if it be nede. But loke alway that thy con-

seillours have thilke three conditions that I have
sayd before ; that is to say, that they be trewe,

wise, and of olde experience. And werke not

alway in every nede by on conseillour allone : for

somtime behoveth it to be conseilled by many.
For Salomon sayth ; salvation of thinges is wher
as ther ben many conseillours.

Now sith that I have told you of which folk yo

shulde be conseilled : now wol I teche you which
conseil ye riught to eschue. First ye shuln eseliue

the conseilling of fooles ; for Salomon sayth, Take
no conseil of a fool : for he ne can not conseille but

after his owen lust and his affection. The book
sayth, the propretee of a fool is this : He troweth

lightly harme of every man, and lightly troweth

all bountee in himself. Thou shalt eke eschue the

conseilling of all flaterers, swiche as enforcen hem
rather to preisen youre persone by flaterie, than
for to tell you the sothfastnesse of thinges.

Wherfore Tullius sayth, Among alio the pesti-

lences that ben in frendship, the gretest is flaterie.

And therfore it is more nede that thou eschue and
drede flaterers, than any other peple. The book saitli,

Thou shalt rather drede and flee fro the swoto

wordes of flatering pi-eisers, than fro the egre

wordes of thy frend that saith thee sothes. Salo-

mon saith, that the wordes of a flaterer is a snare

to caechen innocentes. He sayth also, He that

speketh to his frend wordes of swetenesse and
of plesaunce, he setteth a net beforne his feet

to caechen him. And therfore sayth Tullius,

Eneline not thin eres to flaterers, ne take no

conseil of wordes of flaterie. And Caton sayth.

Avisethee wel, and eschue wordes of swetenesse

and of plesaunce. And eke thou shalt eschue the

conseilling of thin olde enemies that ben recon-

ciled. The book sayth, that no wight retourneth

safely into the grace of his olde enemie. And
Ysope sayth, Ne trost not to hem, to which thou

hast somtime had werre or enmitee, ne telle hem
not thy conseil. And Senek telleth the cause why.

It may not be, sayth he, ther as gret fire hath

long time endured, that ther ne dvvelleth som
vapour of warmnesse. And therfore saith Salo-

mon, In thin olde foo trost thou never. For

sikerly, though thin enemie be reconciled, and

niaketh thee chere of humilitee, and louteth to

thee with his bed, ne trost him never : for certes

he maketh thilke feined humilitee more for his

profite, than for any love of thy persone ; because

that he denieth to have victorie over thy persone

by swiche feined contenance, the which victorie

he might not have by strif of werre. And Peter

Alphonse sayth ; j\Iake no felawship with thin

olde enemies, for if thou do hem bountee, they

wollen perverten it to wickednesse. And eke tlinu

must eschue the conseilling of hem that ben fiiy

servaunts, and beren thee gret reverence : for

paraventure they fein it more for drede than for

love. And therfore saith a philosophre in thi-^

wise : Ther is no wight parfitly trewe to him that

he to sore drodeth. And Tullius sayth, Ther n'is

no might so gret of any emperour tliat longe may
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endure, but if he have more love of the peple tlian

dreJe. Thou shalt also cschiie the ccnseilling of

folk that ben droiikelewe, for they ne cau no
conseil hide. For Salomon sayth, Ther u'is no
privetee ther as regneth dronkennesse. Ye shuln

also have in suspect the conseiiliug of swiche folk

as conseille you o thing prively, and conseille you
the contrarie openly. For Cassiodore sayth, That
it is a manere sleighte to hinder his enemy whan
he sheweth to don a thing openly, and werketh
prively the contrary. Thou shalt also have in

suspect the conseilling of wicked folk, for hir

conseil is alway ful of fraude. And David sayth
;

Blisful is that man that hath not fohved the con-

seilling of shrewes. Thou shalt also eschue the

conseilling of yonge folk, for hir conseilling is not

ripe, as Salomon saith.

Now, Sire, sith I have shewed you of which
folk ye shullen take youre conseil, and of which folk

ye shullen eschue the conseil, now wol I teche you
how ye shuln examine your conseil after the doc-

trine of Tullius. In examining than of your
conseillours, ye shuln considre many thinges.

Alderfirst thou shalt considre that in thilke thing

that thou purposes!, and upon what thing that
thou wolt have conseil, that veray trouthe be said

and conserved ; this is to say, telle trewely thy
tale : for he that sayth false, may not wel be con-
seilled in that cas, of which he lieth. And after

this, thou shalt considre the thinges that accorden
to that thou purposest for to do by thy conseillours,

if reson accord therto, and eke if thy might may
atteine therto, and if the more part and the better

part of thin conseillours accorden therto or no.

Than shalt thou considre what thing shal folwe
of that conseilling ; as hate, pees, werre, grace,
profile, or domage, and many other thinges : and
in alle thinges thou shalt chese the beste, and
weive alle other thinges. Than shalt thou con-
sidre of what roote is engendred the matere of thy
conseil, and what fruit it may conceive and en-
gendre. Thou shalt eke considre alle the causes,
from whennes they ben sprongen. And whan
thou hast examined thy conseil, as I have said,

and which partie is the better and more profitable,

and hast appreved it by many wise folk and olde,

than shalt thou considre, if thou mayst performe
it and niaken of it a good ende. For certes reson
wol not that any man slmlde beginne a thing, but
if he mighte performe it as him oughte : no no
wight slmlde take upon him so hevy a charge,
that he might not beren it. For the proverlie
sayth ; he that to muche embraceth distreineth
litel. And Caton saith ; assay to do swiclie thinges
as thou hast power to don, lest the charge oppresse
thee so sore, that thee behoveth to weive thing
that thou hast begonne. And if so be that thou
be in doute, whether thou mayst jjerforme a thing
or non, chese rather to sutfre than to beginne.
And Peter Alphonse sayth ; If thou hast might
td don a thing, of which thou must repente, it is

better nay than ya : this is to sayn, that thee is

better to holde thy tonge stille than for to speke.
Thau mayst thou understonde by stronger resons,
that if thou hast power to performe a werk, of
which thou shalt repente, than is thee better that
thou suffre than beginne. Wel sain they that
dcfeiiden every wiglit to assaye a thing of "which
he is in doute, whether he may performe it or non.
And after whan ye han examined ^'oure conseil.

as I have said beforne, and knowen wel that ye
moun performe your emprise, conferme it than
sadly til it be at an emle.

Now is it reson and time that I shewe you whan,
and wherfore, that ye moun chaunge your conseil,

withouten repreve. Sothly, a man may change his

purpos and his conseil, if the cause ce.seth, or whan
a newe cas betideth. For the lawe saith, that
upon thinges that newly betiden, behoveth newe
conseil. And Seneca sayth ; if thy conseil is

comen to the eres of thin enemies, chaunge thy
conseil. Thou mayst also chaunge thy conseil, if so
be that thou find that by errour, or by other cause,

harme or damage may betide. Also if thy conseil

be dishoneste, other elles come of dishoneste cause,

chaunge thy conseil : for the lawcs sain, that all

behestes that ben dishoneste ben of no value

:

and eke, if so be that it be impossible, or may not
goodly be performed or kept.

And take this for a general reule, that every
conseil that is affermed so strongly, that it may
not be chaunged for no condition that may betide,

1 say that thilke conseil is wicked.

This Melibeus, whan he had herd the doctrine

of his wif dame I'rudciice, answered in this wise.

Dame, quod he, as yet unto this time ye han wel

and covenably taught me, as in general, liow I

shal governe me in the chesing and in the with-

holding of my conseillours : but now wold I fain

that ye wold condescend in especial, and telle me
how liketh you, or what semeth you by oure con-

seilloui's that we han chosen in oure pre.sent nede.

My lord, quod she, I beseche you in alle hum-
blesse, that ye wol not wilfully replie agein my
resons, ne distempre your herte, though 1 speke
thing that you displese ; for God wote that, as in

min entente, I speke it for your beste, fi.>r youre
honour and for youre profile eke, and sothly 1 hope
that youre benignitee wol taken it in patience. And
ti'osteth me wel, quod she, that youre conseil as in

this cas ne shuldenot (as to speke proprely) be called

a conseilling, but a motion or a nieving of folic, in

which conseil ye han erred in many a sondry wise.

First and forward, ye han erred in the assembling

of youre conseillours ; for ye sholde first han cleped

a fewe folk to your con.seil, and after ye mighte

han shewed it to mo folk, if ithadde be nede. But
certes ye lian sodeinly cleped to your conseil a gret

multitude of pejjle, ful chargeant and ful anoyous

for to here. Also ye han erred, for ther as ye
shulde han only cleped to youre conseile youre

trewe freiides, olde and wise, ye han cleped straunge

folk, yonge folk, false flaterere, and enemies recon-

ciled, and folk that don you reverence withouten

love. And eke ye han erred, for ye han brought

with you to youre conseil ire, coveitise,and hastif-

nesse, the which three thinges ben contrary to

every conseil honest and profitable : the which

three thinges ye han not anientissed or destroyed,

neither in youreself ne in youre conseillours, as

you ought. Ye han erred also, for ye Iian shewed

to youre conseillours youre talent and youre affec-

tions to make werre anon, and for to do venge-

auncc, and they han espied by youre wordes to

what tiling ye ben enclined : and therfore han
they conseilled you rather to youre talent, than to

youre profile. Ye han erred also, for it semeth

that you sufficeth to han ben conseilled by thise

conseillours only, and with litel avis, wheras in so

high and so gret a nede, it had ben necessarie mo
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conseilloui's, and more deliberation to performe
your emprise. Ye ban erred also, for ye baa not

examined your conseil in the foresaid manere, ne
in due manere, as the cas I'equireth. Ye ban erred

also, for ye ban maked no division betwix youre
conseillours ; this is to sayn, betwix youre trewe
frendes and youre feiued conseillours : ne ye ban
not knowe the wille of your trewe frendes, olde

and wise, but ye ban cast alle bir wordes in an
hocbepot, and euclined your herte to the more
part and to thegi-eternombre, andtberbe ye con-

descended ; and sitb ye wot wel that men shulu

alway finde a greter nombre of fooles than of wise

men, and therfore the conseillings that ben at con-

gregations and multitudes of folk, tber as men take

more regard to the nombre, than to the sapience

of persones, ye seen wel, that in swiche conseil-

lings fooles ban the maistrie. Melibeus answered
and said agein : I graunte wel that I have erred

;

but tber as thou bast told me herebeforne, that he
n'is not to blame that chaungeth bis conseil in cer-

tain cas, and for certain and just causes, I am al

redy to cbaunge my conseil right as thou wolt de-

vise. The proverbe sayth ; for to don sinne is

mannish, but certes for to pex'severe long in sinne

is werke of the Divel.

To this sentence answered anon dame Prudence,
and saide ; examineth

(
quod she) wel your con-

seil, and let us see the which of hem ban spoken
most resonably, and taught you best conseil. And
for as muche as the examination is necessarie, let

us beginue at the Surgiens and at the Physiciens,

that first spaken in this mater. I say that Physi-

ciens and Surgiens ban sayde you in youre conseil

discretly, as hem oughte : and in bir speche saiden

ful wisely, that to the office of hem apperteineth
to don to every wight honour and profite, and no
wight to anoye. and after bir craft to don gret

diligence unto the cure of hem which that they
ban in hir governaunce. And, Su"e, right as

they ban answered wisely and discretly, right so

rede I that they be highly and soverainly guer-
doned for hir noble speche, and eke for they
shulden do the more ententif besinesse in the

cui'ation of tbj' dere doughter. For al be it so

that they ben youre frendes, therfore shullen ye
not suffren, that they serve j-ou for nought, but ye
oughte the rather guerdone hem, and shewe hem
youre largesse. And as touching the proposition,

which the Physiciens entreteden in this cas, this

is to sain, that in maladies, that a contrarie is

warished by another contrarie ; 1 wold fain

knowe how ye understonde thilke text, and what
is youre sentence. Certes, quod Melibeus, I un-
derstond it in this wise ; that right as they ban
don me a contrarie, right so shulde I don hem
another ; for right as they ban venged hem upon
me and don me wrong, right so shal I venge me
upon hem, and don hem wrong, and than have I

cured a contrarie by another.

Lo, lo, quod dame Prudence, how lightly is

every man enclined to his owen desire and his

owen plesaunce ! certes (quod she) the wordes of

the Physiciens ne shulden not ban ben under-
stonden in that wise ; for certes wicked nesse is

not contrarie to wickednesse, ne vengeannce to

vengeaunce, ne wrong to wrong, but they ben
semblable : and therfore a vengeaunce is not
warished by another vengeaunce, ne a wrong
by another wrong, but everich of liem encreseth

and aggreggeth other. But certes the wordes
of the Piiysiciens shulden ben understonde ia

this wise ; ior good and wickednesse ben two
contraries, and pees and werre, vengeaunce
and suffraunce, discord and accord, and many
other tbiiiges : but certes, wickednesse shal be
warished by goodnesse, discord by accord, werre
by pees, and so forth of other thinges. And
hereto accordeth Seint Poule the Apostle in many
places : he sayth, ne yelde not barme for barme,
ne wicked speche for wicked speche, but do wel to

him that doth to thee barme, and blesse him that

saith to thee barme. And in many other places

he amonesteth pees and accord. But now wol I

speke to you of the conseil, which that was yeven
to you by the men of lawe, and the wise folk, and
old folke, that sayden alle by on accord as ye han
herd beforne, that over alle thinges ye shuld do
youre diligence to kepe youre pei-sone, and to

warnestore your bouse : and saiden also, that in

this cas you oughte for to werchen ful avisely

and with gret deliberation. And, Sire, as to the

first point, thattoucbeth the keping of youre per-,

sone, ye sbuln understond, that he that hath
werre, shal ever more devoutly and niekely preien

beforne alle thinges, that Jesu Crist of bis mercie
wol han him in his protection, and ben his sove-

raine helping at bis nede : for certes in this world
tber is no wight that may be conseilled ne kept

suffisantly, withoute the keping of oure lord Jesu
Crist. To this sentence accordeth the Prophete
David that sayth : if God ne kepe the citee, in idel

waketh he that kepetli it. Now, Sire, than shuln

ye committe the keping of youre persone to youre
trewe frendes, that ben ai)preved and yknowe, and
of hem sbuln ye axeii helpe, youre persone for to

kepe. For Caton saith : if thou have nede of helpe,

axe it of thy frendes, for tber n'is non so good a
Physicien as thy trewe frend. And after this than
sbuln ye kepe you fro alle straunge folk, and fro

lieres, and have alway in suspect hir compaignie.

For Piers Alphonse sayth : ne take no compaignie
by the way of a straunge man, but if so be that

thou have knowen him of lenger time : and if so

be that he falle into thy compaignie paraventure

withouten thin assent, enquere than, as subtilly

as thou maist, of his conversation, and of his lif

beforne, and feine thy way, saying thou wolt go
thider as thou wolt not go : and if he here a
spere, hold thee on the right side, and if he here

a swerd, hold thee on his left side. And after this

than shuln ye kepe you wisely from all swiche

manere peple as I have sayed before, and hem
and hir conseil eschue. And after this than sbuln

ye kepe you in swiche manere, that for any pre-

sumption of youre strengthe, that ye ne despise

not, ne account not the might of your adversary

so lite, that ye let the keping of youre persone

for your presumption ; for every wise man
dredeth his enemie. And Salomon sayth ; welful

is he that of alle hath drede ; For certes he that

thurgh the hardinesse of bis herte, and thurgh

the hardinesse of himself, hath to gret presump-
tion, him shal evil betide. Than shulu je eveinio

countrewaite emboyssements, and alle espiaile.

For Senek sayth, that the wise man that dredeth

harmes, esehueth harmes ; ne be ne faileth iiitc

perils, that perils esehueth. And al be it so, that

it seme that thou art in siker place, yet sbalt thou

alway do thy diligence in keping of thy persone
;
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this is to sayn, ne be not negligent to kcpe thin

persone, not only fi'o thy gretest enemy, but also

fro thy Icste enemy. Scnek suyth : a man that is

wel avised, he dredeth his leste cnemie. Ovide
saytli, that the litel wesel wol slee the gret boll

and the wilde hart. And the book saytli ; a

litel thorne may prikke a king I'ul sore, and a litel

hound wol hold the wilde bore. But natheles, I

say not thou shalt be so coward, that thou doute

wher as is no drede. The book .saith, that som
men [han taught hir dcceivour, for they ban to

muche dreded] to be deceived. Yet shalt thou

drede to be empoysoned; and [therfore .shalt thou]

kepe thee fro the compagnic of scorncrs : for the

book sayth, with ^corners ne make no compagnie,
but flee hir wordes as venime.
Now as to the second point, wheras j'ourc wise

conseillours conseilled you to warnestoi'o your
hous with gret diligence, I wolde fain know-e how
tliat ye understode thilke wordes, and what is

youre sentence.

Melibeus answered and saide ; Cei'tes I under-
stond it in this wise, that I- shal waruestore min
hous with toures, swic-ho aslian castclles and other

manere edifices, and armure, and artelries, by
which thingcs I may my persone and myji hous so

kepen and defenden, that min enemies shuln ben
in drede min Iious for to approehe.
To this sentence answered anon Prudence.

Warnestoring (quod she) of heighe toures and of

grete edifices, is with grete costages and with
grete travaille ; and whan that they ben accom-
pliced, yet ben they not worth a stre, but if they
ben defended by trewe frendes, that ben olde and
wise. And understonde wel, that the greteste

and strongeste garneson that a riche man may
have, as w-el to kepen his persone as his goodes,
is, that he be beloved with his subgets, and with
his neighebourcs. For thus sayth Tullius, that ther
is a maner garneson, that no man may vcnquish
ne discomfite, and that is a lord to be beloved
of his citizeins, and of his peplc.

Now, Sire, as to the thridde point, wheras youre
olde and wise conseillours sayden, that you ne
oughte not sodeinly ne hastily proceden in this

nede, but that you oughte purveyen and appareilen

you in this cas, with gret diligence and gret de-

liberation ; trewely, I trowe, that they sayden
right wisely and right soth. For Tullius sayth : in

every r.ede er thou beginne it, appareile thee with
gret diligence. Than say I, that in vengeaunce
taking, in werre, in bataille, and in warnestoring,

er thou beginne, I rede that thou appareile tliee

therto, and do it with gret deliberation. For Tullius

Sayth, that longe apparelling tofore the bataille,

maketh short victorie. And Cassiodorus sayth : the
garneson is stronger, whan it is longe time avised.

But now let us speken of the conseil that was
accorded by youre neigheboures, swiche as don
you reverence withouten love

; youre olde
enemies reconciled

; your flatereres, that con-
seilled you certain thinges prively, and openly
conseilled you the contrarie ; the yonge folk also,

that conseilled you to venge you, and to make
werre anon. Certes, Sii-e, as I have sayde beforne,
ye han gretly erred to han cleped swiche maner
folk to youre conseil, which conseillours ben
ynough reproved by the resons aforesaid. But
natheles, let us now descende to the special. Ye
shul first proceden after the doctrine of Tullius.

Certes the troutlie of this materc or of this conseil

ncdeth not diligently to enquere, for it is wel w-ist,

which they ben that han don to you tliis trospas

and vilanio, and how many trespasours, and in

what manere they han don to you all this wrong,
and all this vilanie. And after this, than shuhiye
exan;ine tlie second condition, which that the
same Tullius addeth in this matere. For Tullius

putteth a thing, which that he clejicth consenting :

this is to sayn, who ben they, and which ben they,

and how many, that conscnten to thy conseil in

thy wilfuhiesse, to don hastif vengeaunce. And
let us considre also who hen they, and how many
ben they, and which ben they, that consenteden
to youre adversaries. As to the first point, it

is wel knowen whicli folk they be that consent-

eden to youre wilfulnesse. For trewely, all the

that conseileden you to makcn sodein werre, ne
ben not youre frendes. Let us now considre

which ben they that ye holdcn so gretly youre
frendes, as to youre persone : for al be it so that

ye be mighty and riche, certes ye ne ben but

allone : for certes ye ne han no child but a
doughfer, ne ye ne han no brethren, ne cosins

germains, ne non other nigh kinrede, v/herfore

that youre enemies for drede shulde stinte to plede

with you, or to destroye youre persone. Ye
knowen also, that your richesses moten ben di-

spended in divei-se pai'ties ; and whan that every

wight hath his part, they ne wollen taken but litel

regard to venge youre deth. But thin enemies

ben thi'ee, and they han many brethren, children,

cosins, and other nigh kinrede : and though so

were, that thou haddest slain of hem two or three,

yet dwellen ther ynow to wreken hir deth, and to

slee thy persone. And though so be that youre

kinrede be more stedefast and siker than the kin

of your adversaries, yet natheles y^ure kinrede is

but a fer kinrede ; they ben but litel sibbe to you,

and the kin of youre enemies ben nigh sibbe to

hem. And certes as in that, liir condition is

better than youres. Than let us considre also of

the conseilling of hem that conseilled you to take

sodein vengeance, whetlier it accorde to reson :

and certes, ye knowe wel, nay ; for as by right

and re.son, ther may no man taken vengeaunce on

no wight, but the juge that hath the jurisdiction

of it, whan it is ygraunted him to take thilke ven-

geaunce hastily, or attemprely, as the lawe

requireth. And yet moi'eover of thilke word that

Tullius clepeth consenting, thou shalt considre, if

thy might and thy power may conscnte and suffice

to thy wilfulnesse, and to thy conseillours : and

certes, thou mayest wel say, that nay ; for sikerly,

as for to speke proprely, we moun do nothing but

only swiche thing as we moun don rightfully : and

certes rightfully ye ne mowe take no vengeance,

as of your propre auctoritee. Than mowe ye sen

that your power ne consenteth not, ne accordeth

not to youre wilfulnesse. Now let us examine

the thridde point, that Tullius clepeth consequent.

Thou shalt understonde, that the vengeaunce that

thou purposes! for to take, is the consequent,

and therof folweth another vengeance, peril, and

werre, and other damages withouten nombre, of

which we ben not ware, as at this time. And as

touching the fourthe point, that Tullius clepeth

engendring, thou shalt consider, that this wrong
which that is don to thee, is engendred of the

hate of thin enemies, and of the vengeaunce taking
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upon that wold engender another vengeaunce, and
niuchel sorwe and wasting of richesses, as I sayde
ere.

Now, sire, as to the point, that Tullius clepeth

causes, wliich tliat is the last point, thou shalt

understonde, that the wrong that thou hast re-

ceived, hath certaine causes, which that clerkes

clepen oriens, and ejficiens, and causa longinqua,

and causa propinqua, this is to sayn, the fer

cause, and the nigh cause. The fer cause is

almighty God, that is cause of alle thinges : the

ner cause, is thin three enemies ; the cause ac-

cidental was hate ; the cause material, hen the

live woundes of thy doughter ; the cause formal,

is the maner of hir werking, that broughten lad-

ders, and clomhen in at thy windowes ; the cause
final was for to slee thy doughter ; it letted not in

as muche as in hem was. But for to speke of the

fer cause, as to what ende they shuln come, or
what sha! finally betide of hem in this cas, ne can
I notdeme, but by conjectingand supposing : forwe
shuln suppose, that they shuln come to a wicked
ende,beeausethat the book ofDecrees sayth : Selden
or with gret peine ben causes ybrought to a good
ende, whan they ben badly begonne.
Now, Sire, if men wold axon me, why that God

Buffred men to do you this vilanie, certes I can
not wel answer, as for no sothfastnesse. For the

Apostle sayth, that the sciences, and the juge-

ments of oure Lord God Almighty ben ful depe
;

ther may no man comprehend ne serche hem suf-

fisantly. Natheles, by certain presumptions and
conjectings, I hold and beleve, that God, which
that is ful of justice and of rightwisenesse, hath
suffered this betide, by just cause resonable.
Thy name is Melibee, this is to sayn, a man that

drinketh hony. Thou hast dronke so muche hony
of swete temporel richesses, and delices, and
honours of this world, that thou art dronken, and
hast forgotten Jesu Crist thy creatour : thou ne
hast not don to him swiche honour and reverence
as thee ought, ne thou ne hast wel ytaken kepe to
the wordes of Ovide, that sayth : Under the honey
of the goodes of thy body is hid the venime that
sleth the soule. And Salomon sayth : If thou hast
founden hony, ete of it that sutficeth ; for if thou
ete of it out of mesure, thou shalt spewe, and be
nedy and poure. And peraventure Crist hath thee
in despit, and hath tourned away fro thee his face,
and his eres of misericorde ; and also he hath
suffred, that thou hast ben punished in the manere
that thou hast ytrespased. Thou hast don sinne
again oui-e Lord Crist, for certes the three enemies
of mankind, that is to sayn, the flesh, the fend, and
the world, thou hast suffred hem entre into thin
herte wilfully, by the windowes of thy body, and
hast not defended thyself sufKsantly agein hir
assautes, and hir temptations, so that they han
wounded thy soule in five places, this is to sayn
the dedly sinnes that ben entred into thyn herte
by thy five wittes : and in the same manere our
Lord Crist hath wold and suffred, that thy three
enemies ben entred into thyn hous by the win-
dowes, and han ywounded thy doughter in the
foresayd manere.

Certes, quod Melibee, I see wel that ye enforce
you muchel by wordes to overcomen me, in swiche
manere, that I shal not venge me on mine enemies,
shewing me the perils and the evils that mightcn
falle of this vengeaunce : but who so wolde cousidre

in alle vengeaunces the perils and evils that mighten
sue of vengeaunce taking, a man wold never take

vengeaunce, and that were harnie : for by the

vengeaunce taking ben the wicked men dissevered

fro the goode men. And they that han will to do
wickednesse, i-estreinen hir wicked purpos, whan
they sen the punishing and the chastising of the

trespasours. [To this answered dame Prudence :

Certes, quod she, 1 graunteyou that of vengeaunce
taking cometh muche evil and muche good ; but

vengeaunce taking apperteineth not to everich on,

but only to juges, and to hem that han the juris-

diction over the trespasours
; ] and yet say I more,

that right as a singuler persone sinneth in taking

vengeaunce of another man, right so sinneth the

juge, if he do no vengeaunce of hem that it han
deserved. For Senek sayth tlms : That maister (he

sayth) is good, that preveth shrewes. And Cassio-

dore saith : A man dredeth to do outrages, whan
he wot and knoweth, that it displeseth to the juges

and soveraines. And another sayth : The juge

that dredeth to do right, maketh men shrewes.

And Seint Poule the Apostle sayth in his Epistle,

whan he writeth unto the Romaines, that the juges

beren not the spere withouten cause, but they

beren it to punishe the shrewes and misdoers, and
for to defende the goode men. If ye wiln than take

vengeaunce of youre enemies, ye shuln retourne

or have your recours to the juge, that hath the juris-

diction upon hem, and he shal punishe hem, as the

lawe axeth and requireth.

A, sayd Melibee, this vengeaunce liketh me
nothing. I bethink me now, and take hede how
that fortune hath norished me fro my childhode,

and hath holpen me to passe many a stronge pas :

now wol I assayen hire, trowing, with Goddes helpe,

that she shal helpe me my shame for to venge.

Certes, quod Prudence, if ye wol werke by my
conseil, ye shuln not assaye fortune by no way :

ne ye ne shuln not lene or bowe unto hire, after

the wordes of Senek ; for thinges that ben folily

don, and tho that ben don in hope of fortune, shuln

never come to good ende. And as the same Senek
sayth : The more clere and the more shining that

fortune is, the more brotel and the soner broke she

is. Trusteth not in hire, for she n'is not stedefast

ne stable : for whan thou trowest to be most siker

and seure of hire helpe, she wol faille and deceive

thee. And wheras ye sayn, that fortune hath

norished you fro youre childhode, I say that ui so

muchel ye shuln the lesse truste in hire, and in

hire wit. For Senek saith : What man that is

norished by fortune, she maketh him a gret fool.

Now than sin ye desire and axe vengeaunce, and
the vengeaunce, that is don after the lawe and
before the juge, ne liketh you not, and the ven-

geaunce, that is don in hope of fortune, is perilous

and uncertain, than have ye non other remedie,

but for to have your recours unto the soveraine

juge, that vengeth alle vilanies, and wronges ; and
he shal venge you, after that himself witnesseth,

wheras he saith ; Leveth the vengeaunce to me,
and I shal do it.

Melibeus answered : If I ne venge me of the

vilanie that men han don to me, I sompue or warne
hem, that han don to me vilanie, and alle other,

to do me another vilanie. For it is written; If

thou take no vengeaunce of an olde vilany, thou

sompnest thin adversaries to do thee a newe vilanie :

and also for my suffraunce, men wolden do me so
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muclie vilaiiie, tliat I might neither here it ne sus-

teine ; and so sliulde 1 bcu put and holilen over

lowe. For soni men sain, In muehol sutt'ring slnd

many thinges ialle unto thee, wliich thou shalt not

mowe sutt're.

Certes, quod Prudence, I graunte you wel, tliat

overniuchel suffraunce is not good, but yet ne fol-

weth it not therot", tliat every persone to whon»
men don vilanie, shuld take of it veiigeaunce : for

that apperteineth and longeth all only to the juges,

for they shul venge the vilanies and injuries : and
therfore tho two auctoritees, that ye lian sayd

above, ben only undei'stonden in the juges : for

whan they sutfren ovcrmuchel the wronges and
vilanies to be don, withoutcn punishing, they

sompne not a man all only for to do newe wronges,

but they commaunden it : al so as a wise man
sayth, that the juge that correcteth not tlie sinner,

commaundeth and biddeth him do siniie. And the

juges and soverainesmighten in hir lond so muche
suffre of the shrewes and misdoers, that they
shulden by swiclie suffraunce, by proces of time,

wexen of swiche power and might, that they shuld
putte out the juges and the soveraines from hir

places, and atte laste maken hem lose hir lord-

shippes.

But now let us putte, that ye have leve to venge
you : I say ye be not of might and power, as now
to venge you : for if ye wol maken comparison
unto the might of youre adversaries, ye shuln
finde in many thinges, that I have shewed you er
this, that hir condition is better than youres, and
therfore say I, that it is good as now, that ye
Buffre and be patient.

Forthermore ye knowen wel, that after the

commune saw, it is a woodnesse, a man to strive

with a stronger, or a more mighty man than he is

himself ; and for to strive with a man of even
strengthe, that is to say, with as strong a man as

he is, it is peril ; and for to strive with a weker
man, it is folic ; and therfore shulde a man fiee

striving, a-s muchel as he mighte. For Salomon
sayth : It is a gret worship to a man to kepc him
fro noise and strif. And if it so happc,.thata
man of greter mighte and strengthe than thou
art, do thee grevaunce : studie and besie thee
rather to stille the same grevaunce, than for to

venge thee. For Senek sayth, that he puttetli

him in a grete peril, that striveth with a greter
man than he is himself. And Caton sayth ; If a
man of higher estat or degree, or more mighty
than thou, do thee anoye or grevance, suffre him :

for he that ones hath greved thee, may another
time releve thee and helpe thee. Yet sette I cas,

ye have bothe might and licence for to venge you,
I say that ther ben ful many thinges that shuln
restreine you of vengeance taking, and make you
for to encline to suffre, and for to han patience in

the wronges that han ben don to you. First and
forward, if ye wol considre the defautes that ben
in youre owen persone, for which defautes God
hath suffred you have this tribulation, as I have
sayd to you herebeforne. For the Poete sayth,
that we oughten patiently taken the tribulations
that comen to us, whan that we thinken and con-
sideren, that we han deserved to have hem. And
Seint Gregorie sayth, that whan a man considereth
wel tlie nombre of his defautes and of his sinnes,
the peines and the tribulations that he sufforeth
semen the lesse unto him. And in as muche as

him thinketh his sinnes more lievy and grevous'
in so muche semeth his peine the lighter and the
esier unto him. Also ye owen to encline and
bowe youre herte, to take the patience of oure
Lord Jesu Crist, as sayth Seint Peter in his

Epistles. Jesu Crist (he saith) liath suffred for
us, and yeven ensample to every man to folwe and
sue him, for he dide never siiiiie, ne never came
ther a vilains word out of his mouth. W ban
men cursed him, he cursed hem nought ; and
whan men beten him, he manaced hem nought.
Also the gret patience, which Seintes, that ben in

Paradis, han had in tribulations that they han
suffred, withouten hir desert or gilt, oughte
nmchel stirre you to patience. Fortiiermore, ye
shulde enforce you to have patience, considering

that the tribulations of this world but litel while

endure, and sone passed ben and gon, and the

joye that a man seketh to han by j)atience in tri-

bulations is perdurable ; after that the Apostle
sayth in his Epistle ; the joye of God, lie sayth, is

perdurable, that is to sayn, everlasting. Also
troweth and beleveth stcdfastly, that he n'is not
wel ynorished ne wel ytaught, that cannot have
patience, or wol not receive patience. For Salo-

mon sayth, that the doctrine and wit of a man is

knowen by patience. And in another place he
sayetii, that he that is patient, governeth him by
gret prudence. And the same Salomon saith :

The angrie and wrathful man maketh noises, and
the patient man attemprcth and stilleth hem. He
saith also. It is more worth to be patient than for

to be right strong. And he that may have the

lordshipe of his owen lurte, is more to preise,

than he that by his force or strengthe taketh gret

citees. And therfore sayth Seint James in his

Epistle, that patience is a gret vertue of perfection.

Certes, quod Melibee, I graunte you. Dame
Prudence, that jiatience is a gret vertue of perfec-

tion, but every man may not have the perfection

that ye seken, ne I am not of the nombre of the

right parfit men : for min herte may never be iu

pees, unto the time it be venged. And al be it

so, that it was gret peril to min enemies to do me
a vilanie in taking vengeaunce upon me, yet

token they non hede of tlie peril, but fulfillcden

hir wicked will and hii' corage : and therfore me
thinketh men oughten not repreve me, though I

})ut me in a litel peril for to venge me, and though

I do a gret excesse, that is to sayn, that 1 venge
on outrage by anotlier.

A, quod Dame Prudence, ye sayn your will and
as you liketli ; but in no cas of the world a man
shulde not don outrage ne excesse, for to vengen
him. For C'assiodore sayth, that as evil doth he

that vengeth him by outrage, as he that doth the

outrage. And therfore ye shuln venge you after

the ordre of right, that is to sayn, by the lawe,

and not by excesse, ne by outrage. And also if

ye wol venge you of the outrage of youre adver-

saries, in other manere than right commaundeth,
ye sinnen. And therfore sayth Senek, that a man
-shal never venge shrewcdnesse by shrewednesse.

And if ye say that riglit axeth a man to defende

violence by violence, and fighting by fighting

:

certes ye say sotli, wlian the defence is don with-

outen intervalle, or withouten tarying or delay,

for to defende him, and not for to venge. And it

behoveth, that a man putte swiche attemperaunce
in his defence, that men have no cause uc mater

1 2
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to repreve hira, that defeudetli him, of outrage
and excesse, for elles were it againe reson.

Parde ye knowen wel, that ye inalcen no defence

as now, for to defende you, but for to venge you :

and so sheweth it, that ye han no will to do youre
dede attemprely : and therfore me thinketh that

patience is good. For Salomon sayth, that he
that is not patient, slial have gret harme.

Certes, quod Melibee, I graunto you, that whan
a man is impatient and wi-othe of that that touch-
eth him not, and that apperteineth not unto him,
though it harme him it is no wonder. For the

lawe saith, that he is coupable that entremeteth or
medleth with swiche thing, as apperteineth not
imto him. And Salomon saith, that he tliat en-

tremeteth of the noise or strif of another man, is like

to him that taketh a straunge hound by the eres :

for right as he that taketh a straunge hound by
the eres is otherwhile bitten with the hound, right

in the same wise, it is reson that he have harme,
that by his impatience medleth him of the noise

of another man, wheras it apperteineth not unto
him. But ye knowe wel, that this dede, that is to

sayn, my greef and ray disese, toucheth me right

nigh. And therfore though I be wroth and im-
patient, it is no mervaille : and (saving your grace)
I cannot see that it might gi'etly harme me, though
I took vengeaunce, for I am richer and more
mighty than min enemies ben : and wel knowe ye,

that by money and by having grete possessions,

ben alle thinges of this world governed. And
Salomon sayth, that alle thinges oljeye to money.
Whan Prudence had herd hire husbond avaunte

him of his richesse and of his money, dispreising

the power of his adversaries, she, spake and sayd
in this wise : Certes, dere Sir», I graunte you that
ye ben riche and mighty, and that riehesses ben
good to hem that han v/el ygeten hem, and that
wel conne usen hem. For right as the body of a
man may not liven withouten soul, no more may
it liven withouten temporel goodes, and by riehesses
may a man gete him grete frendes. And thei'-

fore sayth Pamphilus : If a netherdes dour;hter
(he sayth) be riche, she may chese of a thousand
men, which she wol take to hire husbond : for of
a thousand men on wol not forsaken hire ne
refusen hire. And this Pamphilus saith also :

If thou be right happy, that is to sayn, if thou be
right riche, thou shalt finde a gret nombre of
felawes and frendes ; and if thy fortune chaunge,
that thou wexe poure, farewel frendshipe and
felawshipe, for thou shalt be al allone withouten
anycompaignie,butif it be the compaignie of poure
folk. And yet sayth this Pamphilus moreover,
that tliey that ben bond and thralle of linage, shuln
be made worthy and noble by riehesses. And
right so as by riehesses ther comen many goodes,
riglit so by poverte come ther many harmes and
eviles : for gret poverte constreineth a man to do
many eviles. And therfore clepeth Cassiodore
ptnerte the moder of mine, that is to sayn, the
nioder of overthrowing or falling doun. And
therfore sayth Piers Alphonse : on of the gretest
adversitees of this world, is whan a free man by
kinde, or of birthe, is constreined by poverte to
eten the almesse of liis eneniie. And the same
sayth Innocent in on of his bookes : he sayth, that
sorw efu! and mishappy is the condition of a poure
begger, for if he axe not his mete, he dieth for
lumger, and if he axe, he dieth for shame : and

algates necessitee constreineth him to axe. And
therfore sayth Salomon^ tiiat better it is to die,

than for to ha,ve swiche poverte. And as the same
Salomon sayth : Better it is to die of bitter deth,

than for to liven in swiche wise. Bythiseresons that

I have said unto you, and by many other resons

that I coude saye, I graunte you that riches.ses

beu good to hem that wel geten hem, and to hem
that wel usen tho riehesses : and tiierfore wol I

shewe you how ye sliuln behave you in gadering
of youre riehesses, and in what manere ye shuln
usen hem.

First, ye shuln geten hem withouten gret desu",

by good leiser, sokin^ly, and not over hastifly, for

a man that is to desiring to gete riehesses, aban-
doneth him first to thefte and to alle other eviles.

And tlicrfore sayth Salomon : He that hasteth

him to besily to wexe riche, he shal be non inno-

cent. He sayth also, that the richesse that hastily

cometh to a man, sone and lightly goeth and
passeth from a man, but that richesse that cometh
litel and litel, wexeth alway and multiplieth. And,
Sire, }'e shulen gete riehesses by youre wit and by
youre travaille, unto your profite, and that with-

outen wrong or harme doing to any other persone.
For the lawe sayth : Ther maketh no man himself

riche, if he do harme to another wight ; this is to

say, that nature defendeth and forbedeth by right,

that no man make himself riche, unto the harme
of another persone. And Tullius sayth, that no
sorwe, ne no drede of deth, ne nothing that may
falle unto a man, is so muchel ageins nature, as a
man to encrese his owen profite, to harme of

another man. And though the grete men and the
mighty men geten riehesses more lightly than thou,

yet shalt thou not ben idel ne slowe to do thy

profite, for thou shalt in alle wise flee idelnesse.

For Salomon sayth, that idehiesse techeth a man
to do many eviles. And the same Salomon sayth,

that he that travailleth and besieth him to tilleu

his lond, shal ete bred : but he that is idel, and
casteth him to no besinesse ne occupation, shal

falle into poverte, and die for hunger. And he

that is idel and slow, can never find covenable

time for to do his profite. For ther is a versifiour

sayth, that the idel man excuseth him in Winter,

because of the grete cold, and in Summer by en-

cheson of the hete. For thise causes, sayth Caton,

waketh, and enclineth you not over muchel to

slepe, for over muchel reste norisheth and causeth

many vices. And therfore sayth Seint Jerome
;

Doeth som good dedes, that the devil which i-

oure enemie, ne finde you not unoccupied, for tin

devil ne taketh not lightly unto his werldug swiche

as he findeth occupied in goode werkes.

Than thus in geting riehesses ye musten flee

idelnesse. And afterward ye shuln usen the

riche.sses, which ye han geten by youre wit and
by youre travaille, in swiche manere, that men
holde you not to scarce ne to sparing, ne fool-

large, that is to say, over large a spender : f

right as men blamen an avaricious man, becau-

of his scarcitee and chincherie, in the same w,

is he to blame, that spendeth over largely. A i

therfore saith Caton : Use (sayth he) theriche.-^-

that thou hast ygeten in swiche manere, tli.it

men have no matere ne cause to calle thee notlier

wretche ne chinche : for it is a gret shame to a

man to have a poure herte and a riche purse.

He sayth also : the goodes that thou hast ygeten.
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use hem by niesure, that is to sayn, spende mesu-
rabiy ; for they that folily wasteii and dispeuden

the goodes that they han, whan tliey han no more
propre of liir owcn,than they shapen hem to take

the goodes of another man. I say tlian that ye
shuhi flee avarice, using youre richesses in swiche

mancrc, tliat men sayn not that your richesses

ben ybericd, but that ye have hem in youre
miglit, and in youre welding. For a wise man
repreveth the avaricious man, and sayth thus in

two vers. Wherto and why berieth a man his

goodes by his gret avarice, and knoweth we!, that

nedes must he die, for deth is the end of every
man, as in this present lif I and for what cause or

encheson joineth he him, or kuitteth he him so fast

unto his goodes, that alle his wittes mown not dis-

severen him, or dcparten him from his goodes,

and knoweth wel, or oughte to knowc, that whan
he is ded, he shal nothing Ijere with him out of

this world ? And therfore saytli Seint Augustine,

that the avaricious man is likened unto helle, that

the more it swalweth, the more desir it hatli to

swalwe and devoure. And as wel as ye wolde
eschue to be called an avaricious man or chinche,

as wel shulde ye kepe you and governe you in

swiche a wise, that men calle you not f^ol-large.

Therfore saith Tullius : The goodes of tliin hous
ne sliulde not ben hid ne kept so close, but that

they might ben opened by pitee and debonairetee
;

that is to sayn, to yeve hem part that han gret

nede ; ne thy goodes shulden not ben so open, to

be every manncs goodes. Afterward, in getiiig

of youre richesses, and in using of hem, ye shuJn
alway have three thinges in youre herte, that is

to say, oux'e Lord God, conscience, and good name.
First, ye shuln have God in youre herte, and for

no richesse ye shuln do no thing, which may in

any mancre displese God that is your creatour
and maker. For after the word of Salomon, it is

better to have a litel good with love of God, tlian

to have muchel good, and lese the love of his Lord
God. And the Prophete sayth, That better it is

to ben a good man, and have litel good and
tresor, than to be holden a shrewe, and have grete
richesses. And yet I say forthermore, that ye
sliulden alway do youre besinesse to gete you
richesses, so that ye gete hem with good con-
science. Aud tlie Apostle sayth, that ther n'is

thing in this world of which we shulden have so
gret joye, as whan oure conscience bei-eth us good
witnesse. And the wise man sayth : The sub-
staunce of a man is ful good, whan sinne is not in

inannes conscience. Afterward, in geting of youre
richesses, and in using of hem, ye must have gret
besinesse and gret diligence, that.youi-e.good name
be alway kept and conserved. For Salomon
sayth, that betcr it is, and more it avaiieth a man
to have a good name, than for to have grete
richesses : and therfore he sayth in another place :

Do grete dihgence (saith Salomon) in keping of

thy frendes, and of thy good name, for it shal
lenger abide with thee, than any tresor, be it never
so precious. And certes, he shulde not be called

a Gentilman, that after God and good- conscience,
alle thinges left, ne doth his diligence aud besi-

nesse, to kepen his good name. And Cassiodore
sayth, that it is a signe of a gentil herte, whan a
m.in loveth and desireth to have a good name.
And therfore sayth Seint Augustine, that ther
! en two thinges that arn right necessarie and

ncdeful ; and that is good conscience, and good los ;

that is to sayn, good conscience to thin owen pcr-

sone inward, and good los for thy neighebour

outward. And he that trosteth him so muchel in

his good conscience, that lie despiseth and settetli

at nought his good name or los, and recketii not

though he kepe not his good name, n'is but a cruel

cherl.

Sire, now have I shewed you how ye shulden do

in geting richesses, and how ye shuln usen hem :

and I sec wel that for the trust that ye han in

youre richesses, ye wihi nicve werro and bataille.

I conseille you that ye beginnc no bataille ir-

werre, in trust of youre richesses, for they ne suf-

ficen not werres to mainteine. And therfore sayth

a Philosophre : That man that desireth and wul

algates han werre, shal never have suffisawncc :

for the richer that he is, the greter dispences must
he make, if he wol have worship and victorie.

And Salomon saith, that the greter richesses that

a man hath, the mo dispendoiii-s he hath. And,
dere Sire, al be it so, that for your richesses ye

moun have muchel folk, yet behoveth it not, ne it

is not good to beginne werre, wheras ye moun in

otiier manere have pees, unto youre worship and

profile : for the victorie of batailles that ben in

this world, lith not in gret nombre or multitude of

peple, ne in the vertue of man, but it lith in the

will and in the bond of oure Lord God almighty.

And therfore Judas Machabeus, which was Goddes
knight, whan he shulde fighte again his adversarie,

that liadde a greter nombre and a greter multitude

of folk, and sti-enger than was the peple of this

Machabee, yet he recomfortcd his litel compaignie,

and sayde right in this wise : Al so lightly (sayde

he) may our Lord God almighty yeve victorie to

a fewe folk, as to many folk ; for the victorie of a

bataille cometh not by the gret nombre of peple,

but it cometh from oure Lord God of heven. Aud,

dere Sire, for as muchel as ther is no man certaine,

if it be worthy that God yeve him victorie or not,

after that Salomon sayth, therfore every man
shulde gretly drede werres to beginne : and be-

cause that in batailles fallen many perils, and it

happeth other while, that as sone is the gret man
slain, as the litel man ; and, as it is ywritten in

the second book of Kingos, the dcdes of batailles

ben aventurous, and nothing certain, for as lightly

is on hurt with a spere as another ; and for tlier

is gret peril in werre ; therfore shulde a man floe

and eschue werre in as mucliel as a man may
goodly. For Salomon sayth : He that loveth peril,

shal fallc in peril.

After that dame Prudence had spoken in this

manere, Melibee answerd and saide : I see w<!,

dame Prudence, that by youre faire wordes and

by youre rosons, that ye han shewed me, that the

werre liketh you nothing : but I have not yet herd

your conseil, how I shal do in this nede.

Certes, quod she, I conseille you that ye accorde

with youre adversaries, and that ye have pees witli

hem. For Seint James sayth in his Epistle, that

by Concorde and pees, the smale richesses wexen

grete, and by debat and discorde grete richesses

fallen doun. And ye knowen wel, that on of the

gretest and moste soveraine thing, that is in this

world, is unitee and pees. And therfore sayde

oure Lord Jcsu Crist to his Apostles in this wise :

Wel happy and blessed ben they that loven and

purcbasen pees, for they bcu called the children of
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God. A, quod Melibee, now see I wel, that ye
loven not min honour, ne my worshipe. Ye
knowen wel that min adversaries ban begonne
this debat and lirige by hir outrage, and ye see

wel, that they ne requeren ne prayen me not of

pees, ne they axen not to be reconciled ; wol ye
than that I go and meke me, and obeye me to hem,
and crie hem mercie ? Forsoth that were not my
worshipe : for right as men sayn, that overgret

homliuesse engendreth dispreising, so fareth it by
to gret humilitee or mekeuesse.
Than began dame Prudence to make semblaunt

of wrathe, and sayde : Certes, Sire, (^sauf your
grace) I love youre honour and youre profite, as I

do min owen, and ever have don
;
ye, ne non other

seyn never the contrary : and if I had sayde, that

ye shulde han purchased the pees and the recon-

ciliation, 1 ne hadde not muchel mistake me, ne
sayde amis. For the Wise man sayth : The dis-

seution beginneth by another man, and the recon-

ciling begiuneth by th^'self. And the Prophete
saith : Flee shrewednesse and do goodnesse ; seke

pees and folwe it, in as muchel as in thee is. Yet
say I not, that ye shuln rather pursue to youre
adversaries for pees, than they shuln to you : for

I know wel that ye ben so hard-herted, that ye
wol do nothing for me ; and Salomon sayth : he
that hath over hard an herte, atte laste he shal

mishappe and mistide.

Whan Melibee had herd dame Prudence make
semblaunt of wi-atli, he sayde in this wise. Dame,
I pray you that ye be not displesed of thinges that

I say, for I knowe wel that I am angry and wroth,
and that is no wonder ; and they that ben wroth,
woten not wel what they don, ne what they sayn.
Therfore the Prophete sayth, that troubled eyen
han no clere siglite. But sayth and conseilleth

me as you liketh, for I am redy to do right as ye
wol desire. And if ye repreve nie of my folie, I

am the more holden to love you and to preise you.
For Salomon saith, that he that repreveth him
that doth folie, he shal find greter grace, than he
that deceiveth him by swete wordes.
Than sayde Dame Prudence ; I make no sem-

blaunt of wrath ne of anger, but for youre grete
profite. For Salomon saith : he is more worth,
that repreveth or chideth a fool for his folie,

shewing him semblaunt of wrath, than he that
supporteth him and preiseth him in his misdoing,
and laugheth at his folie. And this same Salomon
saith afterward, that by the sorweful visage of a
man, that is to sayn, by the sory and hevy coun-
tenance of a man, the fool correcteth and amendeth
himself.

Than said Melibee ; I shal not conne answere
unto so many faii-e resons as ye putten to me and
shewen : sayth shortly youre will and youre con-
seil, and I am al redy to performe and fulfiile it.

Than Dame Prudence discovered all hire will

unto him and saide : I conseille you, quod she,
above alle thinges that ye make pees betwene God
and you, and be reconciled unto him and to his

grace, for as I have sayde you herebeforen, God
hath suffered you to have this tribulation and
disese for youre siimes : and if ye do as I say you,
God wol sende youre adversaries unto you, and
make hem falle at youre feet, redy to do youre
will and youre commaundements. For Salomon
sayth ; whan the condition of man is plesaunt and
liking to God, he chaungeth the hertes of the

mannes adversaries, and constreineth hem to be-

sechen him of pees and of grace. And I pray
you let me speke with your advei-sai-ies in privee

place, for tliey shuln not knowe that it be of youre
will or youre assent ; and than, whan I knowe hir

will and hir entente, I may conseille you the more
seurely.

Dame, quod Melibeus, doth youre will and youre
liking, for I putte me holly in youi-e disposition

and ordinaunce.
Than Dame Prudence, when she sey the good

will of hire husbond, delibered unto hire, and toke

avis in hii'e self, thinking how she might bring

this nede unto goode ende. And whan she sey

hire time, she sent for thise adversaries to come
unto hire in to a privee place, and shewed wisely

unto hem the grete goodes that comen of peeSj

and the grete harmes and perils that ben in

werre ; and saide to hem, in a goodly manere,
how that hem oughte have gret repentaunce of

the injuries and wronges, that they hadden don to

Melibeus liii-e lord, and unto hire and to hire

doughter.

And whan they herden the goodly wordes of

Dame Prudence, they weren so surprised and
ravished, and hadden so gret joye of hire, that

wonder was to telle. A, lady, quod they, ye have
shewed unto us the blessing of swetenesse, after

the saying of David the Prophete ; for the recon-

ciling, which we be not worthy to have in no
manere, but we oughten requeren it with grete

contrition and humilitee, ye of youre gi-ete good-

nesse have presented unto us. Now see we wel,

that the science and conning of Salomon is ful

trewe ; for he saith, that swete wordes multiplien

and encresen frendes, and maken shrewes to be
debonaire and meke.

Certes, quod they, we putten oure dede, and all

oure matere and cause, al holly in youre good will,

and ben redy to obeye unto the speche and com-
maundement of my lord Melibeus. And therfore,

dere and benigne lady, we praye you and beseche

you as mekely as we conne and moun, that it like

unto youre grete goodnesse to fulfiile in dede youre

goodly wordes. For we consideren and knowe-
lechen, that we han offended and greved my lord

Melibeus out of niesure, so fer forth, that we ben

not of power to maken him amendes ; and therfore

we oblige and bhide us and oure frendes, for to do

all his will and his commaundements : but pera-

venture he hath swiche hevinesse and swiche wrath

to us ward, because of oure offence, that he wol

enjoynen us swiche a peine, as we moun not here

ne susteine ; and therfore, noble ladie, we beseche

to youre womanly pittee to take swiche avisement

in this nede, that we, ne oure frendes, ben not

disherited and destroied, thurgh oure folie.

Certes, quod Prudence, it is an hard thing and
right perilous, that a man putte him all outrely in

the arbitration and jugement, and in the might and
power of his enemie ; for Salomon sayth : leveth

me, and yeveth credence to that that I shall say :

to thy sone, to thy wif, to thy frend, ne to thy

brother, ne yeve thou never might ne maistrio

over thy body, while thou livest. Now, sith he

defendeth that a man shulde not yeve to his brother,

ne to his frend, the might of his body, by a strenger

reson he defendeth and forbedeth a man to yeve

himself to his enemy. And natheles, I conseille

you that ye mistruste not my lord : for I wot wel
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and know vcniily, that he is debonaire and mckc,
laige, curteis, and notliing desirous ne covcitous

of good ne richesse : for tber is nothing in this

world tjuit he desireth, save only worsliipe and
honour. Fortherniore 1 know wel, and am riglit

sure, that he shal notliing do in this ncde vvitliouten

my conseil ; and I shal so werken in tl'.is ca.s, that

by the grace of cure Lord God ye shuln be recon-

ciled unto us.

Than saiden they with o vols ; worshipful lady,

we putteu us and oure goodes al fully inyoure will

and disposition, and ben redy to come, wliat day
that it like unto youre noblesse to liniite us or

assigne us, for to make oure obligation and bond,

as strong as it liketh unto youi-e goodnessc, that

we moun fulfiUe the will of you and of my lord

Melibee.

Whan Dame Prudence liad herd the answer of

thise men, she bad hem go agein prively, and she

retourned to hire lord ^Ielibee, and told him liow

she fond his adversaries ful repentaunt, knowlech-
ing ful lowly liir sinnes and trespas, and how they

weren redy to suffren all peine, requering and
preying liim of mercy and pitee.

Tlian saide Melibee ; he is wel worthy to have
pardon and foryevencsse of his sinne, that excuseth
not his sinne, but knowlecheth, and repentetii him,
axing indulgence. For Senek saith ; ther is the

remission and foryevenesse, wher as the confession

is ; for confession is neighebour to innocence. And
tlierefore I assente and couferme me to have pees,

but it is good that we do nought withouten the

assent and will of oure frendes.

Tiian was Prudence right glad and joyeful, and
saide ; certes, sire, ye hau wel and goodly an-

swered : for riglit as by the conseil, assent, and
helpe of your frendes, ye hau be stired to venge
you and make werre, right so withouten hir conseil

shul ye not accord you, ne have pees with youre
adversaries. For the lawe saith : ther is nothing
so good by way of kinde, as a thing to be unbounde
by him that it was ybounde.
And than Dame Prudence, withouten delay or

tarying, sent anon hire messageres for hir kin and
for hir olde frendes, which that were trewe and
wise : and told hem by ordre, in the presence of

Melibee, all the matei'e, as it is above expressed and
declared ; and preied hem that they wold yeve hir

avis and conseil, what were best to do in this nede.

And whan Melibeus frendes hadden taken hir avis

and deliberation of the foresaid matere, and hadden
examined it by gret besinesse and gret diligence,

they yaven ful conseil for to have pees and reste,

and that Melibee shulde receive with good herte
his adversaries to foryevenesse and mercy.
And whan Dame Prudence had herd the assent

of hire lord Melibee, and the conseil of his frendes,

accord with hire will and hire entcution, she was
wonder glad in hire herte, and sayde : ther is an
olde Proverbe, quod she, sayth, that the goodnesse
that thou maist do this day, do it, and abide not,

ne delay it not til to morwe : and therfore 1 con-
seille, that ye sende youre messageres, swiche as

ben discrete and wise, unto youre adversaries,
telling hem on youre behalf, that if they wol trete

of pees and of accord, that they shape hem, with-
outen delay or tarying, to come unto us. Which
thing parfourmed was indede. And whan thise

trespasours and repenting folk of hir folies, that is

to sayn, the adversaries of ^lelibee, hadden herd

what thise messageres sayden unto hem, tliey

weren right glade and joyeful, and answerden ful

mekely and benignely, yelding graces and thauk-

inges to hir lord Melibee, and to all his compaguie :

and shopen hem withouten delay to go with the

messageres, and obeye to the coraniauudemcut of

hir lord Melibee.

And riglit anon they token hir way to the court

of ^lelibee, and token with hem som of hir trewe
frendes, to make feitli for hem, and for to ben hir

borwes. And whan they were comen to the pre-

sence of Melibee, he saide hem thise wordes : it

stant thus, quod Melibee, and soth it is, that ye

causeles, and withouten skill and reson, han don
grete injuries and wronges to me, and to my wif

Prudence, and to my doughter also, for ye han
entred into myn hous by violence, and have don
swiche outrage, that alle men knowen wel that ye

han deserved the deth : and therfore wol 1 know
and wete of you, whether ye wol putte the punishing

and chastising, and the vcngeaiince of this outrage,

in the will of me and of my wif, or ye wol not.

Than the wisest of hem three answered for hem
alle, and saide. Sire, quod he, we knowen wel,

that we ben unworthy to come to the court of so

gret a lord and so worthy as ye ben, for we han so

gretly mistaken us, and han offended and agilte in

swiche wise agein youi'e high lordshipe, that

trewely we han deserved the deth ; but yet for the

grete goodnesse and debonairetee, that all the

world witnesseth of youre persone, we submitten

us to the excellence and benignitee of youre gra-

cious lordshipe, and ben redy to obeye to alio

youre comandements, beseching you, that of youre

merciable pitee ye wol considere oure grete repent-

ance and lowe submission, and graunte us foryeve-

nesse of oure outragious trespas and offence : for

wel we knowen, that youre liberal grace and mercie

stretchen hem forther into goodnesse, than don

oure outragious giltes and trespivs into wicked-

nesse ; al be it that cursedly and dampnably we
han agilte again youre highe lordshij)e.

Than Melibee toke hem up fro the ground ful

benignely, and received hir obligations, and hii-

bondes, by hir othes upon hir plegges and borwes,

and assigned hem a certain day to retourne unto

his court for to receive and accept sentence and
jugement, that Melibee wolde connnande to be don

on hem, by the causes aforesaid ; which thinges

ordeined, every man retourned to his hous.

And whan that Dame I'rudence saw hii'e time,

she freined and axed hire lord Melibee, what ven-

geance he thoughte to taken of his adversaries.

To which Melibee answerd, and saide : certes,

quod he, I thinke and purpose me fully to dis-

herite hem of all that ever they han, and for to

putte hem in exile for ever.

Certes, quod Dame I'rudence, this were a cruel

sentence, and muchel agein reson. For ye ben

riche ynough, and han no nede of other mennes

good ; and ye might lightly in this wise gete you a

coveitous name, which is a vicious tiling, and

oughte to ben eschewed of every good man : for

after the sawe of the Apostle, coveitise is rote of

alle harnies. And therfore it were better for yon

to lese muchel good of your owen, than for to take

of hir good in this manere. For better it is to

lese good with worship, than to winne good with

vilanie and shame. And every man oughte to do

his diligence and his besinesse, to gete him a good
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name. And yet slial he not only besie him in

kepin<]f his good name, but he shal also enforcen
him alway to do som thins;, by which he may re-

novelle his good name : for it is written, that the

olde good los, or good name, of a man is sone gon
and passed, wlian it is not newed. And as touch-
ing that ye sayn, that ye wol exile your advers-
aries, that thinketh me muchel agein reson, and
out of mesure, considered the power that they han
yeven you upon hemself. And it is written, that
he is worthy to lese his privilege, that misuseth
the might and the power that is yeven him. And
I sette cas, ye might enjoine hem that peine by
rigiit and by lawe, (which I ti'owe ye mowe not
do) I say, ye might not putte it to execution per-
aventure, and than it were like to retourne to the
werre, as it was beforn. And therfore if ye wol
that men do you obeisaunce, ye must derae more
curteisly, that is to sayn, ye must yeve more esie

sentences and jugements. For it is written : he
that most curteisly commandeth, to him men most
obeyen. And therfore I pray you, that in this

necessitee and in this nede ye caste you to over-
come youre herte. For Senek sayth, "that he that
overcometh his herte, overcometh twies. And
Tullius saith : ther is nothing so commendable in

a gret lord, as whan he is debonaire and meke,
and appeseth him lightly. And J pray you, that
ye wol now forbere to do vengeaunce, in swiche a
manere, that your good name may be kept and
conserved, and that men mown have cause and
matere to preise you of pitee and of mercy ; and
that ye have no cause to repente you of thing that
ye don. For Seneke saieth : he overcometh in an
evil manere, that repenteth him of his victorie.

Wherfore I pray you let mercy be in youre herte,

to the effect and entente, that God almighty have
mercy upon you in his last jugement : for seint

James saith in his Epistle : jugement withoute
mercy shal he do to him, that hath no mercy of
another wight.

Whan Melibee had herd the grete skilles and
resons of dame Prudence, and hire wise informa-
tions and techinges, his herte gan encline to the
will of his wif, considering hire trewe entente, en-

forced him anon and assented fully to werken after

hire eonseil, and thanked God, of whom procedeth
all goodnesse and all vertue, that him sent a wif of
so gret discretion. And whan the day came that

his adversaries shulde appere in his presence, he
spake to hem ful goodly, and saide in this wise.

Al be it so, that of youre pride and high presump-
tion and folic, and of youre negligence and uneon-
ning, ye have misborne you, and trespased unto
me, yet for as muchel as I see and behold youre
grete humilitee, and that ye ben sory and repentant
of youre giltes, it constreineth me to do you grace
and mercy : wherfore I receive you into my
grace, and foryeve you outrely alle the offences,

injuries, and wronges, that ye have don agein me
and mine, to this effect and to this ende, that God
of his endeles mercie wol at the time of cure dying
foryeve us oure giltes, that we han trespased to

him in this wretched woi-ld : for douteles, if we be
sory and repentant of the sinnes and giltes, which
we han trespased in the sight of oure Lord God,
he is so free and so merciable, that he wol for-

yeven us oure giltes, and bringen us to the blisse

that never hath eude. Amen.

THE MONKES TALE.

THE MONKES PROLOGUE.

Whan ended wasjsyitale of Melibee,
And of Prudence and hire benignitee,
Our hoste saide ; as I am faithful man.
And by the precious corpus Mndrian,
I hadde lever than a barell of ale,

That goode lefe my wif had herde this tale :

For she n'is no thing of swiche patience.
As was this Melibeus wif Prudence.
By Goddes bones, wlian I bete my knaves.

She bringeth me the grete clobbed staves.
And cryeth

; slee the dogges everich on.
And broke hem bothe bak and every bon.
And if that any neighebour of mine

Wol not in chirche to my wif enclme.
Or be so hardy to hire to trespace,
Whan she cometh home she rampeth in my face,
And cryeth ; false coward, wreke thy wif:
By corpus Domini, I wol have thy knif.
And thou shalt have my distaf, and go spinne.
Fro day til night right thus she wol beginne.

Alas, she saith, that ever I was yshape
To wed a milkson. -v a coward ape,

That wo! ben overladde with every wight

!

Thou darst not stonden by thy wives right.

This is my lif, but if that I wol fight.

And out at dore anon I mote me dight,

Or elles I am lost, but if that I

Be like a wilde leon, fool-hardy.

I wote wel she wol do me slee som day
Som neighebour, and thanne go my way,
For I am perilous with knif iu honde,
Al be it that I dai-e not hire withstonde :

For she is bigge in armes by my faith,

That shal he fiude, that hire misdoth or saith.

But let us passe away fro this matere.
My lord the Monk, quod he, be mery of chore.

For ye shul telle a tale trewely.

Lo,^ Rouchester stondeth here faste by.

Ride forth, min owen lord, broke not our game.
But by my trouthe I can not telle youre name

;

Whether shal I call you my lord Dan John,
Or Dan Thomas, or elles Dan Albon ?

Of what hous be ye, by your fader kin ?

I vow to God, thou hast a ful faire skin ;

It is a gentil ])astui"e ther thou gost
;

Thou art not like a penaunt or a gost.

Upon my faith thou art som officer,

Som worthy sextein, or som celei*er.
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For by my fadres soule, as to my dome,

Thou art a maister, whan thou art at liome
;

No poui'e cloisterer, ne nou novice,

But a governour bothe ware and wise,

And tlwjrwithal of braunes and of bones

A right wel faring personc for the nones.

I jn'ay to God yevc him confusion.

That first thee brought into religion.

Tliou woldest han ben a trede-foul a right,

lladdest thou as gi-ete leve, as thou hast might,

To parfourme all thy lust in engcndrure,

Thou haddest begeten many a creature.

Alas ! why werest thou so wide a cope ?

God yeve me sorwe, but, and I were pope,

Not only thou but every mighty man.
Though he were shore ful high upon his pan,

Shuld have a wif, for al this world is lorn

;

Religion hath take up all the corn
Of treding, and we borel men ben shrimpes :

Of feble trees ther comen wretched impes.

Tliis maketh that our heires ben so sclendre

And feble, that they moun not wel engendre.
This maketh that our wives wol assays
Religious folk, for they moun better paye
Of Venus paycmentes than mowen we :

God wote, no Inssheburghcs payen ye.

But be not wroth, my loi'd, though that I play :

Ful oft in game a sothe have 1 herd say.

This worthy Monke toke all in patience,

And saide ; I wol don all my diligence.

As fer as souneth into honestee.

To tellen you a tale, or two or three.

And if you list to herkeu hiderward,
I wol you sayn the lif of Seint Edward

;

Or elles tragedies first I wol telle,

Of which I have an huudi-ed in ray celle.

Tragedie is to sayn a certain storie,

As olde bookes maken us memorie.
Of him that stood in gret prosperilee.

And is yfalien out of high degree
111 to miserie, and ondeth wretchedly.
And they ben versified communly
Of six feet, which men clepen exametron :

In prose eke ben endited many on.

And eko in metre, in many a sondry wise.

Lo, this declaring ought ynough suffice.

Now herkeneth, if you liketh for to here.
But first I you beseche in this matere,
Though 1 by oi'dre telle not thise thinges, ,

-•.

Be it of popes, emperoures, or kinges, , V
'

After hir ages, as men written finde, -'' '

^..

But telle hem som before and som behinde, ',

As it now cometh to my remembrance, ViN ,-

Have me excused of miu ignorance.

THE MONKES TALE.

I WOL bewaile in manere of tragedie
The harm of hem, that stode in high degree,
And fellen so, that ther n'as no remedie
To bring hem out of hir adversitee.

For certain whan that fortune list to flee,

Ther may no man of hire the cours withholde
Let no man trust on blinde prosperitee

;

Beth ware by thise ensamples trewe and olde.

Lucifer.

At Lucifer, though he an angel were
And not a man, at him I wol beginne.

For though fortune may non angel dere,

From high degree yet fell he for his sinne

Doun into belle, wheras he yet is inne.

O Lucifer, brightest of angels alle.

Now art thou Sathanas, that niaist not twinne
Out of miserie, in which that thou art falle.

Adam.

Lo Adam, in the feld of Damascene
With Goddes owen finger wrought was he.

And not begeten of mannes sperme undone,
And welte all Paradis saving o tree :

Had never w^orldly man so high degree

As Adam, til he for misgovernance
Was driven out of his prosperitee

To labour, and to hello, and to mcschance.

Sampson.

Lo Sampson, which that was annunciat

By the angel, long or his nativitee :

And was to God Almighty consecrat,

And stode in noblesse while he mighte see :

Was never swiche another as was he,

To speke of strength, and therto hardinesse :

But to his wives tolde he his secree,

Thurgh which he slow liimself for wretchednesse.

Sampson, this noble and mighty champion,
Withouten wepen, save his handes twey.

He slow and all to-rcnte the leon,

Toward his wedding walking by the wey :

His false wif coude him so plese, and pray.

Til she his conseil knewe ; and she uutrewe
Unto his foos his conseil gan bewray.

And him forsoke, and toke another newe.

Three hundred foxes toke Sampson for ire.

And all hu* tayles he togeder bond :

And set the foxes tayles all on fire.

For he in every tayl had knit a brond.

And they brent all the cornes in that lond.

And all hir olivercs, and vines eke.

A thousand men he slow eke with his hond,
And had no wepen, but an asses cheke.

Whan they were slain, so thursted him, that he

Was wel nie lorne, for which he gan to preye,

That God wold on his peine han som pitee.

And send him drinke, or elles moste he deye :

And of this asses cheke, that was so dreye,

Out of a wang toth sprang anon a welle.

Of which he dranke ynough, shortly to seye.

Thus lialp him God, as Judicum can telle.

By veray force at Gasa on a night,

Maugre the Philistins of that citee.

The gates of the toun he hath up plight.

And on his bak ycaried hem bach he

High on an hill, wher as men might hem se.

O noble mighty Sampson, lefe and dere,

Haddest thou not told to women thy secree.

In all this world ne had ther ben thy pere.

This Sampson never sider drank ne wine,

Ne on his bed came rasour non ne shere.

By precept of the messager divine,

For all bis strengthes in his heres were :
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And fully twenty winter yere by yere

lie liadde of Israel the governance :

But sone slial he wepen many a tere,

For women shuln him briugen to meschance.

Unto his lemman Dalida he told,

That in his heres all his strengthe lay,

And falsely to his fomen she him sold
;

And sleping in hire barme upon a day
She made to clip or shere his here away,
And made his fomen all his craft espien

;

And whan that they him fond in this array,

They bond him fast, and putten out his eyen.

But or his here was clipped or yshave,

Ther was no bond, with which menmight him bind,

But now is he in prison in a cave,

Whei'as they made him at the querne grinde.

O noble Sampson, strongest of mankind,
O whilom juge in glory and richesse,

Now mayest thou wepen with thin eyen blind,

Sith thou fro wele art falle in wretchednesse.

The ende of this caitif was, as I shal seye :

His fomen made a feste upon a day.

And made him as hir fool before hem pleye :

And this was in a temple of gret array.
But at the last he made a foule affray,

For he two pillers shoke, and made hem falle,

And doun fell temple and all, and ther it lay.

And slow himself, and eke his fomen alle.

This is to sayn, the princes everich on.
And eke three thousand bodies were ther slain

With falling of the gi-et temple of ston.

Of Sampson now wol I no more sain :

Beth ware by this ensample old and plain.

That no men tell hir eonseil to hii- wives
Of swiche thing, as they wold han secree fain.

If that it touch hir limmes or hir lives.

Hercules.

Of Hercules the soveraine conquerour
Singen his werkes laude, and high renoun

;

For in his time of strength he was the flour.

He slow and raft the skinne of the leou
;

He of Centaures laid the host adoun
;

He Harpies slow, the cruel briddes felle
;

He golden apples raft fro the di-agon
;

He drow out Cerberus the hound of belle.

He slow the cruel tirant Busirus,
And made his hors to fret him flesh and bon

;

He slow the firy serpent venemous
;

Of Achelous two homes brake he on.
And he slow Cacus in a cave of ston

;

He slow the geaunt Anteus the strong
;

He slow the grisely bore, and that anon
;

And bare the hevene on his nekke long.

Was never wight sith that the world began.
That slow so many monsti-es, as did he

;

Thurghout the wide world his name ran,
What for his strength, and for his high bountee

;And every reaume went he for to see,
He was so strong that no man might him let

;At bothe the worldes endes, saith Trophee,
In stede of boundes he a piller set.

A lemman had this noble champion,
That highte Deianire, as fresh as May

;

And as thise clerkes maken mention,

She hath him sent a sherte fresh and gay :

Alas ! this sherte, alas and wala wa !

Evenimed was sotilly withalle.

That or that he had wered it half a day.

It made his flesh all from his bones falle.

But natheles som clerkes hire excusen
By on, that highte Nessus, that it maked

;

Be as may be, I wol hire not accusen
;

But on his bak this sherte he wered al naked.
Til that his flesh was for the veuim blaked :

And whan he saw non other remedie ;

In bote coles he hath himselveu raked.
For with no veuime deigned him to die.

Thus starf this worth}' mighty Hercules.

Lo, who may trust on fortune any throw ?

For him that folweth all this world of pres,

Or he be ware, is oft ylaid ful lowe :

Ful wise is he, that can himselveu knowe.
Beth ware, for whan that fortune list to glose,

Than waiteth she hire man to overthrowe
By swiche a way, as he wold lest suppose.

Nabuchodonosor.

The mighty trone, the precious tresor,

The glorious sceptre, and real majestee.

That hadde the king Nebuchodonosor,
With tonge unnethes may descrived be.

He twies wan Jerusalem the citee.

The vessell of the temple he with hun ladde
;

At Babiloine was his soveraine see.

In which his glorie and his delit he hadde.

The fayrest children of the blood real

Of Israel he did do gelde anon.

And maked ecLe of hem to ben his thral.

Amonges other Daniel was on,

That was the wisest child of everich on

;

For he the drenies of the king expouned,

Wher as in Caldee clerk ne was ther non.

That wiste to what fin his dremes souned.

This proude king let make a statue of gold

Sixty cubites long, and seven in bx-ede.

To which image bothe yonge and old

Commanded he to loute, and have in di-ede.

Or in a fourneis, ful of flames rede,

Heshuld be brent, that wolde not obeye :

But never wold assenten to that dede
Daniel, ne his yonge felawes tweye.

This king of kinges pi'oud was and elat

;

He wend that God, that sit in majestee,

Ne might him nat bereve of his estat

:

But sodenly he lost his dignitee,

And like a best him scmed for to be,

And ete hey as an oxe, and lay therout :

In rain with wilde bestes walked he,

Til certain time was ycome about.

And like an egles fethers wex his heres,

His neyles like a briddes clawes were.
Til God relesed him at certain yeres.

And yaf him wit, and than with many a tere
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He thauked God, and ever bis lit" in fere

Wss he to don amis, or more trespaee :

And til that time he hiid was on liis bore.

He knew that God was f'ul of might and grace.

Balthasar.

His sone, which that liighte Balthasar,

Thit held theregne after his fadi-es day,

He by his fader coude not beware,

For j)roude he was of herte, and of array :

And eke an ydolaster was he ay.

His high estat assured him in pride
;

But fortune cast him doun (and ther he lay)

And sodenly his regno gan devide.

A feste he made unto his lordes alle

Upon a time, and made hem blithe be.

And than his ofiiceres gan he calle ;

Goth, bringeth forthe the vessels, quod he.

Which that my fader in his prosperitee

Out of the temple of Jerusalem beraft,

And to our highe goddes thanke we
Of honour, that our eldres with us laft.

His wif, his lordes, and his concubines

Ay dronken, while hir appetites last,

Out of thise noble vessels sondry wines.

And on a wall this king his eyen cast,

And saw an hand armies, that wrote ful fast,

For fere of whiche he quoke, and siked sore.

This hand, that Balthasar so sore agast.

Wrote iMaiie techel phares, and no more.

In al that lond Magicien was non,

That coud expounen what this lettre ment,

But Daniel expouned it anon,

And said ; O king, God to thy fader lent

Glorie and lionour, regno, tresour, and rent ;

And he was proud, and nothing God ne dradde
;

And therfore God gi-et wreche ujion him sent,

And him beraft the regne that he hadde.

He was out cast of mannes compagnie,

^\'uli asses was his habitation
;

And ete hey, as a best, in wete and drie.

Til that he knew by grace and by i-eson,

That God of heven hath domination
Over every regne, and every creature :

And than had God of him compassion.

And him restored his regne and his figure.

Eke thou, that art his sone, art proud also,

And knowest ail thise thinges veraily
;

And art rebel to God, and art his fo.

Thou dranke eke of his vessels boldely,

Thy wif eke, and thy wenches sinfully

Dranke of the same vessels sondry wines.

And heried false goddes cursedly,

Therfore to thee yshapeu ful gret pine is.

This hand was sent fro God, that on the wall

Wrote Mane techel phares, trusteth me ;

Thy regne is don, thou weyest nought at all

;

Dividi d is thy regne, and it shal be

To Medes and to Perses yeven, quod he.

And thilke same night this king was slawe ;

And Darius occupied his degree.

Though he therto had neither right ne lawe.

Lordinges, ensample hereby moun ye take,

How that in lordship is no sikernesse :

j
For whan that fortune wol a nian forsake,

She bereth away his regne and his riehesse,

And eke his frendes, botlie more and lesse.

For what man that liath frendes thurgh fortune,

Mishap wol make hem enemies, i gesse.

This proverbe is ful soth, and ful commune.

Zknobia.

Zenobia, of Palmerie the quene,
(As writen Persiens of hire noblesse)

So worthy was in amies, and so kene,

That no wight passed hire in hardinesse,

Ne in linage, ne in other gentillesse.

Of kinges blood of Perse is she descended
;

I say not that she hadde most fairenesse.

But of hire shape she might not ben amended.

From hire childhode I finde that she fledde

Office of woman, and to wode she went
;

And many a wilde hartes blood she shedde
With arwes brode that she to hem sent ;

She was so swift, that she anon hem hent.

And whan that she was elder, she wold kille

Leons, lepards, and beres al to-rent.

And in hire amies weld hem at hire wille.

She dorst the wilde bestes dennes soke.

And rennen in the mountaignes all the night,

And slepe under the bush ; and she coud eke
W^rastlen by veray force and veray might
With any yong man, were he never so wight ;

Ther miglite nothing in hire arnies stonde ;

She kept hire maidenhode from every wight,

To no man deigned hire for to be bonde.

But at the last hire frendes han hire marled
To Odenate, a prince of that contree

;

Al were it so, that she hem longe taried.

And ye shul understonden, how that he
Hadde swiclie fantasies as hadde she

;

But natheles, whan they were knit in fere,

They lived in joye, and in felicitee.

For echo of hem had other lefe and dere.

Save thing, that she n'olde never assente,

By no way, that he shulde by hire lie

But ones, for it was hire plaine entente

To have a childe, the world to multiplie :

And al so sone as that she might espie.

That she was not with childe with that dede,

Than would she suffer him don his fantasie

Eftsone, and not but ones out of drede.

And if she were with child at thilke cast,

No more shuld he playen thilke game
Till fully fourty daycs weren past :

Than wold she ones suffre him do the same.

Al were this Odenate wild or tame,

He gate no more of hire, for thus she saydc,

It was to wives lecherie and shame.

In other cas if that men with hem playde.

Two sones by this Odenate had she,

The which she kept in vertue and lettrure.

But now unto our tale turue we :

I say, so worshipful a creature,
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And wise thcrwith, and large with inesure,

So penible in the wei-re, and eurteis eke,

Ne more hibour might in werre endure,

Was nou, though al this world men shulden seke.

Hire riche arraj' ne mighte not be told,

As wel in vessell as in hire clothing :

She was al clad in pierrie and in gold,

And eke she lefte not for non hunting

To have of sondry tonges ful knowing,

Whan that she leiser had, and for to eutend

To lernen bookes was all hire liking.

How she in vertue might hire lif dispend.

And shortly of this storie for to trete,

So doughty was hire husbond and eke she.

That they conquered many regnes grete

In the Orient, with many a faire citee,

Appertenaunt unto the majestee

Of Rome, and with strong hand held hem ful fast,

Ne never might hir fomen don hem flee.

Ay whUe that Odenates dayes last.

Hire batailles, who so list hem for to rede,

Againe Sapor the king, and other mo.
And how that all this proeesse fell in dede.

Why she conquered, and what title therto,

And after of hire mischefe and hire wo.
How that she was beseged, and ytake.

Let him unto my maister Petrark go.

That writeth ynough of this, I undertake.

Whan Odenate was ded, she mightily

The regnes held, and with hire propre bond
Agains hire fos she fought so cruelly.

That ther n'as king ne prmee in all that lond,

That he n'as glad, if he that gi'ace fond

That she ne wolde upon his lond werreye :

With hire they madcn alliaunce by bond
To ben in pees, and let hu'e ride and pleye.

The emperour of Rome Claudius,

Ne, him beforn, the Romain Galien

Ne dorste never be so corageous,

Ne non Ermin, ne non Egiptien,

Ne Surrien, ne non Arabien
Within the feld ne dorste with hire fight,

Lest that she wold hem with hire hondes slen,

Or with hire meinie putteu hem to flight.

In kinges habite went hire sones two,

As heires of hir fadres regnes alle,

And Heremauno and Timolao
Hir names were, as Persiens hem calle.

But ay fortune hath in hire hony galle

:

This mighty quene may no while endure,

Fortune out of hire regne made hire falle

To wretchednesse, and to misaventui-e.

Aurelian, whan that the governance
Of Rome came into his hondes twey,

He shope upon this quene to do vengeance.
And with his legions he toke his way
Toward Zenobie, and shortly for to say.

He made hire flee, and atte last hire hent,

And fettred hire, and eke hire children tway,

And wan the lond, and home to Rome he went

Amonges other thinges that he wan.

Hire char, that was with gold wrought and pierrie,

This grete Romain, this Aurelian

Hath with him lad, for that men shuld it see.

Beforen his triumphe walketh she

With gilte chaines on hu-e uecke honging,

Crouned she was, as after hire degree.

And ful of pierrie charged hire clothing.

Alas fortune ! she that whilom was
Dredeful to kinges and to emperoures,

Now guareth all the peple on hire, alas

!

And she that helmed was in starke stoures,

And wan by force tounes stronge and toures,

Shal on hire bed now were a vitremite :

And she that bare the sceptre ful of floures,

Shal here a distaf hii-e cost for to quite.

Nero.

Although that Nero were as vicious.

As any fend, that lith ful low adoun.

Yet he, as telleth us Suetonius,

This wide world had in subjectioun.

Both Est and West, South and Septentrioun.

Of rubies, saphires, and of perles white

Were all his clothes broudcd up and doun.

For he in gemmes gretly gan deUte.

More delicat, more pompous of array,

More proude, was never emperour than he
;

That ilke cloth that he had wered o day.

After that time he n'olJe it never see

;

Nettes of gold threde had he gret plentee

To fish in Tiber, whan him list to play
;

His lustes were as law, in his degree.

For fortune as his frend wold him obay.

He Rome brente for his delicacie
;

The senatours he slow upon a day.

To heren how that men wold wepe and crie ;

And slow his brother, and by his suster lay.

His moder made he in pitous array,

For h^ hire wombe let slilten, to behold

Wher he conceived was, so wala wa !

That he so litel of his moder told.

No tere out of his eyen for that sight

Ne came, but sayd, a faire woman was she.

Gret wonder is, how that he coud or might
Be domesman of hire dede beautee :

The wine to bringen him commanded he.

And dranke anon, non other wo he made.
Whan might is joined unto crueltee,

Alas ! to depe wol the venime wade.

In youthe a maister had this emperour
To techen him lettrure and curtesie.

For of moralitee he was the flour,

As in his time, but if bookes lie.

And while this maister had of him maistrie.

He maked him so conning and so souple,

That longe time it was, or tyrannie,

Or any vice dorst in him uncouple.

This Seneka, of which that I devise,

Because Nero had of him swiche drede.

For he fro vices wold him ay chastise

Discretly, as by word, and not by dede,
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Sii-e, he wold say, an eniperoui- mote node

Be vertuous, and liaten tyrannie.

For whiel) he nuule him in a bathe to bledo

On boihe his ai-mes, till he muste die. .

This Nero had eke of a custumaunce

]n vouth ageins his niaister for to rise
;

W'liich afterward him thought a ^ret grevaunce,

Tiierfore he made him dien in this wise.

But natheles this Soneka the wise

Chees in a bathe to die in this manere,

Rather than ban another turmentise :

And thus hath Nero slain his niaister dere.

Now fell it so, that fortune list no longer

The highe pi-ide of Nero to cherice :

For though that he were strong, yet wasshcstrenger.

She thoughte thus ; by God 1 am to nice

To set a man, that is fulHUed of vice.

In high degree, and emperour him calle :

By God out of his sete I wol him trice,

Whau he lest wenetli, souest shal he falle.

Tlie peple rose upon him on a night

For his defaute, and whan he it espied.

Out of his doros anon he hath him dight'

Alone, and thcr he wend ban ben allied,

He knocked fast, and ay the more he cried,

The faster shetten they hir dores alle :

Tho wist he wel he had himself niisgied,

And went his way, no longer dorst he calle.

The peple cried and rombled up and doun.

That with his eres herd he how they sayde,

Wher is this false tyrant, this Neroun ?

For fere almost out of his wit he brayde,

And to his goddes pitouslyhe preide

For socour, but it mighte not betide :

For drede of this him thoughte that he deide,

And ran into a gardin him to hide.

And in this gai-din fond he cherles tweye

That saten by a fire gret and red.

And to thise cherles two he gan to i)reye

To slen him, and to girden of his lied.

That to his l3ody, whan that he were ded,

Were no despit ydon for his defame.

Himself he slow, he coud no better rede.

Of which fortune lough and liadde a game,

HOLOFEUMKS,

Was never capitaine under a king,

That regnes mo put in subjectioun,

Ne strenger was in feld of alle thing

As in his time, ne greter of i-enoun,

Ne more pompous in high presumptioun,

Than Holoferne, which that fortune ay kist

So likerously, and lad him up and doun,

Til that his hed was of, or that he wist.

Not only that this world had him in awe
For lesiug of vicliesse and libertee ;

But he made every man reneie his lawe.

Nabuchodonosor was God, sayd he ;

Noa other God ne shulde honoured be.

Ageins his heste ther dare no wight trcspace,

Sa\ e in Bethulia, a strong citee,

Wher Eliachim a preest was of that place.

But take kepe of the deth of Holoferne :

Amid his host lie di-onken lay a nigiit

Within his tente, hu'ge as is a bcrne ;

And yet for all his pompe and all his might,

Judith, a woman, as he lay upri^'ht

Sleping, his hed of smote, and fro his tente

Ful prively she stale from every wight,

And with his hed unto hire touu she wente.

Antiocuus.

What nedeth it of king Antiochus

To tell his high and real majestee,

His gret pride, and his werkes venimous 1

For swiche another was ther non as he ;

Redeth what that he was in Maehabe.

And redeth the proud wordes that he seid,

And wjiy he fell from his prosperitee,

And in an hill how wretchedly he deid.

Fortune him had enhaunsed so in pride.

That veraily he wend he might attaine

Unto the sterres upon every side.

And in a balaunce weyeu eche mountaine,

And all the floodes of the see restreine :

And Goddes peple had he most in hate,

Hem wold he sleeu in turment and in peine,

Weniug that God ne might his pride abate.

And for that Nichanor and Timothee

With Jewes were veuquished mightily.

Unto the Jewes swiche an hate had he.

That he bad greithe his chai- ful liastily.

And swore and sayde ful despitously,

Unto Jerusalem he wold eftsone

To wreke his ire on it ful cruelly.

But of his purpos was he let ful sone.

God for his manace him so sore smote,

With invisible wound, ay incurable,

That in his guttes carfe it so and bote,

Til thatte his peines weren importable

;

And certainly the wreche was resonablc,

For many a mannes guttes did he peine
;

But from his purpos, cursed and damnable,

For all his smerte, he n'olde him not restreine

:

But bade anon apparailen his host.

And sodenly, or he was of it ware,

God daunted all his pride, and al) his bost

;

For he so sore fell out of his chare,

That it his limmes and his skinne to-tare,

So that he neither mighte go ne ri<le ;

But in a chaiere men about him bare,

Alle forbrused bothe bak and side.

The wTcche of God him smote so crueliy.

That thurgh his body wicked worines crept,

And therwithal he stanke so horribly,

That non of all his meinie that him kept.

Whether so that he woke or ellcs slept,

Ne mighte not of him the stinke endure.

In this mischiefe he wailed and eke wept,

And linew God, Lord of every creature.

To ail his host, and to himself also

Ful wlatsom was the stinke of his careiiie ;

No man ne mighte liim bcren to ne fro.

And in this stinke, and this horrible peine,
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He starf ful wretchedly in » mountaine.

Thus hath this robbour, and this homicide,

That many a man made to wepe and pleine,

Swiche guerdon, as belongeth unto pride.

Alexander.

The storie of Alexandre is so commune,
That every wight, that hath discretioun.

Hath herd somwhat or all of his fortune.

This wide world, as in conclusioun.

He wan by strength, or for his high renoun
They weren glad for pees unto him sende.

The pride of man and bost he layd adoun,

Wher so he came, unto the worldes ende.

Comparison might never yet be maked
Betwix him and another conquerour,

For al this world for drede of him hath quaked ;

He w-as of knighthode and of fredome flour ;

Fortune him maked the heir of hire honour.

Save wine and women, nothing might asswage
His high entente in armes and labour,

So was he ful of leonin corage.

What pris were it to him, though I you told

Of Darius, and an hundred thousand mo,
Of kinges, princes, dukes, erles bold.

Which he conquered, and brought hem into wo ?

I say, as fer as man may ride or go
The world was his, what shuld I more devise ?

For though I wrote or told you ever mo
Of his knighthode, it mighte not suffice.

Twelf yere he regned, as saith Machabe
;

Philippus sone of Macedoine he was.

That first was king in Grece the contree.

O worthy gentil Alexandre, alas

That ever shuld thee fallen swiche a cas !

Enpoisoned of thyn owen folke thou were
;

Thy sis fortune hath turned into an as,

And yet for thee ne wept she never a tere.

Who shal me yeven teres to complaine
The deth of gentillesse, and of fraunchise.

That all this world welded in his demaine,
And yet him thought it mighte not suffice ?

So ful was his coi-age of high emprise.

Alas ! who shal me helpen to endite

False fortune, and poison to despise ?

The whiche two of all this wo I wite.

Julius Cesak.

By wisdome, manhode, and by gret labour.

From humblehede to real majestee

Up rose he Julius the conquerour.

That wan all the Occident, by lond and see.

By strengthe of bond, or elles by tretee,

And unto Rome made hem tributarie ;

And sith of Rome the emperour was he.

Til that fortune wexe his adversarie.

mighty Cesar, that in Thessalie

Ageins Pompeius father thin in lawe,

That of the orient had all the chivalrie.

As fer as that the day beginneth dawe.
Thou thurghthy knighthode hast hem takeandslawe,
Save fewe folk, that with Pompeius fledde,

Thurgh which thou put all the orient in awe,
Thanke fortune, that so wel thee spedde.

But now a litel while I wol bewails

This Pompeius, this noble governour

Of Rome, whicli that fled at this bataille.

I say, on of his men, a false traitour,

His hed of smote, to winnen him favour

Of Julius, and him the hed he brought

:

Alas, Pompeie, of the orient conquerour.

That fortune unto swiche a fin thee brought 1

To Rome again repaireth Julius

With his triumphe laureat ful hie,

But on a time Brutus and Cassius,

That ever had of his high estat envie,

Ful pi'ively had made conspiracie

Ageins this Julius in sotil wise :

And cast the place, in which he shulde die

With bodekins, as I shal you devise.

This Julius to the capitolie wente
Upon a day, as he was wont to gon,

And in the capitolie anon him hente

This false Brutus, and his other foon,

And stiked him with bodekins anon
With many a wound, and thus they let him lie :

But never gront he at no stx'oke but on,

Or elles at two, but if his stoi'ie lie.

So manly was this Julius of herte,

And so wel loved estatly honestee.

That though his dedly woundes sore smerte.

His mantel over his hippes caste he,

For no man shulde seen his privetee :

And as he lay of dying in a trance,

And wiste veraily that ded was he.

Of honestee yet had he remembrance.

Lucan, to thee this storie I recommende,
And to Sueton, and Valerie also.

That of this storie writen word and ende :

How that to thise gret conqueroures two

Fortune was first a frend, and sith a fo.

No man ne trust upon hire favour long.

But have hire in await for evermo ;

Witnesse on all thise conqueroures strong.

Cresus.

The riche Cresus, whilom king of Lide,

Of whiche Cresus, Cirus sore him dradde.

Yet was he caught amiddes all his pride,

And to be brent men to the fire him ladde :

But swiche a rain doun from the welken shadde,

That slow the fire, and made to him escape :

But to beware no grace yet he hadde.

Til fortune on the galwes made him gape.

Whan he escaped was, he can not stint

For to beginne a newe werre again :

He wened wel, for that fortune him sent

Swiche hap, that he escaped thurgh the rain.

That of his foos he mighte not be slain
;

And eke a sweven upon a night he mette,

Of which he was so proud, and eke so fain.

That in vengeance he all his herte sette.

Upon a tree he was, as that him thought,

Ther Jupiter him wesshe, both bak and side ;

And Phebus eke a faire towail him brought

To drie him with, and therfore wex his pride.
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And to his dou^htor that stood him beside,

Whi>;h that he knew in high science habound,

He bad hire tell him what it signified,

And she his dreme began right thus expound.

The tree (quod she) the galwes is to mene,

And Jupiter betokeneth snow and rain,

And Piicbus with his towail clere and clene,

Tho ben tlie sonncs stremes, soth to sain :

Tliou slialt anhanged be, fader, certain
;

Kain shal thee wash, and sonne shal thee drie.

Thus warned him ful plat and eke ful plain

His doughter, which that called was Phauie.

Anhanged was Cresus the proude king,

His real troue might him not availle :

Tragedie is non other maner thing,

Ne can in singing crien ne bewaile,

But for that fortune all day wol assaille

With unware stroke the regnes that ben proude :

For whan men trusten hire, than wol she faille,

And cover hire bright face with a cloude.

Peter of Spaine.

noble, o worthy Petro, glorie of Spaine,

Whom fortune held so high in majestee,

VVel oughten men thy pitous deth complaine.

Out of tliy lond thy brother made thee flee,

And after at a sege by sotiltee

Thou were betraied, and lad unto his tent,

Wher as he with his owen hond slow thee,

Succeeding in thy regno and in thy rent.

The feld of snow, with th'egle of blak therin.

Caught with the limerod, coloured as the glede.

He brewed this cursednesse, and all this sinne
;

The wicked neste was werker of this dede
;

Not Charles Oliver, that toke ay hcde
Of trouthe and honour, but of Armorike
Genilon Oliver, corrupt for mede,

Broughte this worthy king in swiche a brike.

Petro, King of Cypre.

worthy Petro king of Cypre also.

That Alexandrie wan by high maistric,

Ful many an liethen wroughtest thou ful wo.

Of which thin owen lieges had envie:

And for no thing but for thy chivalric.

They in thy bed han slain thee by the morwe
;

Thus can fortune hire whele governe and gie,

And out of joye bringen men to sorwe.

BaRNABO ViSCOU.NT. '"^-Viit^

Of Milane grete Barnabo Viscount, t^

God of delit, and scourge of Lumbardie,
Why sliuld I not thin infortune account,

Sith in estat thou clomben were so high ?

Tliy brothers sone, that was thy double allie.

For he thy nevew was, and sone in lawe

,

Within his prison made he thee to die.

But why, ne how, n'ot I that thou were slawe.

HuoELiN OF Pise.

Of the erl Hugelin of Pise the langour

Thcr may no tonge tellen for pitce.

But litel out of Pise stant a tour.

In whiche tour in prison yput was he.

And with him ben his litel children three,

The eldest scarsely five yere was of age :

Alas ! fortune, it was gret crueltee

Swiche briddes for to put in swiche a cage.

Dampned was he to die in that prison,

For Roger, which that Ijishop was of Pise,

Had on him made a false suggestion,

Tliurgh which the peple gan upon him rise.

And put him in prison, in swiche a wise,

As ye han herd ; and mete and drinke he had
So smale, that wel unnethe it may suffise.

And therwithal it was ful poure and bad.

And on a day befell, that in that houre.

Whan that his mete wont was to be brought.

The gailer shette the dores of the toure ;

He hered it wel, but he spake right nought.

And in his herte anon ther fell a thought,

That they for hunger woiden do him dien
;

Alas ! quod he, alas that I was wrought !

Therwith the teres fellen fro his eyen.

His yonge sone, that three yere was of age,

Unto him said, fader, why do ye wepe ?

Whan will the gailer bringen our potage ?

Is ther no morsel bred that ye do kepe 1

I am so hungry, that I may not slepe.

Now wolde God that I might slepen ever.

Than shuld not hunger in my wombe crepe

;

Ther n'is no thing, sauf bred, that me were lever.

Thus day by day this childe began to crie.

Til in his fadres barme adoun it lay,

And saide ; farewel, fader, I mote die ;

And kist his fader, and dide the same day.

And whan the woful fader did it sey.

For wo ills armes two he gan to bite.

And saide, alas ! fortune, and wala wa !

Tliy false whele my wo all may I wite.

His children wenden, that for hunger it was

That he his armes guowe, and not for wo.

And sayden : fader, do not so, alas !

But rather ete the flesh upon us two.

Our flesh thou yaf us, take our flesh us fro.

And ete ynough : right thus they to him seide.

And after that, within a day or two.

They laide hem in his lappe adoun, and deide.

Himself dispeired eke for hunger starf.

Thus ended is this mighty Erl of Pise :

From high estat fortune away him carf.

Of this tragedie it ought ynough suftice

;

Who so wol here it in a longer wise,

Redeth the grete poete of Itaillc,

That highte Dante, for ho can it devise

Fro point to point, not o word wol he faille.

'^t-t'-a^' .d-v*d-vw'
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THE NONNES PREESTES TALE.

THE NONNES PREESTES PROLOGUE.

Ho ! quod the knight, good sire, no more of this :

That ye han said, it right ynough ywis.

And mochel more ; for Utel hevinesse

Is right ynough to mochel folk, I gesse.

1 say for me, it is a gret disese,

Wher as men have hen in gret welth and ese,

To heren of hir soden fall, alas !

Aad the contrary is joye and gret solas,

As whan a man hath ben in poure estat,

And climbeth up, and wexeth fortunat,

And ther abideth in prosperitee :

Swiche thing is gladsora, as it thinketh me.
And of swiche thing were goodly for to telle.

Ye, quod our hoste, by Seint Ponies belle.

Ye say right soth ; this monk hath clapped loude :

He spake, how fortune covered with a cloude

I wote not what, and ills of a tragedie

Right now ye herd : and parde no remedie
It is for to bewailen, ne complains
That that is don, and als it is a paine.

As ye han said, to here of hevinesse.

Sii-e monk, no more of this, so God j'ou blesse
;

Your tale anoyeth all this compagnie
;

Swiche talking is not worth a boterflie,

For therin is ther no disport ne game :

Therfore, sire monk, dan Piers by your name,
I pray you hertely, tell us somwhat elles,

For sikerly, n'ere clinking of your belles,

That on your bi'idel hange on every side,

By heven king, that for us alle dide,

I shuld er this have fallen doun for slepe,

Although the slough had ben never so depe :

Than hadde your tale all ben tolde in vain.

For certainly, as that thise clerkes sain,

Wher as a man may have non audience,

Nought helpeth it to tellen his sentence.

And wel 1 wote the substance is in me,
If any thing shal wel reported be
Sire, say somwhat of hunting, I you pray.

Nay, quod this Monk, I have no lust to plaj' :

Now let another telle as I have told.

Than spake our hoste with rude spcche and bold.

And sayd uuto the Nonnes Freest anon,
Come nere, thou preest, come hither, tliou Sire

John,
Telle us swiche thing, as may our hertes glade.

Be blithe, although thou ride upon a jade.

What though thyn horse be bothe foule and lene,

If he wol serve thee, recke thee not a bene :

Loke that thyn herte be mery evermo.
Yes, hctste, quod he, so mote I ride or go,

But I be mery, ywis I wol be blamed.
And right anon his tale he hath attamed

;

And thus he said unto us everich on.

This swete preest. this goodly man Sh-e John.

THE NONNES PREESTES TALE.

A POURE widewe somdel stoupen in age.

Was wliilom dwelling in a narwe cotage.

Beside a grove, stonding in a dale.

This widewe, which I tell you of my tale.

Sin thilke day that she was last a wif,

In patience led a ful simple lif.

For litel was hire catel and hire rente :

By husbondry of swiche as God hire sente,

She found hireself, and eke hire doughtren two.

Three large sowes had she, and no mo :

Three kine and eke a sheep that highte Malle.

Ful sooty was hire boure, and eke hire halle,

In which she ete many a slender mele.

Of poinant sauce ne knew she never a dele.

No deintee moi'sel passed thurgh hire throte
;

Hire diete was accordant to hire cote.

Repletion ne made hire never sike ;

Attempre diete was all hire physike,

And exercise, and hertes suffisance.

The goute let hu'e nothing for to dance.

No apoplexie shente not hire hed.

No win ne dranke she, ne\'ther white ne red :

Hire boi-d was served most with white and black,

Milk and broun bred, in which she fond no lack,

Seinde bacon, and somtirae an ey or twey
;

For she was as it were a maner dey.

A yerd she had, enclosed all about
With stickes, and a drie diche without.

In which she had a cok highte Chaunteclere,

In all the land of crowing n'as his pere.

His vois was merier than the mery orgon.

On masse dales that in the chirches gon.

Wel sikerer was his crowing in his loge.

Than is a clok, or any abbey orloge.

By nature he knew eche ascentioun

Of the equinoctial in thilke toun
;

For whan degrees fiftene were ascended,

Than crew he, that it might not ben amended.
His combe was redder than the fin corall,

Enbattelled, as it were a eastel wall.

His bill was black, and as the jet it shone ;

Like asure were his legges and his tone ;

His nailes whiter than the lily flour,

And like the burned gold was his colour.

This gentil cok had in his governance
Seven hennes, for to don all his plesunce.

Which were his susters and his paramoures.
And wonder like to him, as of coloures.

Of wliich the fau-est hewed in the throte.

Was cleped faire damoselle Pertelote.

Curteis she was, discrete, and debonaire,

And compenable, and bare hu'eself so faire,

Sithen the day that she was sevennight old.

That trewelich she hath the herte in hold

Of Chaunteclere, loken in every lith :

He loved hire so, that wel was him therwith.

But swiche a joye it was to here hem sii g,
Whan that the brighte sonne gan to spring.
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In swete accord : my lot'e is fare in lond.

For thilke time, as I liave uiiderstond,

Bestes and briddes coudon speke and sing.

And so befell, that in a dawening,

As Chaunteclere among his wives alio

Sate on his jierche, that was in the hallc,

And next him sate his faire I'ertelote,

This Chaunteclere gan gronen in his throte,

As man that in his drcme is dretched sore.

And whan that Pertelote thus herd him rorc,

She was agast, and saidc, herte dere,

What aileth you to grone in this manere ?

Ye ben a veray sleper, fy for shame.
And he answered and sayde thus ; madame,

I pray you, that ye take it not agrefe :

By God rae mette I was in swiche mischefe

Right now, that yet min herte is sore afright.

Now God (quod he) my sweven recche aright,

And kepe my body out of foule prisoun.

Me mette, how that I romed up and doun
Within our yerde, wher as I saw a bestc,

Was like an hound, and wold han made areste

Upon my body, and han had me ded.

His colour was betwix yelwe an<l red ;

And tipped was his tail, and both his cres

With black, unlike the remenant of his heres.

His snout was smal, with glowing eyen twey :

Yet for his loke almost for fere 1 dey :

This caused me my groning douteles.

Avoy, quod she, fy on you herteles.

Alas ! quod she, for by that God above
Now han ye lost myn herte and all my love

;

I cannot love a coward by my faith.

For certes, w^hat so any woman saith,

We all desii-eu, if it mighte be.

To have an husbond, hardy, wise and free,

And secree, and non niggard ne no fool,

Ne him that is agast of every tool,

Ne non avantour by that God above.

How dorsten ye for shame say to your love,

That any thing might maken you aferde ?

H.an ye no mannes herte, and han a berde ?

Alas ! and con ye ben agast of swevenis ?

Nothing but vanitee, god wote, in sweven is.

Swevenes engendren of repletions,

And oft of fume, and of comj)lexions.

Whan humours ben to habundant in a wight.

Certes this dreme, which ye han met to-night,

Cometh of the grete supcrfluitee

Of youre rede colera parde,

Which causeth folk to drcden in hir dremes
Of arwes, and of fire with rede lemes,

Of rede bestes, that they wol hem bite.

Of conteke, and of waspes gret and lite

;

Right as the humour of melancolie

Causeth ful many a man in slepe to crie,

For fere of boUes, and of beres blake.

Or elles that blake devils wol hem take.

Of other humours coud I telle also,

That werken many a man in slepe moch wo :

But I wol passe, as lightly as I can.

Lo Caton, which that was so wise a man.
Said he not thus ? Ne do no force of dremes.

Now, Sire, quod she, whan we flee fro the bemcs.
For Goddes love, as take som laxatif

:

Up peril of my soule, and of my lif,

I conseil you the best, I wol not lie,

That both of coler, and of melancolie
Ye purge you ; and for ye shul not tarie.

Though in this toun be non apotecarie.

I shal myself two herbes teclien you.

That shal be for your lu-le, and for your jjrow ;

And in our yerde, tlie herbes shall 1 finde,

The which han of hir propretee by kinde
To ])urgen you benethc!, and eke above
Sire, forgcte not tiiis for Goddes love

;

Ve ben ful colerike of complexion
;

W^are that the sonne in his ascention

Ne finde you not replete of humours hote :

And if it do, I dare wel lay a grote,

That ye shul han a fever tertiane.

Or elles an ague, that may be your bane.

A day or two ye shul han digestives

Of wormes, or ye take your laxatives.

Of laureole, centaurie, and fumetere.

Or elles of ellebor, that groweth there.

Of catapuce, or of gaitrc-bcrics.

Or herbe ive growing in our yerd, that mery is :

I'icke hem right as they grow, and ete hem in.

Beth mery, husbond, for yonr fader kin
;

Dredeth no dreme ; I can say you no more,
Madame, quod he, grand mercy of your lore.

But natlieles, as touching dan Caton,

That hath of wisdome swiche a gret renoun.

Though that he bade no dremes for to drede,

By God, men moun in olde bookes rede.

Of many a man, more of auctoritee

Than ever Caton was, so mote I the.

That all the revers sayn of his sentence,

And han wel founden by experience,

That dremes ben significations

As wel (>f joye, as tribulations,

That folk enduren in this lif present.

Ther nedeth make of this non argument

;

The veray prove shewcth it indede.

On of the gi'etest auetours that men rede,

Saith thus ; that whilom twey felawes wente

On pilgrimage in a ful good entente
;

And happed so, they came into a toun,

Wher tiier was swiche a congregatioun

Of peple, and eke so streit of herbergagc.

That they ne founde as moche as a cotage.

In which they bothe might ylogged be :

Wherfore they mustcn of necessitee.

As for that night, dcparten compagnie ;

And eche of hem goth to his hostclrie,

And toke his logging as it wolde falle.

That on of hem was logged in a stalle,

For in a yerd, with oxen of the plough
;

That other man was logged wel ynough,

As was his aventure, or his fortune.

That us governeth all, as in commune.
And so befell, that, long or it were day.

This man met in his bed, ther as he lay.

How that his felaw gan upon him calle.

And said, alas ! for in an oxes stalle

This night shal I be mordred, ther I lie.

Now helpe me, dere brother, or I die

;

In alle haste come to me, he saide.

This man out of his slepe for fere abraide ;

But whan that he was waked of his slepe,

He turned him, and toke of this no kepe ;

Him thought his dreme was but a vanitee.

Thus twies in his sleping dremed he.

And at the thridde time yet his felaw

Came, as him thought, and said, I now am slaw

;

Behold my blody woundes, depe and wide.

Arise up erly, in the morwe tide.

And at the West gate of the toun (quod he)

A carte ful of donge ther shalt thou see,
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In which my body is hid prively.

Do thilke carte arresten boldely.

My gold caused my mordre, soth to sain.

And told him every point how he was slain

With a ful pitous face, pale of hewe.

And trustetli wel, his di"eme he found ful trewe.

For on the morwe, as soue as it was day,

To his felawes inne he toke his way :

And wlian that he came to this oxes stalle,

After his felaw he began to calle-

The hosteler answered him anon.
And saide, Sire, your felaw is agon,

As sone as day he went out of the toun.

This man gan fallen in suspecioun

Remembring on his di'emes that he mette,

And forth he goth, no lenger wold he lette,

Unto the West gate of the toun, and fond

A doug carte, as it went for to doiig lond.

That was arraied in the same wise

As ye han herde the dcde man devise :

And with an hardy herte he gan to crie.

Vengeance and justice of this felonie :

My felaw mordred is this same night,

And in this carte he lith, gaping upright.

I crie out on the ministres, quod he.

That shulden kepe and reulen this citee :

Harow ! alas ! here lith myfelavv slain.

What shuld I more unto this tale sain ?

The peple out stert, and cast the cart to ground,
And in the middel of the dong they found
The dede man, that mordred was all newe.

blisful God, that art so s)ood and trewe,
Lo, how that thou bewreyest mordre alway.
Mordre wol out, that see we day by day.
Mordre is so wlatsom and abhominable
To God, that is so just and resonable.
That he ne wol not suffre it hylled be :

Though it abide a yere, or two, or three,
Mordre wol out, tliis is my conclusioun.
And right anon, the ministres of the toun

Han hent the carter, and so sore him pined.
And eke the hosteler so sore engined.
That they bekuew hir wickednesse anon,
And were anhanged by the necke bon.
Here moun ye see that dremes ben to drede.

And certes in the same book 1 rede,
Right in the nexte chapitre after this,

(I gabbe not, so have I joye and blis)

Two men that wold han passed over the see
For certain cause in to a fer contree,
If tliat the wind ne hadde ben contrarie,
That made hem in a citee for to tarie,

That stood ful mery upon an haven side.
But on a day, agein the even tide.

The wind gan change, and blew right as hem lest.

Jolif and glad they wenten to hir rest.
And casten hem ful erly for to saile

;

But to that o man fell a gret mervaile.
That on of hem in sleping as he lay.

He mette a wonder dreme, again the day :

Him thought a man stood by his beddes side,
And him commanded, that he shuld abide.
And said him thus ; if thou to-morwe wende.
Thou shalt be dreint ; my tale is at an ende.
He woke, and told his felaw what he met.

And praied him his viage for to let.

As for that day, he prayd him for to abide.
His felaw that lay by his beddes side,

Gan for to laugh, and scorned him ful faste.
No drerae, quod he, may so my herte agaste,

That I wol leten for to do my thinges.

I sette not a straw by thy dreminges.
For swevens ben but vanitees and japes.

Men dreme al day of oules and of apes,

And eke of many a mase therwithal
;

Men dreme of thing that never was, ne shal.

But sith I see that thou wolt here abide,

And thus forslouthen wilfully thy tide,

God wot it reweth me, and have good day.

And thus he took his leve, and went his way.
But or that he had half his cours ysailed,

N'ot I not why, ne what meschance it ailed.

But casuelly the shippes bottom rente.

And ship and man under the water wente
In sight of other shippes ther beside,

That with him sailed at the same tide.

And therfore, faire Pertelote so dere.

By swiche ensamples olde maist thou lere,

That no man shulde be to i-eccheles

Of dremes, for I say thee douteles.

That many a dreme ful sore is for to drede.

Lo, in the lif of seint Kenelme, I rede.

That was Kenulphus sone, the noble king

Of Mercenrike, how Kenelm mette a thing

,

A litel or he were mordred on a day,

His mordre in his avision he say.

His norice him expouned every del

His sweven, and bade him for to kepe him wel
Fro treson ; but he n'as but seven yere old.

And therfore litel tale hath he told

Of any dreme, so holy was his herte.

By God I hadde lever than my sherte,

That ye had red his legend, as have I

.

Dame Pertelote, I say you trewely,

Macrobius, that writ the avision

In Affrike of the worthy Scipion,

Affirmeth dremes, and sayth that they ben
Warning of thinges, that men after seen.

And forthermore, I pray you loketh wel
In the olde Testament, of Daniel,

If he held dremes any vanitee.

Rede eke of Joseph, and ther shuln ye see

Wher dremes ben somtime (I say n&t alle)

Warning of thinges that shuln after falle.

Loke of Egipt the king, dan Pharao,
His baker and his boteler also,

Wheder they ne felten non effect in dremes.
Who so wol seken actes of sondry remes.

May rede of dremes many a wonder thing.

Lo Cresus, which that was of Lydie king,

Mette he not that he sat upon a tree.

Which signified he shuld anhanged be ?

Lo hire Andromacha, Hectores wif,

That day that Hector shulde lese his lif,

She dremed on the same night beforne.

How that the lif of Hector shuld be lorne,

If thilke day he went into bataille :

She warned him, but it might not availle
;

He went forth for to fighten natheles.

And was yslain anon of Achilles.

But thilke tale is al to long to telle,

And eke it is nigh day, I may not dwelle.

Shortly I say, as for conclusion.

That I shal han of this avision

Adversitee : and I say forthermore,
That I ne tell of laxatives no store.

For they ben venimous, I wot it wel :

I hem defBe, 1 love hem never a del.

But let us speke of mirthe, and stinte all this
;

Madame Pertelote, so have I blis.
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Of o thing God liatli sent me large grace :

For whan I see the beautee of your face,

Ye ben so scarlet red about your eyen,

Itmaketh all my drede for to dien,

For, al so siker as In principio,

M'llier est hominis confusio.

(Madame, the sentence of this Latine is,

Woman is mannes joye and mannes blis.)

For whan I fele a-night your softe side,

A I be it that I may not on you ride,

For that our perche is made so narwe, alas!

I am so ful of joye and of solas,

That I deffie buthe sweven and di'eme.

And with that word he tiew doun fro the heme,

For it was day, and eke his hennes alio ;

And with a cliuk he gan hem for to calle,

For he had found a corn, lay in the yerd.

Real he was, he was no more aferd

;

He fethered Pertelote twenty time.

And trade hire eke as oft, er it was prime.

He loketh as it were a grim leoun
;

And on his toos he rometh up and doun,

Him deigned not to set his feet to ground :

He chukketh, whan he hath a corn yfound,

And to him rennen than his wives alle.

Thus real, as a prince is in his halle,

Leve I this Cliaunteclere in his pasture
;

And after wol I tell his aventure.

Whan that the month in which the world began,

That highte March, whan God first maked man.
Was complete, and ypassed were also,

Sithen March ended, thritty dayes and two.

Befell that Chaunteclere in all his pride,

His seven wives walking him beside.

Cast up his eyen to the brighte sonne.

That in the signe of Taurus hadde yronne
Twenty degrees and on, and somwhat more :

He knew by kind, and by non other lore.

That it was prime, and crew with blisful stevea.

The Sonne, he said, is clomben up on heveu
Twenty degrees and on, and more ywis.

Madame Pertelote, my worldes blis,

Herkcneth thise blisful briddes how they sing.

And see the freshe floures how they spi-ing
;

Ful is min herte of revel, and solas.

But sodeiily him fell a sorweful cas
;

For ever the latter ende of joye is wo :

God wote that worldly joye is sone ago :

And if a rethor coude faire endite.

He in a chronicle might it saufly write,

As for a soveraine notabilitee.

Now every wise man let him herken me :

This story is al so trewe, I undertake,

As is the book of Launcelot du lake.

That women holde in ful gret reverence.

Now wol I turne agen to my sentence.

A col fox, ful of sleigh iniquitee.

That in the grove had wonned yeres three.

By high imagination forecast.

The same night thurghout the hegges brast

Into the yerd, ther Chaunteclere the faire

Was wont, and eke his wives, to repaire :

And in a bedde of \yqi'tes stille he lay,

Till it was passed undern of the day.

Waiting his time on Chaunteclere to falle ;

As gladly don thise homicides alle.

That in await liggen to mordre men.
false morderour, rucking in thy deu !

newe Scainot, newe Genelon !

false dissimulour, o Greek Sinon,

That broughtest Troye al utterly to sorwe !

Chaunteclere, accursed be the morwe,
That thou into thy yerd flew fro the hemes

:

Thou were ful wel ywarned by thy dremes.

That thilke day was perilous to thee.

But what that God forewote most nodes be.

After the opinion of certain clerkes.

Witnesse on him, that any parht clerk is,

That in scole is gret altercation

In this matere, and gret tlisputison.

And hath ben of an hundred thousand men.
But 1 ne cannot boult it to the bren.

As can the holy doctour Augustin,

Or Boeee, or the bishop Bradwardin,
Whether that Goddes worthy foreweting

Streineth me nedely for to don a thing,

(Nedeiy clepe I simple necessitee)

Or elles if free chois be granted me
To do tliat same thing, or do it nought.

Though God forewot it, or that it was wrought
;

Or if his weting streineth never a del,

But by necessitee condicionel.

1 wol not han to don of swiche matere
;

My tale is of a cok, as ye may here,

That took his couseil of his wif with sorwe

To walken in the yerd upon the morwe.
That he had met the dreme, as I you told.

Womennes conseiles ben ful often cold
;

Womannes conseil brought us first to wo.

And made Adam fro paradis to go,

Ther as he was ful mery, and wel at ese.

But for I n'ot, to whom I might displese,

If 1 conseil of women wokle blame.

Passe over, for I said it in my game.
Rede auctours, wher they trete of swiche matere,

And what they sayn of women ye mown here.

Thise ben the Cokkes wordes, and not mine
;

I can non harme of no woman devine.

Faire in the send, to bath hire merily,

Lith Pertelote, and all hire susters by,

Agein the sonne, and Chaunteclei'e so free

Sang merier than the Mermaid in the see,

For Phisiologus sayth sikerly,

How that they singen wel and merily.

And so befell that as he cast his eye

Among the wortes on a boterflie, .

He was ware of this fox that lay ful low.

Nothing ne list him thanne for to crow.

But cried anon cok, cok, and up he sterte,

As man that was affraied in his herte.

For naturelly a beest desireth flee

Fro his contrarie, if he may it see,

Though he never erst had seen it with his eye

This Chaunteclere, whan he gan him espie,

He wold han fled, but that the fox anon *

Said ;
gentil sire, alas ! what wol ye don ?

Be ye affraid of me that am your frend 1

Now certes, I were werse than any fend,

If I to you wold harme or vilanie.

I n'am not come your conseil to espie.

But trewely the cause of my coming

Was only for to herken how ye sing :

For trewely ye han as mery a steven,

As any angel hath, that is in heven ;

Therwith ye han of musike more feling,

Than had Boece, or any that can sing.

My lord your fader (God his soule blesse)

And eke your raoder of hire gentillesse

Han in niyn hous yben, to my gret ese .

And certes, sire, ful fain wold I you plese.
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But for men speke of singing, I wol sey,

So mote I brouken wel niin eyen twey,

Save you, ne herd I never man so sing,

As did your fader in tlie morwening.

Cartes it was of lierte all that he song.

And for to make his vols the more strong.

He wolJ so peine him, that with both his eyen

He niuste winke, so loud he wolde crien,

And stonden on his tiptoon therwithal,

And stretehen forth his necke long and sraal.

And eke he was of swiche discretion.

That ther n'as no man in no region,

That him in song or wisdom mighte passe.

I have wel red in dan Burnel the asse

Among his vers, how that ther was a cok,

That, for a preestes soue yave him a knok
Upon his leg, while he was yonge and nice,

He made him for to lese his benefice.

But certain ther is no comparison

Betwix the wisdom and discretion

Of youre fader, and his subtilitee.

Now singeth, sire, for Seinte Charitee,

Let see, can ye your fader contrefete ?

This Chaunteclere his winges gan to bete.

As man that coud not his treson espie,

So was he ravished with his flaterie.

Alas ! ye lordes, many a false Hatour

Is in your court, and many a losengeour,

That pleseth you wel more, by my faith,

Thau he that sothfastnesse unto you saith.

Redeth Ecclesiast of flaterie,

Beth ware, ye lordes, of hire trecherie.

This Chaunteclere stood high upon his toos

Stretching his neeke, and held his eyen cloos,

And gan to crowen loude for the nones

:

And dan Russel the fox stert up at ones^

And by the gargat hente Chaunteclere,
And on his back towai'd the wood him here.

For yet ne was ther no man that him sued.

destinee, that maist not ben eschued !

Alas, that Chaunteclere flew fro the hemes !

Alas, his wif ne raughte not of dremes !

And on a Friday fell all this meschance.
Venus, that art goddesse of plesance,

Sin that thy servant was this Chaunteclere,
And in thy service did all his powere,
More for delit, than world to multiplie,

Why wolt thou suff're him on thy day to die ?

Gaufride, dere maister soverain.

That, whan thy worthy king Richard was slain

With shot, complainedest his deth so sore,

Why ne had I now thy science and thy lore,

The Friday for to chiden, as did ye !

(For on a Friday sothly slain was he)
Than wold I shew you how that I coud plaine.

For Chauntecleres drede, and for his paine.

Certes swiche cry, ne lamentation

N'as never of ladies made, whan I lion

Was wonne, and Pirrus with his streite swerd
Whan he had hent king Priam by the herd.
And slain him, (as saith us Eneidos)
As maden all the hennes in the cloos,

Whan they had seen of Chaunteclere the sight.

But soveraiuly dame Pertelote shright,

Ful louder than did Hasdruballes wif.

Whan that hire husbond hadde ylost his lif.

And that the Romaines hadden brent Cartage,
She was so ful of turment and of rage,
That wilfully into the fire she sterte.

And brent hlreselven with a stedfast herte.

woful hennes, right so criden ye,

As, whan that Nero brente the citee

Of Rome, cried the senatoures wives,

For that hir husbouds losten alle hir lives
;

Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slain.

Now wol I turne unto my tale again.

The sely widewe, and hire doughtren two,

Herden thise hennes crie and maken wo,

And out at the dores sterten they anon.

And saw the fox toward the wode is gon.

And bare upon his back the cok away

:

They crieden, out 1 harow and wala wa !

A ha the fox ! and after him they ran,

And eke with staves many another man
;

Ran Colle our dogge, and Talbot, and Gerlond,

And Malkin, with hire distaf in hire bond
;

Ran cow and calf, and eke the vei-ay hogges
So fered were for berking of the dogges.

And shouting of the men and women eke.

They ronnen so, hem thought hir hertes broke.

They yelleden as fendes don in helle :

The dokes crieden as men wold hem quelle :

The gees for fere flewen over the trees.

Out of the hive came the swai-me of bees.

So hidous was the noise, a benedicite!

Certes he Jakke Straw, and his raeinie,

Ne maden never shoutes half so shrille,

Whan that they wolden any Fleming kille,

As thilke day was made upon the fox.

Of bras they broughteu beemes and of box.

Of horn and bone, in which they blew and pouped,

And therwithal they shriked and they houped
;

It semed, as that the heven shulde falle.

Now, goode men, I pray you herkeneth alle
;

Lo, how fortune turneth sodenly

The hope and pride eke of hire enemy.
This cok that lay upon the foxes bake.

In all his drede, unto the fox he spake.

And sayde ; sire, if that I were as ye.

Yet wolde I sayn, (as wisly God helpe me)
Turneth agein, ye proude cherles alle

;

A veray pestilence upon you falle.

Now am I come unto the wodes side,

Maugre your hed, the cok shal here abide

;

I wol him ete in faith, and that anon.

The fox answered, in faith it shal be don ;

And as he spake the word, al sodenly

The cok brake from his mouth deliverly,

And high upon a tree he flew anon.

And whan the fox saw that the cok was gon,

Alas ! quod he, o Chaunteclere, alas !

I have (quod he) ydon to you trespas.

In as moche as I maked you aferd.

Whan I you hente, and brought out of your yerd
;

But, sire, I did it in no wikke entente :

Come doun, and I shal tell you what I mente.
I shal say sothe to you, God helpe me so.

Nay than, quod he, I shrewe us bothe two.

And first I shrewe myself, bothe blood and bones,

If tliou begile me oftener than ones.

Thou shalt no more thurgh thy flaterie

Do me to sing and winken with myn eye.

For he that winketh, whan he shulde see,

Al wilfully, God let him never the.

Nay, quod the f(;x, but God yeve him meschance,
That is so indiscrete of governance.
That jangleth, whan that he shuld hold his pees.

Lo, which it is for to be reccheles

And negligent, and trust on flaterie.

But ye that liolden this tale a folio,



V. 15J40— 15552 THE NONNES TREESTES TALE. i:5S

As of a fox, or of a cok, or hen,

Taketh the inoralitee therof, good men.
For Seint Poule sayth, Tliat all that writen is.

To our doctrine it is ywritten ywis.

Taketh the fruit, and let the cliaf be stille.

Now, goode God, if that it be thy wille,

As sayth my Lord, so make us all good men
;

And bring us to thy highe blisse. Amen.

Sire Nonnes Freest, our hoste sayd anon,

Yblessed be thy breche and evci-y ston
;

This was a mery tale of Chaunteclere. t^ -)

But by my trouthe, if thou were seculere,..,!

Thou woldest ben a tredefoule a right

:

For if thou liave ooragc as thou hast might,
Thee wei-e ncde of hennes, as I wene,
Ye mo tiian seven times seventene.
Se, whiche braunes liuth this gentil prcest,

So gret a neeke, and swielie a large breest I

He lokcth as a sparhauk with his even
;

Him nodcth not his colour for to dien
With Brasil, ne with grain of I'ortingalo,

But, sire, faire falle you for your tale.

And after that, he with ful niery chore
Sayd to another, as ye shulen here.

THE SECOND NONNES TALE.

The ministre and the norice unto vices,') 1
Which that men clepe in English idelnesse,

That porter at the gate is of delices.

To eschuen, and by hire contrary hire oppresse,

That is to sain, by leful besinesse,

Wei oughte we to don al our entente.

Lest that the fend thurgh idelnesse us hente.

For he that with his thousand cordes slie

Continuelly us waiteth to beclappe.

Whan he may man in idelnesse espie, . ,

,

He can so lightly cacchc him in his trappfe,

Til that a man be hent right by the lap])e.

He n'is not ware the fend hath him in bond :

Wei ought us werche, and idelnesse withstond.

And though men dradden never for to die,

Yet see men wel by reson douteles.

That idelnesse is rote of slogardie,

(Jf which ther never cometh no good encrees,

And see that slouthe holdeth liem in a lees.

Only to slope, and for to eto and drinke.

And to devouren all that other swinke.

And for to put us from swiche idelnesse.

That cause is of so gret confusion,

I have here don my feithful besinesse

After the Legende in translation

Right of thy glorious lif and passion.

Thou with thy gerloud, wrought of rose and lilie.

Thee mene I, maid and martir Seinte Cecil ie.

And thou, that arte floure of virgines all,

Of whom that Bernard list so wel to write,

To thee at my beginning first I call,

Thou comfort of us wretches, do me endite
Thy maidens deth, that wan thurgh hire merite
The eternal lif, and over the fend victorie,

As man may after reden in hire storie.

Thou maide and mother, doughter of thy son,
Thou well of mercy, sinful soules cure,
In whom that God of bountee chees to won

;

Thou humble and high over every creature,
Tl.ou nobledest so fer forth our nature.
That no desdaine the maker had of kinde
His son in blood and flesh to clothe and windr.

Within the cloystre blisful of thy sides,

Toke mannes shape the eternal love and pees,

That of the trine conipas Lord and gide is.

Whom erthe, and see, and hcvcn out of relees

Ay herien ; and thou, virgine wenimeles.
Bare of thy body (and dwultest maiden pure)
The creatour of every creature.

Assembled is in thee magnificence
With mercy, goodnesse, and with swiche pitee.

That thou, that art the sonne of excellence,

Not only jielpest hem that praien thee.

But oftentime of thy benignitee

Ful freely, or that men thin holpe beseche.

Thou goest bcforue, and art hir lives leche.

Now helpe, thou meke and blisful faire maide,
Me flemed wretch, in this desert of galle

;

Tliinke on the woman Cananee, that saide

That whelpes eten som of the cromcs alle

That from hir Lordes tal)le ben yfalle;

And though that I, unworthy sone of Eve,
Be sinful, yet accepteth my beleve.

And for that feith is ded withouten werkes.
So for to werken yeve me wit and space.

That I be quit from thennes that most derke is ;

O thou, that ai't so faire and ful of grace,

Be thou mill advocat in that high place,

Ther as withouten ende is songe O.-ianne,

Thou Cristes mother, doughter dere of Anne.

And of thy light my soule in prison light.

That troubled is by the contagion

Of my body, and also by the wight

Of erthly lust, and false affection :

O haven of refute, o salvation

Of hem that ben in .sorwe and in distresse.

Now help, for to my werk I wol me dresse.

Yet pray I you that reden that I write,

Forycvc me, that I do no diligence

This ilke storie subtilly to endite.

For both have I the wordes and sentence

Of him, that at the seintes reverence
The storie wrote, and folowed hire legende,

I
And pray you that ye wol my werk amende.
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First wol I you the name of Seinte Cecilie

Expoune, as men may in hire storie see :

It is to sayn in English, Ilevens lilie,

For pure chastnesse of virginitee,

Or for she whitnesse had of honestee,

And grene of conscience, and of good fame
The swote savour, Lilie was hire name.

Or Cecilie is to sayn the way to blinde,

For she ensample was by good teching
;

Or elles Cecilie, as I writen finde.

Is joined by a maner conjoining

Of lieven and Liu, and here in figuring

The heven is set for thought of holmesse,

And Lia, for hu-e lasting besinesse.

Cecilie may eke be sayd in this manere,
Wanting of blindnesse, for hire grete light

Of sapience, and for hire thewes clere.

Or elles lo, this maidens name bright

Of heven and Leos cometh, for which by right

Men might hire wel the heven of peple calle,

Ensample of good and wise werkes alle :

For Leos peple in English is to say ;

And right as men may in the heven see

The Sonne and mone, and sterres every way,

Right so men gostly, in this maiden free

Sawen of faith the magnanimitee,
And eke the clerenesse hole of sapience,

And sondry werkes, bright of excellence.

And right so as thise PhUosophres wi-ite,

That heven is swift and round, and eke brenning,
Riglit so was faire Cecilie the white

Ful swift and besy in every good werking.
And round and hole in good persevering,

And brenning ever in charitee ful bright :

Now have I you declared what she hight.

This maiden bright Cecile, as hire lif saith,

Was come of Romaines and of noble kind.

And from hire cradle fostred in the faith

Of Crist, and bare his Gospel in hire mind :

She never cesed, as I writen find,

Of hire prayere, and God to love and drede,
Besechiqg htm to kepe hire maidenhede.

And whan this maiden shuld until a man
Ywedded be, that was ful yonge of age,
Which that ycleped was Valerian,

And day was comen of hire marriage.
She ful devout and humble in hu'e corage,
Lender hii-e robe of gold, that sat ful faire.

Had next hire flesh yclad hire in an haire.

And while that the organs maden melodic.
To God alone thus in hire hert song she

;

O Lord, my soule and eke my body gie

Unwemmed, lest that I confounded be.

And for his love that died upon the tree,

Every second or thridde day she fast,

Ay bidding in hire orisons ful fast.

The night came, and to bedde must she gou
With hire husbond, as it is the manere.
And prively she said to hira anon

;

O swete and wel beloved spouse dere,
Ther is a conseil, and ye wol it here,
Which that right fayn I wold unto you saie.

So that ye swere, ye wol it not bewraie.

Valerian gan fast unto hire swere.

That foi no cas, ne thing that mighte be.

He shulde never to non bewraien here
;

And than at erst thus to him saide she
;

I have an Angel which that loveth me.
That with gret love, wher so I wake or slepe,

Is redy ay my body for to kepe
;

And if that he may felen out of di'ede.

That ye me touch or love in vilanie,

He right anon wol sleen you witli the dede,

And in your youthe thus ye shulden die.

And if that ye iu clene love me gie.

He wol you love as me, for your clenenesse.

And shew to you his joye and his brightnesse.

This Valei'ian, corrected as God wold,

Answerd again, if I shal trusten thee.

Let me that angel seen, and him behold
;

And if that it a veray angel be,

Than wol I don as thou hast prayed me
;

And if thou love another man, forsothe

Right with this swerd than wol I slee you bothe.

Cecile answerd anon right in this wise
;

If that you list, the angel shul ye see.

So that ye trowe on Crist, and you baptise
;

Goth forth to Via Apia (quod she) • .J.'-'.J^^'^^

That fro this toun ne stant but miles three.

And to the poure folkes that ther dwellen

Say hem right thus, as that I shal you tellen.

Tell hem, that I Cecile you to hem sent

To shewen you the good Urban the old,

For secree nedes, and for good entent
;

And whan that ye Seint Urban han behold.

Tell him the wordes whiche I to you told
;

And whan that he hath purged you fro sinne.

Than shal ye seen that angel er ye twinne.

Valerian is to the place gon.

And right as he was taught by hire leraing,

He fond this holy old Urban anon
Among the seintes buriels loutiug :

And he anon withouten taryhig

Did his message, and whan that he it tolde,

Urban for joye his hondes gan upholde.

The teres from his eyen let he falle
;

Almighty Lord, o Jesu Crist, quod he,

Sower of chast conseil, hierde of us alle.

The fruit of thilke seed of chastitee

That thou hast sow in Cecile, take to thee :

Lo, like a besy bee withouten gile

Thee serveth ay thin owen thral Cecile.

For thilke spouse, that she toke but uewe
Ful like a fiei-s leon, she sendeth here
As meke as ever was any lambe to ewe.

And with that word anon ther gan apere
An old man, clad in white clothes clere.

That had a book with lettres of gold in hond,
And gan beforne Valerian to stoud.

Valerian, as ded, fell doun for drede,

Whan he him saw ; and he up hent him the, /

And on his book right thus he gan to rede
;

On Lord, on faith, on God withouten mo.
On Cristendom, and fader of all also

Aboven all, and over all every wher :

Thise wordes all with gold ywriten were.
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Whan this was j-ed, than said this olde man,
Levest thou this thinji; or no ? say ye or nay,

I leve all this thing, cjuod Valerian,

For sother thing than this, I dare wel say,

Under the heven no wight thinken may.
Tho vanished the olde man, he n'iste wher.

And pope Urban him cristened right ther.

Valerian goth home, and fiut Cecilie

I Within his cluimbre with an angel stonde :

1
This angel had of roses and of lilie

!
Corones two, the which he bare in honde,

And first to Cecile, as I understonde.

He yaf that on, and after gan he take

That other to Valerian hire make.

With body clene, and with unwemmcd thought
Kepeth ay wel tliise corones two, ((iiod lie,

From paradis to you 1 have hem brought,

Ne never mo ne shul they roten be,

Ne lese hir swete savour, trusteth me,
Ne never wight shal seen hem with his eye,

But he be chaste, and hate vilanie.

And thou, Valerian, for thou so sone
Assentedest to good conseil, also

Say what thee list, and thou shalt han thy bone.

I have a brother, quod Valerian tho.

That in this world I love no man so,

I pray you that my brother may have grace
To know the trouth, as 1 do in this place.

The angel sayd ; God liketh thy request.

And bothe with the palme of martirdome
Ye shullen come unto his blisful rest.

And with that word, Tiburce his brother come.
And whan that he the savour undernome,
Which that the roses and the lilies cast.

Within his herte he gan to wonder fast,

And said ; I wonder this time of the yere

Whennes that swete savour cometh so

Of roses and lilies, that I smelle here
;

For though I had hem in min hondes two.

The savour might in me no deper go :

The swete smel, that in min herte 1 find.

Hath changed me all in another kind.

Valerian saide ; two corones han we
Snow-wliite and rose-red, that shinen clere,

Which that thin even han no might to see :

And as thou smellest hem thurgh my praiere,

So shalt thou seen hem, leve brother dere.

If it so be thou wolt withouten slouthe

Beleve aright, and know the veray trouthe.

Tiburce answered ; saiest thou this to me
In sothnesse, or in dreme herken I this ?

In dremes, quod Valerian, han we be
Unto this time, brother min, ywis :

But now at erst in trouthe our dwelling is.

I

How wost thou this, quod Tiburce, in what wise ?

Quod Valerian ; that shal I thee devise.

The angel of God hath me the trouth ytaught.
Which thou shalt seen, if that thou wilt reuey
The idoles, and be clene, and elles naught.
[And of the miracle of thise corones twey
Seint Ambrose in his preface list to sey

;

Solempnely this noble doctour dere
Commendeth it, and saith in this manere.

The palme of martirdome for to receive,

Seinte Cecilie, fulfilled of Goddes yeft,

The world and eke hire cliambre gan she weive
;

Witnesse Tiburces and Ceciles shrift,

To wliich God of his bountee wolde shift

Corones two, of fioures wel smelling,

And made his angel hem the corones bring.

The maid hath brought thise men to blisse above •,

The world hath wist what it is worth certain

Devotion of chastitee to love.]

Tho shewed him Cecile all open and plain,

That all idoles n'is but a thing in vain.

For they ben dombo, and therto they ben deve,

And charged him his idoles for to leve.

Who so that troweth not this, a best he is.

Quod this Tiburce, if that I shal not lie.

And she gan liisse his brest whan she herd this.

And was ful glad he coude trouth espie :

This day I take thee for min allie,

Saide this blisful faire maiden dere
;

And after that she said as ye may liere.

Lo, right so as tlie love of Crist (quod she)

Made me thy brothers wif, right in that wise

Anon for mine allie here take I thee,

Sithen that thou wolt thin idoles despise.

Goth with thy brother now and thee baptise,

And make thee clene, so that thou maist behold

The angels face, of which thy brother told.

Tiburce answered, and saide ; brother dere,

First tell me whither I shal, and to what man.
To whom ? ([uod he ; come forth with goode chere,

I wol thee lede unto the pope lli-lian.

To Urban ! brother min Valerian,

Quod tho Tiburce, wilt thou me thider lede ?

Me thinketh that it were a wonder dede.

Ne menest thou not Urban (quod he tho)

That is so often damned to be ded,

And wonetli in halkes ahvay to and fro.

And dare not ones putten forth his hed ?

Men shuld him brennen in a fire so red.

If he were found, or that men mijiht him spie.

And we also, to here him compagnie.

And while we seken thilke divinitee.

That is yhid in heven prively,

Algate ybrent in this world shuld we be.

To whom Cecile answered lioldely ;

Men mighten dreden wel and i-kilfully

This lif to lese, min owen dere brother,

If this were living only and non other.

But ther is better lif in other place.

That never shal be lost, ne drede thee nought :

Which Goddes sone us tolde thurgh his gi-ace,

That fadres sone which alle thinges wrought
;

And ail that wrought is with a skilful thought.

The gost, that from the fader gan precede,

Hath souled hem withouten any drede.

By word and by miracle he Goddes sone.

Whan he was in this world, declan d here.

That ther is other lif ther men may wone.

To whom answerd Tiburce ; o suster dere,

Ne saidest thou right now in this manere,

Ther n'as but o God, lord in sothfastnesse,

And now of three how mayst thou bere witnesse ?



That shall I tel, quod she, or that I go.

Right as a man hath sapiences three,

Mt'niorie, engine, and intellect also,

So in o being of divinitee

Three persones mowen ther righte wel be.

The gan she him ful besily to preche

Of Cristes sonde, and of his peines teehe.

And many pointes of his passion
;

How Goddes sone in this world was withhold

To don mankinde pleine remission,

That was ybound in sinne and cares cold.

All this thing she unto Tiburce told,

And after this Tiburce in good eutent.

With Valerian to pope Urban he went,

That thanked God, and with glad herte and light

He cristened him, and made him in that place

Parfite in his lerning and Goddes knight.

And after this Tiburce gat swiche grace,

That every day he saw in time and space
The angel of God, and every maner bone
That he God axed, it was sped ful sone.

It were ful hard by ordre for to sain

How many wonders Jesus for hem wrought.
But at the last, to tellen short and plain,

The sergeaunts of the toun of Rome hem sought,

And hem before Almache the prefect brought,
Which hem apposed, and knew all hire entent.

And to the image of Jupiter hem sent

;

And said ; who so wol nought do sacrifice.

Swap of his hed, this is my sentence here.

Anon tlvise martyrs, that I you devise.

On Maximus, that was an officere

Of the prefectes, and his cornieulere.

Hem hent, and whan he forth the seintes lad.

Himself he wept for pitee that he had.

Whan Maximus had herd the seintes lore,

He gate him of the turmentoures leve,

And lad hem to his hous withouten more
;

And with hir preching, or that it were eve.
They gonnen fro the turmentours to reve.
And fi'o Maxime, and fro his folk eche on
The false faith, to trowe in God alone.

Cecilie came, whan it was waxen night,
Witii preestes, that hem cristened all yfei-e

;

And afterward, whan day was waxen light,

Cecilie hem said with a ful stedfast chere
;

Now, Cristes owen knightes leve and dere.
Caste all away the werkes of derkenesse,
And arraeth you in armes of brightnesse.

Ye han forsoth ydon a gret bataille
;

Your cours is don, your faith han ye conserved
;

Goth to the crouue of lif that may not faille
;

The rightful juge, which that ye han served,
Shal yeve it you, as ye han it deserved.
And whan this thing was said, as I devise,
Men ledde hem forth to don the sacrifice.

But wliau they weren to the place ybrought.
To tellen shortly the conclusioun.
They n'olde eneense, ne sacrifice right nought.
But on hir knees they setten hem adoun,
With humble herte and sad devotioun.
And losten bothe hir hedes in the place

;

Hir soules wenten to the king of grace.

This Maximus, that saw this thing betide,

With pitous teres told it anon right.

That he hir soules saw to heven glide

With angels, ful of clerenesse and of light

;

And with his word converted many a wight.

For which Almachius did him to-bete

With whip of led, til he his lif gan lete,

Cecile him toke, and buried him anon
By Tiburce and Valerian softely.

Within hir burying place, under the ston.

And after this Almachius hastily

Bad his ministres fetchen openly
Cecile, so that she might in his presence
Don sacrifice, and Jupiter eneense.

But they converted at hire wise lore

Wepten ful sore, and yaven ful credence
Unto hire word, and crieden more and more ;

Crist, Goddes sone, withouten difference

Is veray God, this is all our sentence.

That hath so good a servant him to serve :

Thus with o vols we trowen though we sterve.

Almachius, that herd of this doing,

Bad fetchen Cecile, that he might hire see :

And alderfirst, lo, this was his axing ;

What maner woman arte thou ? quod he.

I am a gentilwomau borne, quod she.

I axe thee, quod he, though it thee greve.

Of thy religion and of thy beleve.

Why than began your question foHly,

Quod she, that woldest two answers conclude
In o demand ? ye axen lewedly,

Almache answerd to that similitude.

Of whennes cometh thin answering so rude ?

Of whennes ? (quod she, whan that she was freined)

Of conscience, and of good faith unfeined.

Almachius said ; ne takest thou non hede
Of my power ? and she him answerd this ;

Your might (quod she) ful litel is to drede
;

For every mortal mannes power n'is

But like a bladder ful of wind ywis :

For with a iiedles point, whan it is blow,

May all the host of it be laid ful low.

Ful wrongfully begrmnest thou, (qncd he)
And yet in wrong is al thy perseverance :

Wost thou not how our mighty princes free

Have thus commanded and made ordinance,

That every cristen wight shal han penance
But if that he his Cristendome withseye.

And gon al quite, if he wol it reneye 1

Your princes erren, as your nobley doth.

Quod tho Cecile, and with a wood sentence
Ye make us gilty, and it is not soth :

For ye that knowen wel our innocence.
For as moche as we don ay reverence
To Crist, and for we here a Cristen name.
Ye put on us a crime and eke a blame.

But we that knowen thilke name so
For vertuous, we may it not withseye.
Almache answered ; chese on of thise two.
Do sacrifice, or Cristendom reneye,
That thou mow now escapen by that wey.
At which this holy blisful fayre maid
Gan for to laughe, and to the juge said :
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juge confuse in thy nicetee,

Woldest thou that 1 reiioye innocence 1

To niiikcn nie a wicked wight ( (juod she)

Lo, he dissimuleth liero in audience,

He stareth and wodeth in liis advertence.

To whom Ahnaehius said ; Unsoly wretch,

Ne wost thou not how far my might may stretch ?

Han not our mighty princes to me yeven
Ya bothe power and eke auctoritce

To raaken folk to dien or to liven ?

Why spekest thou so proudly than to me ?

I ne speke nought but stedfastly, quod she,

Not proudely, for I say, as for my side,

We haten dedly thilke vice of pride.

And if thou drede not a soth for to here,

Than wol I shcwe al openly by right,

That thou hast made a ful gret lesing here.

Thou saist, thy princes han thee yeven might
Both for to slee and for to (juiken a wight.

Thou that ne maist but only lif bereve.

Thou hast non other power ne no leve.

But thou maist sayn, thy princes han tliee maked
Ministre of deth ; for if thou speke of mo,^
Thou liest ; for thy power is ful naked.
Do way thy bolduesse, said Almacliius tho.

And sacrifice to our goddes, er thou go.

I recke not what wrong that thou me proffre,

For I can suffre it as a philosoplire.

But thilke wronges may I not endure.
That thou spekest of our goddes here, quod he.

Cecile answerd ; o nice creature.

Thou saidest no word sin thou spake to me.
That I ne knew therwith thy nicetee,

And tliat thou were in every maner wise
A lewed officer, a vain justice.

Ther lackcth nothing to thin utter eyen
That thou n'art blind ; for thing that we seen alle

That is a ston, that men may wel cspien.
That ilke ston a god thou wolt it calle.

I rede thee let thin bond upon it falle.

And tast it wel, and ston thou shalt it find.

Sin that thou seest not with thin eyen blind.

It is a shame that the peple shal
So scornen thee, and laugh at thy folic :

For comunly men wot it wel over al,

That mighty God is in his hevens hie
;

And thise images, wel maist thou espie,

To thee ne to hemself may not profite.

For in effect they be not worth a mite.

Thise and swiche other wordes saide she,
And he wex wroth, and bade men shuld hire lede
Home til hire house, and in hire hous (quod he)
Brenne hire right in a bath, with flames rede.
And as he bade, right so was don the dedc

;

For in a bathe they gonne hire fastc shctten.

And night and day gret fire they under bctten.

The longc night, and eke a day also.

For all the fire, and eke the bathes hetc.

She sate al cold, and felt of it no wo.
It made hire not a drope for to swete :

But in that bath hire lif she nmste lete.

For ho Almachc, with a ful wicke entent,

To sleen hire in the bath his sonde sent.

Three strokes in the nekke he smote hire tho
The turmentour, but for no maner chance
He mighte not smite all hii-e nekke atwo :

And for thcr was that time an ordinance
That no man shulde don man swiche penance.
The fourthe stroke to smiten, soft or sore,

This turmentour ne dorste do no more
;

But half ded, with hii'e nekke ycorven ther

He left hire lie, and on his way is went.
The cristen folk, which that about hire were,
With shetes han the blood ful faire yhent :

Three dayes lived she in this turment.
And never cesed hem the faith to teche.

That she had fostred hem, she gan to preche.

And hem she yaf hire mebles and hire thing,

And to the pope Urban betoke hem tho,

And said ; I axed this of heven king.

To have respit three dayes and no rao,

To recommend to you, or that I go,

Thise soules lo, and that I might do werche
Here of min hous perpetuellich a cherche.

Seint Urban, with his dekenes prively

The body fette, and buried it by night
Among hi§ other seintes honestly :

Hire hous the cherche of seinte Cecile hight
Seint Urban halowed it, as he wel might.
In w^hich unto this day in noble wise
Men don to Crist and to his seinte servise.

THE CHANONES YEMANNES TALE.

THE CHANONES YEMANNES PROLOGUE.

Wham that tolde was the lif of seinte Cecile,
Er we had ridden fully five mile.
At Boughton under blee us gan atake
A man, that clothed was in clothes blake.
And undernethe he wered a white surplis.
His hakeney, which that was al pomelee gris.

So swatte, that it wonder was to see.

It semed as he had priked miles three.

The horse eke that his yeman rode upon.
So swatte, that unnethes might he gon.

About the peytrel stood the fome ful hie,

He was of fome as flecked as a pie.

A male tweifold on his croper lay.

It semed that he caried litcl array,

Al light for sommer rode this worthy man.
And in my hei-te wondren I began



138 CANTERBURY TALES. V. 16038—16177

What that he was, til that I understode,

IIow that his cloke was sowed to his hode
;

For which whan I had long avised me,
I denied him some chanon for to be.

His hat heng at his back doun by a las,

for he had ridden more than trot or pas,

He had ay priked hke as he were wode.

A clote-lefe he had laid under his hode

For swete, and for to kepe his hed fro hete.

But it was joye for to seen hira swete
;

His forehed dropped, as a stillatorie

Were ful of plantaine or of paritorie.

And whan that he was come, he gan to crie,

God save (quod he) this joly compagnie.

Fast have I priked (quod he) for your sake.

Because that I wolde you atake,

To riden in this mery compagnie.

His yeman was eke ful of cui-tesie,

And saide ; Sires, now in the morwe tide

Out of your hostelrie I saw you ride,

And warned here my lord and soverain,

Which that to riden with you is ful fain,

For his disport ; he loveth daliance.

Frendjfor thy warning God yeve thee good chance.

Than said our hoste ; certain it wolde seme
Thy lord were wise, and so I may wel deme

;

He is ful joconde also dare I leye :

Can he ought tell a mery tale or tweie,

With which he gladen may this compagnie ?

Who, sire ? my lord ? Ye, sire, withouten lie,

He can of mirth and eke of jolitee

Not but ynough ; also, sire, trusteth me,
And ye him knew al so wel as do I,

Ye wolden wondre how wel and craftily

He coude werke, and that in sondry wise.

He hath take on him many a gret emprise.

Which were ful harde for any that is here

To bring about, but they of him it lere.

As homely as he rideth amonges you,

If ye him knew, it wold be for your prow :

Ye wolden not forgon his acquaintance
For niochel good, I dare lay in balance

All that I have in my possession.

He is a man of high discression,

I warne you wel, he is a passing man.
Wel, quod our hoste, I pray thee tell me than,

Is he a clerk, or non 1 tell what he is.

Nay, he is greter than a clerk ywis,

Saide this yeman, and in wordes fewe,

Hoste, of his craft somwhat I wol you shewe.

I say, my lord can swiche a subtiltee,

(But all his craft ye moun not wete of me,
And somwhat help I yet to his werking)

That all the ground on which we ben riding

Til that we come to Canterbury toun.

He coud al clene turnen up so doun,

And pave it all of silver and of gold.

And whan this yeman had this tale ytolde

Unto our hoste, he said ; benedicite,

This thing is wonder mervaillous to me.
Sin that thy lord is of so high prudence.

Because of which men shulde him reverence,

That of his worship rekketh he so lite ;

His overest sloppe it is not worth a mite
As in effect to him, so mote I go

;

It is all bandy and to-tore also.

Why is thy lord so sluttish I thee preye.

And is of power better cloth to beye,

If that his dede acorded with thy speche ?

Telle me that, and that I thee beseche.

Why ? quod this yeman, wherto axe ye me 2

God helpe me so, for he shal never the :

(But I wol not avowen that I say,

And therfore kepe it secree I you pray)

He is to wise in faith, as I beleve.

Thing that is overdon, it wol not preve
Aright, as clerkes sain, it is a vice

;

Wherfore in that I hold him lewed and nice.

For whan a man hath overgret a wit,

Ful oft him happeth to misusen it :

So doth my lord, and that me greveth sore.

God it amende, I can say now no more.
Therof no force, good yeman, quod our host.

Sin of the conning of thy lord thou wost,

Telle how he doth, I pray thee hertUy,

Sin that he is so crafty and so sly.

Wher dwellen ye, if it to tellen be ?

In the subarbes of a toun, quod he.

Lurking in hemes and in lanes blinde,

Wheras thise robbours and thise theves by kinde

Holden hir privee fereful residence,

As they that dare not shewen hir presence,

So faren we, if I shal say the sothe.

Yet, quod our hoste, let me talken to the
;

Why art thou so discoloured of thy face 1

Peter, quod lie, God yeve it harde grace,

I am so used the hote fire to blow,

That it hath changed my colour I trow
;

I n'am not wont in no mirrour to prie,

But swinke sore, and lerne to multiplie.

We blundren ever, and poren in the fire.

And for all that we faille of our desii'e.

For ever we lacken our conclusion.

To mochel folk we don illusion.

And borwe gold, be it a pound or two,

Or ten or twelve, or many sommes mo.
And make hem wenen at the leste wey,

That of a pound we connen maken twey.

Yet is it false ; and ay we han good hope
It for to don, and after it we grope :

But that science is so fer us beforne.

We mowen not, although we had it swome.
It overtake, it slit away so fast ;

It wol us maken beggers at the last.

While this yeman was thus in his talking.

This Chanon drow him nere, and herd all thing
Which this yeman spake, for suspecion

Of mennes speche ever had this Chanon :

For Caton sayth, that he that gilty is,

Demeth all thing be spoken of him ywis :

That was the cause, he gan so nigh him drawe
To his yeman, to herken all his sawe.
And thus he saide unto his yeman the

;

Hold thou thy pees, and speke no wordes mo :

For if thou do, thou shalt it dere abie.

Thou sclaundrest me here in this compagnie,
And eke discoverest that thou shuldest hide.

Ye, quod our hoste, tell on, what so betide ;

Of all his thretening recke not a mite.

In faith, quod he, no more I do but lite.

And whan this Chanon saw it wold not be,

But his yeman wold tell his privetee, ,,„
He fled away for veray sorwe and shame. '^ "^'"^

A, quod the yeman, here shal rise a game :

All that I can anon I wol you telle, .

' tj

Sin he is gon ; the foule fend him quelle
;

"^'

For never hereafter wol I with him mete
For peny ne for pound, I you behete.

He that me broughte first unto that game,
Er that he die, sorwe have he and shame.
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For it it is erncst to me by I'uith ;

Tliat fele I wel, what that any man saith ;

And yet for all my smert, and all my grief,

For all my sorwc, labour, and mesehief,

I coude never leve it in no wise.

Now wolde God my wit mighte suffice

To tellen all that longoth to that art ;

But natlu'k'S, yet wol 1 tellen part :

Sin that my lord is goii, I wol not S])are,

Swiche thing as that I know, I wol declare.

THE CHANONES YEMANNES TALE.

With this Chanon I dwelt have seven yere,

And of his science am I never the nere :

All that I had, 1 have ylost therby.

And God wot, so han many mo than I.

Ther 1 was wont to be right fresh and gay
Of clothing, and of other good array,

Now may I were an hose upon min lied
;

And wher my colour was both fresh and red.

Now is it wan, and of a leden hewe
;

(Who so it useth, so shal lie it rewe)

And of my swinke yet blcrcd is min eye
;

Lo which avaiitage is to multiplie !

That sliding science hath me made so bare,

That I have no good, wher that ever I fare ;

And yet I am endetted so thei'by

Of gold, that I have borwed trewely.

That wliile I live, I shal it quiten never ;

Let every man be ware by me for ever.

What maner man that casteth him therto,

If he continue, 1 hold his thrift ydo
;

So help me God, therby shal he nat winne,

But empte his purse, and make his wittes thinnc.

And whan he, ihurgli his madnesse and folic,

Hath lost his owen good thiirgh jupartie,

Than he exciteth other folk therto.

To lese hir good as he himself hath do.

For unto shrewes joye it is and ese

To have hir felawes in peine and disese.

Thus was I ones lerned of a clerk
;

Of that no charge ; I wol speke of our wei-k.

Whan we be ther as we shuln exercise

Our elvish craft, we semen wonder wise,

Our termes ben so clergial and queinte.

I blow the fire til that niyn herte feinte.

What shuld I tellen eche proportion

Of thinges, wliiche th.at we werchen upon.

As on five or six unees, m.ay wel be.

Of silver, or som ether quantitee ?

And besie me to tellen you the names,
As orpiment, brent bones, yren squaraes.

That into poudre grounden ben ful snial ?

And in an erthen pot how put is al,

And salt yput in, and also pepere,

Beforn thise poudres that I speke of here,

And wel ycovered with a lampe of glas 1

And of moehe other tiling which that ther was 2

And of the pottes and glasses engluting.

That of the aire might passen out no thing ?

And of the esy fire, and smert also,

Which that was made ? and of the care and wo,
That we had in our materes subliming.
And in araalgaming, and calcening
Of quiksilver, ycleped mercuric crude 1

For all our sleightes we can not conclude.

Our orpiment, and sublimed mercuric.

Our grounden litarge eke on the porpiuirie,

Of eche of thise of unces a certain

Not helpeth us, our labour is in vain.

Ne, neyther our spirites ascentioun,

Ne our mitei'cs that lien al fix adoun.
Mown in our werking nothing us av.aille

;

For lost is all our labour ami travaille,

And all the cost a twenty devil way
Is lost also, wliich we upon it lay.

Ther is also ful many another thing,

That is unto our craft apperteining.

Though I by ordre hem nat rehersen can,

Because that I am a lewed man.
Yet wol I telle hem, as they come to minde,

Though I ne cannot set hem in hir kinde,

As bole armoniak, verdegrcse, boras ;

And sondry vessels made of erthc and glas,

Our urinales, and our descensories,

Viols, croslettes, and sublimatories,

Cucuribtes, and alembikes eke,

And other swiche gere, dere ynough a leke,

What nedeth it for to reherse hem alle ?

Wateres rubifying, and holies galle,

Arsenik, sal armoniak, and brimston ?

And lierbes coude I tell eke many on.

As egremoine, valerian, and lunario,

And other swiche, if that me list to tarie ;

Our lampcs brenning botlie night and day,

To bring about our craft if that we may ;

Our fourneis eke of calcination,

And of wateres albification,

Unslekked lime, chalk, and gleire of an ey,

Poudres divers, ashes, dong, pisse, and cley,

Sered pokettes, sal peter, and vitriole
;

And divers fires made of wode and cole
;

Sal tartre, alcaly, and salt preparat,

And combust materes, and coagulat ;

Cley made with hors and maniies here, and oile

Of tartre, alum, glas, berme, wort, and argoile,

Rosalgar, and other materes enbibing
;

And eke of our materes encoi'poring.

And of our silver citrination.

Our cementing, and fermentation.

Our ingottes, testes, and many thinges mo.
I wol you tell as was me taught also

The foure spirites, and the bodies sevene

By ordre, as oft I herd my lord hem nevone.

The firste spirit quiksilver clcjied is ;

The second orpiment ; the thridde ywis

Sal armoniak, and the fourth brimston.

The bodies sevene eke, lo hem here anon.

Sol gold is, and Luna silver we tlirejie ;

Mars iren. Mercuric <]uiksilver we clepe :

Saturnus led, and Jupiter is tin,

And Venus coper, by my fader kin.

This cursed craft who so wol exercise.

He shal no good have, that liini may suffice,

For all the good he spendeth thcraboute

He lesen shal, therof have I no doute.

Who so that listeth uttren his folic.

Let him come forth and lernen multiplie :

And every man that hath ought in his cofre,

Let him appere, and wex a pliilosophre,

Ascaunce that craft is so light to Jere.

Nay, nay, God wot, al be lie monk or frere.

Freest or chanon, or any other wight.

Though he sit at his book both day and night

In lerniug of this elvish nice lore.

All is in vain, and parde mochel more
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To lerne a lewed man this subtiltee
;

Fie, speke not therof, for it wol not be.

And conne he letterure, or conne he non,

As in efFect, he shal finde it all on
;

For bothe two by my salvation

Concluden in multiplication

Ylike wel, whan they have all ydo
;

This is to sain, they faillen bothe two.

Yet forgate I to maken rehersaile

Of watei"S corosif, and of limaile,

And of bodies mollification,

And also of hir induration,

Giles, ablusions, metal fusible,

To tellen all, wold passen any bible.

That o wher is ; wherfore as for the best

Of all thise names now wol I me rest
;

For as I trow, I have you told ynow
To reise a fend, al loke he never so row.

A, nay, let be ; the philosophres ston,

Elixer eleped, we seken fast eche on.

For had we liim, than were we siker ynow ;

But unto God of heven I make avow,

For all our craft, whan we ban all ydo,

And all our sleight, he wol not come us to.

He hath ymade us spenden mochel good.

For sorwe of which almost we waxen wood,
But that good hope crepeth in our herte,

Supposing ever, though we sore smerte,

To ben releved of him afterward.

Swiche supposing and hope is sharpe and hard
I warne you wel it is to seken ever.

That future temps hath made men dissever.

In trust therof, from all that ever they had,

Yet of that art they conne not waxen sad,

For unto hem it is a bitter swete
;

So semeth it ; for ne had they but a shete

Which that they might wrappen hem in a-night.

And a bratt to walken in by day-light,

Tliey wold hem sell, and spend it on this craft

;

They conne not stinteu, til no thing be laft.

And evermore, wher ever that they gon.

Men may hem kennen by smell of brimston
;

For all the world they stinken as a gote
;

Hir savour is so rammish and so hote.

That though a man a mile from hem be.

The savour wol enfect him, trusteth me.
Lo, thus by smelling and thred-bare array,

If that men list, this folk they knowen may.
And if a man wol axe hem prively.

Why they be clothed so uuthriftily,

They right anon wol rouuen in his ere.

And saien, if that they espied were.

Men wolde hem sle, because of hir science :

Lo, thus thise folk betraien innocence.

Passe over this, I go my tale unto.

Er that the pot be on the fire ydo
Of metals with a certain quantitee,

My lord hem tempereth, and no man but he
;

(Now he is gon, I dare say boldely)

For as men sain, he can don craftily
;

Algate I wote wel he hath swiche a name,
And yet ful oft he renneth in a blame

;

And wete ye how ? ful oft it falleth so.

The pot to-breketh, and farewel all is go.

Thise metales ben of so gret violence.

Our walles may not make hem resistence.

But if they weren wrought of lime and ston
;

They percen so, that thurgh the wall they gon
;

And som of hem sinke doun into the ground,
(Thus have we lost by times many a pound)

And som are scatered all the flore aboute

;

Som lepen into the roof withouten doute.

Tliough that the fend not in our sight him sliewe,

I trow that he be with us, thilke shrewe,

In helle, wher that he is lord and sire,

Ne is ther no more wo, rancour, ne ire.

Whan that our pot is broke, as I have sayde.

Every man chit, and holt him evil apayde.

Som sayd it was long on the fire-making
;

Som sayd nay, it was long on the blowing

;

(Than was I ferd, for that was min office)

Straw, quod the thridde, ye ben lewed and nice,

It was not tempred as it ought to be.

Nay, quod the fourthe, stint and herken me
;

Because our fire was not made of beche,

That is the cause, and other non, so the iche.

I can not tell wheron it was along.

But wel I wot gret strif is us among.
What ? quod my loi'd, ther n'is no more to don,

Of thise perils I wol beware eftsone.

I am right siker, that the pot was erased.

Be as be may, be ye no thing amased.
As usage is, let swepe the flore as swithe

;

Plucke up your hertes and be glad and blithe.

The mullok on an hepe ysweped was,

And on the flore yeast a canevas.

And all this mullok in a sive ythrowe.
And sifted, and ypicked many a throwe.

Parde, quod on, somwhat of our metall

Yet is ther here, though that we have not all.

And though this thing mishapped hatli as now,
Another time it may be wel ynow.
We mosten put our good in aventure

;

A marchant parde may not ay endure,

Trusteth me wel, in his prosperitee

:

Somtime his good is drenched in the see.

And somtime cometh it sauf unto the lond.

Pees, quod my lord, the next time I wol fond

To bring our craft all in another plite.

And but I do, sires, let me liave the wite :

Ther was defaute in somwhat, wel I wote.

Another sayd, the fire was over hote.

But be it hote or cold, I dare saj' this,

That we concluden ever more amis :

We faille alway of that which we wold have.

And in our madnesse evermore we rave.

And whan we be together everich on.

Every man semeth a Salomon.

But all thing, which that shineth as the gold,

Ne is no gold, as I have herd it told
;

Ne every apple that is faire at eye,

Ne is not good, what so men clap or crie.

Right so, lo, fai'eth it amonges us.

He that semeth the wisest by Jesus

Is most fool, whan it cometh to the prefe ;

And he that semeth trewest, is a thefe.

That shal ye know, or that I from you wende.

By that I of my tale have made an ende.

Ther was a chanon of religioun

Amonges us, wold enfect all a toun.

Though it as gret were as was Ninive,

Rome, Alisaundre, Troie, or other three.

His sleightes and his infinite falsenesse

Ther coude no man writen, as I gesse.

Though that he mighte live a thousand yere

;

In all this world of falsenesse n'is his pere.

For in his termes he wol him so winde,
And speke his wordes in so she a kinde.

Whan he comunen shal with any wight.

That he wol make him doten anon right,
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But it a fend be, as himselven is.

Ful many a man liath he begiled er this.

And wol, if that he may Hve any wliile :

And yet men gon and ridon many a mile

Him for to seke, and have his ac(iuaintance,

Not knowing of his false governance.

And if you lust to yeve me audience,

I wol it tellen here in your presence.

But, worshipful Chanons religious,

Ne denieth not that 1 sclander your hous,

Although that my tale of a Chanon be.

Of every order som shrew is parde :

And God forbede that all a compagnie

Shuld rewe a singulcr mannes folie.

To sclander you is no thing min entent,

But to correcten that is mis 1 ment.

This tale was not only told for you,

But eke for other mo : ye wote wel how
That among Cristes aposteles twelve

Ther was no traitour but Judas himselve :

Than why shuld al the remenant liave blame.

That giltles were ? by you I say the same.
Save only this, if ye wol lierkon me,
If any Judas in your covent be,

Remeveth him betimes, I you rede.

If shame or los may causen any drcde. ,

And be no tiling displesed I you pray.

But in this cas herkeneth what I say.

In London was a preest, an annuellere,

That thcrin dwelled haddc many a yere.

Which was so plcsant and so servisable

Unto the wif, ther as he was at table,

That she wold suffer liim no thing to pay
For borde ne clothing, went he never so gay ;

.\nd spending silver had he right ynow :

Therof no force ; I wol proceed as now.

And tellen forth my tale of the Chanon,
Tiiat broughtc this preest to confusion.

This false Chanon came upon a day
Unto the preestcs chambre, ther he lay,

Beseching him to lene him a certain

Of gold, and he wold quite it him again.

Lene me a marke, quod he, but dayes three,

And at my day 1 wol it quiten thee.

And if it so be, that thou finde me false,

Another day hang me up by the liaise.

This preest him toke a marke, and that as

swith,

And this Chanon him thanked often sith.

And toke his leve, and weiite forth his wey :

And at the thridde day brought his money
;

And to the preest he toke his gold again,

Wherof this preest was wonder glad and fain.

Certes, quod he, nothing anoieth me
To lene a man a noble, or two, or three.

Or what thing were in my possession.

Whan he so trewe is of condition,

That in no wise he breken wol his day :

To swiche a man I can never say nay.

What ? quod this Chanon, shuld 1 be untrewe ?

Nay, that were thing fallen al of the newe.
Troutli is a thing that I wol ever kepe
Utito the day in which that I shal crepe
Into my grave, and elles God forbedf :

Beleveth this as siker as your crede.

God thanke I, and in good time be it sayde,

That ther n'as never man yet evil apayde
For gold ne silver that he to me lent,

• Ne never falshede in min herte I ment.

And, sire, (quod he) now of my privetee,

Sin ye so goodlich have ben unto me,
And kithed to me so gret gcntillesse,

Somwhat, to quiten with your kindenesse,

I wol you shewe, and if you lust to lore

I wol you techen pleinly the manere,
How 1 can werken in philosophic.

Taketh good heed, ye shuln wcl sen at eye.

That I wol do a maistrie or I go.

Ye i ([uod the preest, ye, sire, and wol ye so ?

Mary therof I pray you hertily.

At your conimandemeiit, sire, trewcly,

Quod the Chanon, and elles God forbede.

Lo, how this tliefe coude his service bede.

Ful soth it is that swiclie profered service

Stinketh, as witnessen thise olde wise
;

And that ful sone I wol it verifie

In this Chanon, rote of all trecherie,

That evermore delight hath and gladncsse

(Swiche fendly thoughtes in his herte empi-esse)

IIow Cristes peple he may to meschicf bring.

God kepe us from his false dissiniuling.

Nought wiste this preest with whom that he delt,

Ne of liis harme coming nothing he felt*

sely preest, o sely innocent.

With covetise anon thou shalt be blent

;

O gracelcs, ful blind is thy conceite,

For nothing art thou ware of the disceite.

Which that this fox yshapen hath to thee ;

His wily wrenches thou ne mayst not Hee.

Wherfore to go to the conclusion

That referreth to thy confusion,

Unliappy man, anon 1 wol me hie

To tellen thin unwit and thy folie.

And eke the falsenesse of that other wretch,

As ferforth as that my conning wol stretch.

This Chanon was my lord, ye woldcn weiic
;

Sire hoste, in faith, and by the heveu queue,

It was another Chanon, and not he,

That can an hundred part more subtiltee.

He hath betraied folkes many a time
;

Of his falsenesse it duUeth me to rime.

Ever whan that I speke of his falshede

For shame of him my chekes waxen rede
;

Algates they beginnen for to glowe.

For rednesse have I non, riglit wel I knowc.

In my visage, for fumes diverse

Of metals, which ye have herd me reherse.

Consumed ban and wasted my rednesse.

Now take hede of this Chanons cursednesse.

Sire, quod the Chanon, let your yeman gon

For ([uiksilver, that we it had anon ;

.\nd let him bringen unces two or three ;

And whan he cometh, as faste shul ye see

A wonder thing, which ye saw never er this.

Sire, quod the preest, it shal be don ywis.

He bad his servant fetchen him this thing,

And he al redy was at his bidding.

And wont him forth, and came anon again

With this quiksilver, shortly for to sain,

And toke tliise unces three to the Chanoun
;

And he hem laide wel and faire adoun,

And bad the servant coles for to bring,

That he anon might go to his werking.

The coles right anon weren yfet,

And this Chanon toke out a crosselet

Of his bosome, and shewed it to the preest.

This instrument, quod he, which that thou seest.

Take in thyn bond, and put thyself therin

Of this quiksilver an unce, and here begin
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In the name of Crist to wax a philosophre.

Ther be ful fewe, which that I wolde profre

To shewen hem thus muche of my science :

For here shul ye see by experience,

That this quilisilver I woi mortifie,

Right in your sight anon witli/juten lie.

And make it as good silver and as fine,

As ther is any in your purse or mine.

Or elles wher ; and make it malliable
;

And elles holdeth me false and unable

Amonges folk for ever to appere.

I have a pouder here that cost me dere,

Shal make all good, for it is cause of all

My conning, which that I you shewen shall.

Voideth your man, and let him be therout

;

And shet the dore, while we ben about

Our privetee, that no man us espie,

While that we werke in this philosophic.

All, as he bade, fulfilled was in dede.

This ilke servant anon right out yede,

And his maister shette the dore anon,

And to hir labour spedily they gon.

This preest at this cursed Chanons bidding,

Upon the fire anon he set this thing,

And blew the fire, and besied him ful fast.

And this Chanon into the crosselet cast

A pouder, n'ot I never wherof it was
Ymade, other of chalk, other of glas,

Or somwhat elles, was not worth a flie.

To blinden with this preest ; and bade him hie

The coles for to couchen all above
The crosselet ; for in tokening I thee love

(Quod this Chanon) thine owenhondes two
Shal werken all thing which that here is do.

Grand mercy, quod the preest, and was ful glad.

And couched the coles as the Chanon bad.

And while he besy was, this fendly wretch,

This false Chanon (the foule fend him fetch)

Out of his bosom toke a bechen cole,

In which ful subtilly was made an hole,

And therin put was of silver limaile

An unce, and stopped was withouten faile

The hole with wax, to kepe the limaile in.

And understandeth, that this false gin

Was not made ther, but it was made before
;

And other thinges I shal tell you more
Hereafterward, which that he with him brought

;

Er he came ther, him to begile he thought,

And so he did, or that they went atwin :

Til he had torned him, coud he not blin.

It dulleth me, whan that I of him speke
;

On his falshede fain wold I me awreke,
If I wist how, but he is here and ther.

He is so variaunt, he abit no wher.
But taketh hede, sires, now for Goddes love.

He toke his cole, of which I spake above.

And in his bond he bare it prively.

And whiles the preest couched besily

The coles, as I tolde you er this.

This Chanon sayde ; frend, ye don amis
;

This is not couched as it ought to be.

But sone I shal amenden it, quod he.

Now let me meddle therwith but awhile.
For of you have I pitee by Seint Gile.

Ye ben right hot, I see wel how ye swete
;

Have here a cloth and wipe away the wete.

And whiles that the preest wiped his face.

This Chanon toke his cole, with sory giace.

And laied it above on the midward
Of the crosselet, and blew wel afterward.

Til that the coles gonnen fast to bren.

Now yeve us drinke, quod this Chanon then,

As swithe all shal be wel, I undertake.

Sitte we doun, and let us mery make.
And whanne that this Chanones bechen cole

Was brent, all the limaile out of the hole

Into the crosselet anon fell adoun
;

And so it muste nedes by resoun.

Sin it above so even couched was
;

But therof wist the preest nothing, alas !

He demed all the coles ylike good,

For of the sleight he nothing understood.
And whan this Alkymistre saw his time,

Risethup, sire preest, quod he,andstondethbyme
;

And for I wote wel ingot have ye non,
Goth, walketh forth, and bringeth a chalk ston

;

For I wol make it of the same shap,

That is an ingot, if I may have hap.

Bring eke with you a bolle or elles a panne
Ful of water, and ye shul wel see thanne
How that our besinesse shal thrive and preve.

And yet, for ye shul have no misbeleve

No wrong conceit of me in your absence,

I ne wol not ben out of your presence.

But go with you, and come with you again.

The chambre dore, shortly for to sain,

They opened and shet, and went hir wey,

And forth with hem they caried the key.

And camen again withouten any delay.

What shuld I tarien all the longe day ?

He toke the chalk, and shope it in the wise

Of an ingot, as I shal you devise ;

I say, he toke out of his owen sieve

A teine of silver (yvel mote he cheve)

Which that ne was but a just unce of weight.

And taketh heed now of his cursed sleight ;

He shop his ingot, in length and in brede
Of thilke teine, withouten any drede,

So slily, that the preest it not espide ;

And in his sieve agaui he gan it hide
;

And from the fire he toke up his matere.

And in the ingot it put with mery chere :

And in the water-vessel he it cast.

Whan that him list, and bad the preest as fast,

Loke what ther is : put in thin bond and grope
;

Thou shalt ther finden silver as I hope.

What, divel of helle ! shuld it elles be ?

Shaving of silver, silver isparde.

He put his bond in, and toke up a teine

Of silver fine, and glad in every veine

Was this preest, whan he saw that it was so.

Goddes blessing, and his mothers also.

And alle Halwes, have ye, sire Chanon,

Sayde this preest, and I hir malison,

But, and ye vouchesauf to techeu me
This noble craft and this subtilitee,

I wol be your in all that ever I may.
Quod the Chanon, yet wol I make assay

The second time, that ye mow taken hede,

And ben expert of this, and in your nede

Another day assay in min absence

This discipline, and this crafty science.

Let take another unce, quod he tho.

Of quiksilver, withouten wordes mo,
And do therwith as ye have don er this

With that other, which that now silver is.

The preest him besieth all that ever he can

To don as this Chanon, this cursed man,
Commandeth him, and faste blewe the fire.

For to come to the effect of his desire.
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And this Chanou riiiiht in the meiie while

Al redy was this preest eft to begile,

And for a ciiuntenance in his hond bare

An holow stikke, (take kepe and beware)

In the ende of which an uuce and no more
Of silver limailc put was, as before

Was in his cole, and stopped with wax wel

For to kepe in his limaile every del.

And v,-hile this preest was in liis besinesse,

This Chanou w ith his stikke gan him di'esse

To him anon, and his pouder east in,

As he did erst, (the devil out of his skin

Him torne, I pray to God, for his falshede,

For he was ever false in thought and dede)

And with his stikke, above the crosselet,

That was ordained with that false get,

He stirreth the coles, til relenten gan
The wax again the fire, as every man.
But he a fool be, wote wel it mote nede.

.And all that in the stikke was out yede,

And in the crosselet hastily it fell.

Now, goode sires, what wol ye bet than wel ?

Whan that this preest was thus begiled again,

Supposing nought but trouthe, soth to sain,

He was so glad, that I can not expresse

In no manere liis mirth and his gladnesse,

And to the Chanon he profered eftsone

Body and good : ye, quod the Chanon, sone,

Tiiough poure I be, crafty thou shalt me finde

:

I warne thee wel, yet is ther more behinde.

Is ther any coper here within 1 sayd he.

Ye, sire, quod the preest, I trow ther be.

Elles go beie us som, and that as swithe.

Now, goode sire, go forth thy way and hie the.

He went his way, and with the coper he came,

And this Chanon it in his hondes name,
And of that coper weyed out an unce.

To simple is my tonge to pronounce,

As minister of my wit, the doublenesse

Of this Chanon, rote of all cursednesse.

He semed frendly, to hem that knew him nought,

But he was fendly, both in werk and thought.

It werieth nie to tell of his falsenesse
;

And natheles yet wol I it expresse,

To that entent men may beware therby,

And for non other cause trewely.

He put this coper into tlie crosselet.

And on the fire as swithe he hath it set.

And cast in pouder, and made the preest to blow,

And in his werking for to stoupen low,

As he did erst, and all n'as but a jape
;

Right as him list the preest he made his ape.

: And afterward in the ingot he it cast,

j

And in the panne put it at the last

! Of water, and in he put his owen hond
;

I
And in his sieve, as ye beforen hond

j
Herde me tell, he had a silver teine

;

I
He slily toke it out, this cursed heine,

(Uiiweting this preest of his false craft)

! And in the pannes botome he it laft.

And in the water rombleth to and fro,

And wonder prively toke up also

The coper teine, (not knowing thilke preest)

And hid it, and him hente by the brest.

And to liim spake, and thus said in his game ;

Stonpeth adoun ; by God ye be to blame ;

Helpeth me now, as I did you whilere
;

,
Put in your hond, and loketh what is there.

This preest toke up this silver teine anon ;

And thanne said the Chanon, let us gon

Witli thise three teines whicli that we han wrought,

To som goldsmith, and wete if they ben ought

:

For by my faith I n'olde for my hood
But if they weren silver fine and good,

And that as swithe wel proved shal it be.

Unto the goldsmith with thise teines three
They went anon, and put hem in assay

To fire and hammer : might no man say nay,

But that they weren as hem ought to be.

This soted preest, who was gladder than he ?

Was never brid gladder agains the day,

Ne nightingale in the seson of May
Was never non, that list better to sing,

Ne lady lustier in cai'olling,

Or for to speke of love and womanhede,
Ne knight in amies don a hardy dede
To stonden in grace of his lady dere.

Than hadde this preest this craft for to lere ;

And to the Chanon thus he spake and seid
;

For tlie love of Gcd, that for us alle deid.

And as I may deserve it unto you.

What shal this receit cost I telleth me now.
By our lady, quod this Chanon, it is dere.

I warne you wel, that, save 1 and a frere,

In Englelond ther can no man it make.
No force, quod he ; now, sire, for Goddes sake,

What shall I pay ? telleth me, I you pray.

Ywis, quod he, it is ful dere I say.

Sire, at o word, if that you list it liave,

Ye shal pay fourty pound, so God me save

;

And n'ere the frendship that ye did er this

To me, ye slmlden payen more ywis.

This preest the sura of fourty pound anon
Of nobles fet, and toke hem everich on
To this Chanon, for this ilke receit.

All his werking n'as but fraud and deceit.

Sire preest, he said, I kepe for to have no loos

Of my craft, for I wold it were kept cloos;

And as ye love me, kepeth it secree ;

For if men knewen all my subtiltee.

By God they wolden have so gret envie

To me, because of my philosophic,

I shuld be ded, ther were non other way,
God it forbede, quod the preest, what ye say.

Yet had I lever spenden all the good
Which that I liave, (and elles were I wood)
Than that ye shuld fallen in swiche meschefe.

For your good will, sire, have ye right good prefe,

Quod the Chanon, and farewel, grayid mercy.

He went his way, and never the preest him sey

After that day : and whan that this preest shold

Maken assay, at swiche time as he wold.

Of this receit, farewel, it n'olde not be.

Lo, thus bejaped and begiled was he :

Thus maketh he his introduction

To bringen folk to liir destruction.

Considereth, sires, how that in eche estat

Betwixen men and gold ther is debat.

So fei'forth that unnethes is ther non.

This multiplying so blint many on.

That in good faith I trowe that it be

The cause gretest of swiche scarsitee.

Thise philosophres speke so mistily

In this craft, that men cannot come therby,

For any wit that men have now adayes.

They mow wel chateren, as don thise jayes,

And in hir termes set hir lust and peine.

But to hir purpos shul they never atteine,

A man may lightly lerne, if he have ought,

To multiplie, and bring his good to nought



144 CANTERBURY TALES. V. 16870—10085

Lo, swiche a lucre is in this lusty game
;

A mannes mirth it wol turne al to grame,

And em])tien also gret and hevy purses,

And maken folk for to purchasen curses

Of hom, that han therto hir good ylent.

O, fy for shame, they that han be brent,

Alas ! can they not flee the fires hete ?

Ye that^it use, 1 rede that ye it lete,

Lest ye lese all ; for bet than never is late :

Never to thriven, were to long a date.

Though ye prolle ay, ye shul it never find :

Ye ben as bold as is Bayard the blind.

That blondereth forth, and peril casteth non :

He is as bold to renne agains a ston,

As for to go besides in the way :

So faren ye that multiplien, I say.

If that your eyen cannot seen aright,

Loketli that youre mind lacke not his sight.

For though ye loke never so brode and stare.

Ye shul not win a mite on that chaftare.

But wasten all that ye may rape and renne.

Withdraw the fire, lest it to faste brenne
;

Medleth no more with that art, I mene ;

For if ye don, your thrift is gon ful clone.

And right as swithe I wol you tollen here

What philosophres sain in this matere.

Lo, thus saith Arnolde of the newe toun,

As his Rosarie maketh mentioun.
He saith right thus, withouten any lie

;

Ther may no man Mei'curie mortifie.

But it be with his brothers knowleching.

Lo, how that he, which firste said this thing.

Of pliilosophres father was Hermes :

He saith, how that the dragon douteles

Ne dieth not, but if that he be slain

With his brother. And this is for to sain,

By the dragon Mercury, and non other.

He understood, and brimstone by his brother.

That out of Sol and Luna were ydrawe.
And therfore, said he, take heed to my sawe.

Let no man besie him this art to seche.

But if that he the entention and speche

Of philosophres understonden can
;

And if he do, he is a lowed man.
For this science and this conning (quod he)

Is of the secree of secrees parde.

Also ther was a disciple of Plato,

That on a time said his maister to,

As his book Senior wol bere witnesse,

xVnd this was his demand in sothfastnesse :

Telle me the name of thilke privee ston.

And Plato answerd unto him anon
;

Take the ston that Titanos men name.
Which is that ? quod he. Magnetia is the same,
Saide Plato. Ye, sire, and is it thus ?

This is ignotum per ignotius.

What is Magnetia, good sire, I pray ?

It is a water that is made, I say.

Of the elementes foui-e, quod Plato.

Tell me the rote, good sire, quod he tho.

Of that water, if that it be your will.

Nay, nay, quod Plato, certain that I n'ill.

The philosophres were sworne everich on,

That they ne shuld discover it unto non,

Ne in no book it write in no manere
;

For unto God it is so lefe and dere.

That he wol not that it discovered be,

But wher it liketh to his deitee

Man for to enspire, and eke for to defende
Whom that him liketh ; lo, this is the eiide.

Than thus conclude I, sin that God of heven
Ne wol not that the philosophres neven.

How that a man shal come unto this ston,

I i-ede as for the best to let it gon.

For who so maketh God his adversary,

As for to werken any thing in contrary

Of his will, certes never shal he thrive.

Though that he multiply terme of his live.

And ther a point ; for ended is my tale.

God send every good man bote of his bale.

THE MANCIPLES TALE.

THE MANCIPLES PROLOGUE.

Wetb ye not wher stondeth a litel toun.

Which that ycleped is Bob up and doun,
Under the blee, in Canterbury way \

Ther gan bur hoste to jape and to play,

And sayde ; sires, what ? Dun is in the mire.
Is ther no man for praiere ne for hire.

That wol awaken our felaw behind ?

A thefe him might ful lightly rob and bind.

See how he nappeth, see, for cockes bones.
As he wold fallen from his hors atones.

Is that a coke of London, with meschance ?

Do him come forth, he knoweth his penance
;

For he shal tell a tale by my fey.

Although it be not worth a hotel hey.
Awake thou coke, quod he, God yeve thee sorwe,
What aileth thee to slepen by the morwe ?

Hast thou had fleen al night, or art thou dronke

Or hast thou with som quene al night yswonke,

So that thou mayst not holden up thin hed ?

This coke, that was ful pale and nothing red,

Sayd to our hoste ; so God my soule blejse,

As ther is falle on me swiche hevinesse,

N'ot I nat why, that me were lever to slepe.

Than the best gallon wine that is in Chepe.

Wei, quod the Manciple, if it may don ese

To thee, sire Coke, and to no wight displese,

Which that here rideth in this compagnie,

And that our hoste wol of his curtesie,

I wol as now excuse thee of thy tale
;

For in good faith thy visage is ful pale :

Thine eyen dasen, sothly as me thinketh,

And wel I wot, thy breth ful soure stinketh,

That sheweth wel thou art not wel disposed :

Of me certain thou shalt not ben yglosed.

See how he galpeth, lo, this dronken wight,

As though he wold us swalow anon right.
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Hold close thy mouth, man, by thy father km :

The devil of hello set his foot theiiii !

Thy cui'seJ breth eiifecteii woll us alle :

Fy stinking swine, fy, foul mote thee befalle.

A, taketh heed, sires, of this lusty num.

Now, swete sire, wol ye just at the fan ?

Thcrto, me tliinketh, ye be wcl yshape.

I trow that ye have dronkeu win of ape.

And that is whan men i)layen with a straw.

And with this speehe the coke waxed all Wiaw,

And on the Manciple he gan nod fast

For lacke of speche ; and douu l;is hors him cast,

Wher as he lay, til that men him up toke.

This was a fairc cliivachce of a coke :

Alas that he ne had hold him by his ladel!

And er that he agon were in the sadel,

Ther was gret shoving bothe to and fro

To lift him up, and mochel care and wo.

So uuweldy was this sely palled gost :

And to the Manciple than spake our host.

Because that drinke hath domination

Upon this man, by my salvation

I trow he lewedly wol tell his tale.

For were it win, or old or moisty ale,

That he hath dronke, he speketh in his nose.

And sneseth fast, and eke he hath the pose.

He also hath to don more than ynough
To kepe him nn his capel out of the slough :

And if he falle from of his capel eftsone,

Than shul we alle have ynough to done
In lifting up his hevy dronken cors.

Tell on thy tale, of him make I no force.

But yet. Manciple, in faith thou art to nice.

Thus openly to repreve him of his vice :

Another day he wol paraventure

Recleimen thee, and bring thee to the lure :

I mene, he speken wol of smale thinges,

As for to pinehen at thy rekeninges,

That were not honest, if it came to prefe.

Quod the Manciple, that were a gret meschefe :

So might he lightly bring me in the snare.

Yet had I lever payen for the mare,

Which he rit on, than he shuld with me strive.

I wol not wrathen iiim, so mote I thrive
;

That that I spake, I sayd it in my bourd.

And wete ye what ? I have here in my gourd
A draught of win, ye of a ripe grape.

And right anon ye shul seen a good jape.

This coke shal drinke therof, if that 1 may ;

Up peine of my lif he wol not say nay.

And certainly, to tellen as it was,

Of this vessell the coke dranke fast, (alas !

What nedeth it ? he dranke ynough beforne)

And whan he hadde pouped in his home,
To the Manciple he toke the gourd again.

And of that drinke the coke was woniler fain.

And thonked him in swiclie wise as he coude.

Than gan our hoste to lauglien wonder loude,

And saytl ; I see wel it is necessary

Wher that we gon good drinke with us to cary ;

For that wol turnen i-ancour and disese

To accord and love, and many a wrong apese.

Bacchus, Bacchus, blessed be thy name,
That so cansi turnen ernest into game

;

Worship and thor.ke be to thy deitee.

Of that matere ye get no more of me.
Tell on thy tale. Manciple. I thee pray.

Wel, sire, quod he, now herkeneth what I say.

THE MANCIPLES TALK.

WiiA.N Phebus dwelled here in erth adoun,

As olde bookes niaken nRiitinuii,

He was the nioste lusty bacheler

Of all llii.s world, and eke the best archer.

He slow Phiton the serpent, as he lay

Sle])ing agaiiis the Sonne upon a day;
And many another noble worthy dede

He with his bow wrought, as men niowen rede.

Playen he CDude on every minstralcie,

And singen, that it was a melodie

To heren of his elere vols the soun.

Certes the king of Thebes, Amphioun,
That with his singing walled the citee,

Coud never singen half so wel as he.

Therto he was the semelieste man.
That is or was, sithen the world began

;

\\ hat nedeth it his feture to descrive ?

For in this world n'is non so faire on live.

He was therwith fulfilled of gentillesse,

Of honour, and of parfite worthinesse.

This Phebus, that was flnur of bachelerie.

As wt'l in fndoni, as in chivalrie,

For his disport, in signe eke of victorie

Of Phiton, so as telleth us the storie.

Was wont to I'eren in his bond a bowe.

Now had this Phebus in his hous a crowe,

Whicli in a cage he fostred many a day.

And taught it speken, as men teche a jay.

Whit was this crowe, as is a snow-whit swan,
.

And contrefcte the speche of every man
He coude, whan he shulde tell a tale.

Therwith in all this world no nightingale

Ne coude by an huudi'ed thousand del

Singen so wonder merily and wel.

Now had this Phebus in his hous a wif,

Which that he loved more than his lif,

And night and day did ever his diligence

Hire for to plese, and don hire reverence :

Save only, if that I the soth shal sain,

Jelous he was, and wold have kept hire fain,

For him wci-e loth yjaped for to be ;

And so is every wight in swiche degree ;

But all for nought, for it avuileth nought.

A good wif, that is clene of werk and thought,

Shuld not be kept in non await certain :

And trewely the labour is m vain

To kepe a shrewe, for it wol not be.

This hold 1 for a veray nicetee.

To spillen labour for to kepen wives
;

Thus writen olde clerkes in liir lives.

But now to purpos, as 1 first began.

This worthy Phebus doth all that he can

To plesen hire, wening thurgh swiche plesance.

And for his manhood and his governance.

That no man shulde put him from hire grace :

But God it wotc, ther may no man embrace

As to destreine a thing, which that nature

Hath r.aturelly set in a creature.

Take any brid, and put it in a cage.

And do all" thin entente, and thy corage,

To foster it tendrely with mete and drinke

Of alle deintees that thou canst bethinke,

And kepe it al so clenely as thou may ;

Although the cage of gold be never so gay,

Yet had this brid, by twenty thousand fold,

Lever in a forest, that is wilde and cold,
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Gon eten wornies, and swiche wretchednesse.

For ever tliis brid will don his besinesse

To escape out of his cage whan that he may :

His hbertee the brid desireth ay.

Let take a cat, and foster hire with milke
And tendi'e flesh, and make hire couehe of silke.

And let hire see a mous go by the wall,

Anon she weiveth milke and flesh, and all,

And every deintee that is ui that hous,

Swiche appetit hath she to ete the mous.
Lo, here hath kind hire domination,
And appetit flemeth discretion.

A she-wolf hath also a vilains kind
;

The lewedeste wolf that she may find.

Or lest of reputation, wol she take
In time whan hire lust to have a make.

All thise ensamples speke I by thise men
That ben untrewe, and nothing by women.
For men have ever a likerous appetit

On lower thing to parfornie hir delit

Than on hir wives, be they never so faire,

Ne never so trewe, ne so debonaire.

Flesh is so newefangle, with meschance,
That we ne con in nothing have plesance
That souneth unto vertue any while.

This Phebus, which that thought upon no gde,
Disceived was for all his jolitee :

For under hira another hadde she,

A man of litel reputation,

Nought worth to Phebus in comparison :

The more harme is ; it happeth often so ;

Of which ther cometh mochel harine and wo.
And so befell, whan Phebus was absent,

His wif anon hath for hire lemman sent.

Hire lemman ? certes tliat is a knavish speche.
J'oryeve it me, and that I you beseche.
The wise Plato sayth, as ye mow rede.

The word must nede accorden with the dede,
If men shul tellen proprely a thing,
The word must cosin be to the werking.
I am a boistous man, right thus say I

;

Ther is no difference trewely
Betwix a wif that is of high degree,
(If of hire body dishonest she be)
And any poure wenche, other than this,

(If it so be they werken both amis)
But, for the gentil is in estat above.
She shal be cleped his lady and his love

;

And, for that other is a poure woman.
She shal be cleped his wenche and his lemman :

And God it wote, mm owen dere brother.
Men lay as low that on as lith that other.

Right so betwix a titleles tiraunt
And an outlawe, or elles a thefe errauiit.

The same I say, ther is no difference,

(To Alexander told was this sentence)
But, for the tyrant is of greter might
By force of meinie for to sle doun right.

And brennen hous and home, and make all plain,

Lo, therfore is he cleped a capitain
;

And, for the outlawe hath but smale meinie,
And may not do so gret an harme as he,
Ne bring a contree to so gi-et meschiefe.
Men clepen him an outlawe or a thefe.

But, for I am a man not textuel,
I wol not tell of textes never a del

;

I wol go to my tale, as 1 began.
Whan Phebus wif had sent for hire lemman.

Anon they wroughten all hir lust volage.
This white crowe. that heng ay in the c.nge.

Beheld hir werke, and sayde never a word :

And whan that home was come Phebus the lord.

This crowe song, cuckow, cuckow, cuckow.
What ? brid, quod Phebus, what song singest

thou now ?

Ne were thou wont so merily to sing,

That to my herte it was a rejoysing

To here thy vols? alas ! what song is this ?

By God, quod he, I singe not amis.

Phebus, (quod he) for all thy worthinesse,

For all thy beautee, and all thy gentillesse.

For all thy song, and all thy minstralcie,

For all thy waiting, blered is thin eye,

With on of litel reputation.

Not worth to thee as in comparison
The mountauce of a gnat, so mote I thrive

;

For on thy bedde thy wif I saw him swive.

What wol you more ? the crowe anon him told

By sade tokenes, and by wordes bold.

How that his wif had don hire lecherie

Him to gret shame, and to gret vilanie
;

And told him oft, he sawe it with his eyen.

This Phebus gan awayward for to wrien
;

Him thought his woful herte brast atwo.

His bowe he bent, and set therin a flo
;

And in his ire he hath his wif yslain :

This is the effect, ther is no more to sain.

For sorwe of which he brake his minstralcie,

Both harpe and lute, giterne, and sautrie
;

And eke he brake his arwes, and his bowe :

And after that thus spake he to the crowe.

Traitour, quod he, with touge of scorpion.

Thou hast me brought to my coiifusion :

Alas that I was wrought ! why n'ere I dede ?

dere wif, o gemme of lustyhede.

That were to me so sade, and eke so trewe.

Now liest thou ded, with face pale of hewe,
Ful gilteles, that durst I swere ywis.

rakel hond, to do so foule a mis.

O troubled wit, o ire reccheles.

That unavised smitest gilteles.

wantrust, ful of false suspecion,

Wher was thy wit and thy discretion ?

0, every man beware of rakelnesse,

Ne trowe no thing withouten strong witnesse.

Smite not to soue, er that ye weten why,
And beth avised wel and sikerly,

Or ye do any execution

Upon your ire for suspecion.

Alas ! a thousand folk hath rakel ire

Fully fordon, and brought hem in the mire.

Alas ! for sorwe I wol myselven sle.

And to the crowe, o false thefe, said he,

1 wol thee quite anon thy false tale.

Thou song whilom, like any nightingale.

Now shalt thou, false thefe, thy song forgon,

And eke thy white fethers, everich on,

Ne never in all thy lif ne shalt thou speke
;

Thus shul men on a traitour ben awreke.
Thou and thin ofspring ever shul be blake,

Ne never swete noise shul ye make,
But ever crie ageins tempest and rain.

In token, that thurgh thee my wif is slain.

And to the crowe he stert, and that anon.
And pulled his white fethers everich on,

And made liim blak, and raft him all his song
And eke his speche, and out at dore him flong

Unto the devil, which I him betake ;

And for this cause ben alle ci'owes blake.

Lordings, by this ensample, I you pray.
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Beth ware, and tjiketh kepe wliat that ye say

;

Ne telleth never man in all your lif,

How that another n)an hath dij^ht his wif
;

He wol you hateii mortally certain.

Dan Salomon, as wise clerkes sain,

Techeth a man to kepe his tonge wel
;

IJut as I sayd, I am not textuel.

But nathcles thus tautjhte nu; my dame
;

iMy SOUP, thinke on the crowe a Goddes name.
My sone, kepe wel thy tonge, and kepe thy trend

A wicked tonge is werse than a fend :

My sone, from a feiide men may hem blesse.

My sone, God of his endeles goodnesse
Walled a tonge with teeth, and lippes eke.

For man shuld him aviseu what he speke.

My sone, ful often for to mocliel speche
Hath many a man ben spilt, as clerkes teclie ;

But for a litel speche avisedly

Is no man sheut, to speken generally.

My sone, thy tonge shuldest ihou restreine

At alle time, but whan thou dost thy peine

To speke of God in honour and prayere.

Tlie firste vertue, sone, if thou wolt lere.

Is to restreine, and kepen wel thy tonge
;

Thus leren children, whan that they be yonge.

My sone, of mochel spcking evil avised,

Ther lesse spekiug had yuough suffised,

Cometh mochel harme; thuswas nie told and taught;

In mochel speche sinne wanteth natight.

West thou wherof a rakel tonge servi-th ?

Right as a swerd foreutteth and forkerveth

An arme atwo, my dere sone, right so

A tonge cutteih frendship ail atwo.

A jangler is to God ablionnnable.

Rede Salomon, so wise and honourable,

Rede David in his Psalmcs, redo Senek.
My sone, speke not, but with thyn bed thou beck,

Dissimule as thou were defe, if that thou here
A janglour speke of perilous matere.

The Fleming saytli, and lerne if that thee lest.

That litel jangling causeth mochel rest.

My sone, if thou no wicked word hast said.

Thee thar not dredeii for to be bewraid
;

But he that hath missayd, 1 dare wi-l sain.

He may by no way clcpe his wor<l again.

Tiling that is sayd is sayd, and forth it goth,

Though him repent, or be him never so loth,

He is his thral, to whom that he hath sayd

A tale, of which he is now evil apaid.

My sone, beware, and be non auctour newe
Of tidings, whether they ben false or trewe

;

Wher so thou come, amonges high or lowe,

Kepe wel thy tonge, and tlunke upon the crowe.

THE PERSONES TALE.

THE PERSONES PROLOGUE.

Br that the Manciple had his tale ended.

The Sonne fro the south line \vas descended

So lowe, thai it ne was not to my sight

Degrees nine and twenty as of hight.

Foure of the clok it was tho, as I gesse,

For enleven foot, a litel more or lesse,

My shadow was at thilke time, as there,

Of swiche feet as my lengthe parted wei-e

In six feet equal of prop(;rtion.

Therwith the mones exaltation.

In mene Libra, alway gan ascende.

As we were entring at the thorpes ende.

For which our hoste, as he was wont to gie.

As in this cas, our jolly compa;;nie.

Said in this wise ; lordings, everich on,

Now lacketh us no tales mo than on.

Fulfilled is ray sentence and my decree
;

I trowe that we han herd of eclie degree.

Almost fulfilled is myn ordinance
;

I .pray to God so ycve him right good chance.
That telleth us this tale lustily.

Sii'e preest, quod he, art thou a vicary?

Or art thou a Person ? .^^ay soth by thy fay.

Be what thou be, ne breke thou not our play
;

For every man, save thou, hath told his tale.

Unbokel, and shew us what is in thy male.
For trewely me thinketh by thy chere,
Thou shuldest knitte up wel a gret matere.
Tell us a fable anon, for cockes bones.

This Pei'son him answered al at ones
;

Thou getest fable non ytold for me,
For Poule, that writeth unto Tiniothe,

Repreveth hem that weiven sothfastnesse.

And tellen fables, and swiche wretchednesse.

Why shuld 1 sowen draf out of my fist.

Whan I may sowen whete, if that me list ?

For which I say, if that you list to here

Moralitee, and vertuous matere.

And than tliat ye wol yeve me audience,

I wold ful fain at Cristes reverence

Don you plesance leful, as I can.

But trusteth wel, I am a sotherne man,
I cannot geste, rom, ram, ruf, by my letter,

And, God wote, rime hold I but litel better.

And therfore if you list, I wo! not glose,

I wol you tell a litel tale in prose.

To knitte up all this feste, and make an ende

And Jesu for his grace wit me sende

To shewen you the way in this viage

Of thilke parfit glorious pilgrimage,

That hight Jerusalem celestial.

And if ye vouchesauf, anon 1 shal

Beginne upon my tale, for which I pray

Tell your avis. I can no better say.

But natheles this meditation

I put it ay under cori'ection

Of clerkes, for I am not textuel ;

I take but the sentence, trusteth me wel.

Therfore I make a protestation.

That I wo! standen to correction.

Upon this word we han assented seme :

For, as ns semed, it was for to don.

To enden in scm vertuous sentence,

And for to yeve him space and audience :

J. 2
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And bade our hoste he sliulde to him say,

Tliat alle we to tell his tale him pray.

Our hoste had the vvordes for us alle :

Sire preest, quod he, now faire you befalle
;

Say what you list, and we shul gladly here.

And with that word he said in this manere
;

Teilcth, quod he, ycur nieditatioun,

But hasteth you, the sonne wol adoun.
Beth fructuous, and that in litel space.

And to do wel God sende you his grace.

THE PERSONES TALE.

Our swete Lord God of heven, that no man wol
perish, but wol that we comen all to the know-
leching of him, and to the blisful lif tliat is par-

durable, amonesteth us by the Prophet Jeremie,

that sayth in this wise : Stondeth upon the wayes,

and seeth and axeth of the olde pathes ; that is to

say, of olde sentences ; whicii is the good way :

and walketh in that way, and ye shul fiude re-

freshing for your soules. Many ben the wayes
spirituel that leden folk to our Lord Jesu Crist,

and to the regne of glory : of which wayes, ther

is a fill noble way, and wel covenable, which may
not faille to man ne to woman, that thui'gh sinne

hath misgon fro the right way of Jerusalem
celestial ; and this way is cleped penance ; of

which man shuld gladly herken and enqueren
with all his herte, to wete, what is penance, and
whennes it is cleped penance, and how many
maneres ben of actions or workings of penance,
and how many spices ther ben of penance, and
which thinges apperteinen and behoven to pe-
nance, and which thinges distroublen penance.

Seint Ambrose sayth. That penance is the
plaining of man for the gilt that he hath don, and
no moi-e to do any thing for which him ought to

plaine. And som doctour saytli : Penance is the
waymenting of man that sorweth for his sinne,

and peineth himself, for he hath luisdon. Penance,
with certain circumstances, is veray repentance of

man, that holdeth himself in sorwe and other
peine for his giltes : and for he shal be veray
penitent, he shal first bewailen the sinnes that he
hath don, and stedfastly purposen in his herte to

have shrift of rnouth, and to don satisfaction, and
never to don thing, for which him ought more to

bewayle or complaine, and to continue in good
werkes : or elles his repentance may not availe.

For as Seint Isidor sayth ; he is a japer and a
gabber, and not veray repentant, that eftsones

doth thing, for which him oweth to repent.

We])ing, and not for to stint to do sinne, may not

availe. But natheles, men shuld hope, that at

every time that man falleth, be it never so oft,

that he may arise thurgh penance, if he have
grace : but certain, it is gret doute. For as saith

Seint Gregorie ; unnethes ariseth he out of sinne,

that is charged with the charge of evil usage.

And therfore repentant folk, that stint for to sinne,

and forlete sinne or that sinne forlete hem, holy
chirche holdeth hem siker of hir salvation. And
he that siimeth, and veraily repenteth him in his

last day, holy chirche yet hopeth his salvation, hy
the grete mercy of our Lord Jesu Crist, for his

repentance : but take ye the siker and certain

way.

And now sith I have declared you, what thing

IS penance, now ye shul understond, that ther ben
three actions of penance. The first is, that a
man be baptised after that he hatli sinned. Seint

Augustine sayth ; but he be penitent for his old

sinful lif, he may not beginne the newe clene lif :

for certes, if he be baptised without penitence of

his old gilt, he receivetli the marke of baptisme,

but not the grace, ne the remission of his sinnes,

til he have veray repentance. Another defaute

is, tliat men don dedly sinne after that they have
received baptisme. The thridde defaute is, that

men fall in venial sinnes after hir baptisme, fro

day to day. Therof sayth Seint Augustine, that

penance of good and humble folk is the penance
of every day.

The spices of penance ben three. That on of

hem is solempne, another is commune, and the

thridde privee. Thilke penance, that is solempne, is

in two maneres ;as to be put out of holy chirche in

lenton, for slaughter of children, and swiche maner
thing. Another is whan a man hath sinned

openly, of which sinne the fame is openly spoken
in the contree : and than holy chirche by jugement
distreyneth him for to do open penance. Com-
mun penance is, that preestes enjoinen men in

certain cas : as for to go paraveuture naked on
pilgrimage, or bare foot. Privee penance is

thilke, that men don all day for privee sinnes, of

which we shrive us prively, and receive privee

penance.

Now shalt thou understond what is behoveful

and necessary to every parfit penance : and this

stent on three thinges ; contrition of herte, con-

fession of mouth, and satisfaction. For which

sayth Seint John Chrisostome : penance distreineth

a man to accept benignely evei'y peine, that him
is enjoined, with contrition of herte, and shrift of

mouth, with satisfaction, and werking of all maner
humilitee. And this is fruitful penance ayenst

tho three thinges, in which we wrathen our Lord
Jesu Crist : this is to say, by delit in tliinking, by

'

rechelesnesse in speking, and by wicked sinful

werking. And ayenst these wicked giltes is

penance, that may be likened unto a tree.

The rote of this tree is contrition, that hideth

him in the herte of him that is veray repentant,

right as the rote of the tree hideth him in the

erthe. Of this rote of contrition springeth a

stalke, that beretli branches and leves of confes-

sion, and fruit of satisfaction. Of which Crist

sayth in his gospell ; doth ye digne fruit of peni-

tence ; for by this fruit mow men understonde

and knowe this tree, and not by the rote that is

hid in the herte of man, ne by the branches, ne

the leves of confession. And therfore our Lord
Jesu Crist saith thus ; by the fruit of hem shal

ye knowe hem. Of this rote also springeth a

seed of grace, which seed is moder of sikernesse,

and this seed is eger and bote. The grace of

this seed springeth of God, thurgh remembrance
on the day of dome, and on the peines of belie.

Of this matere saith Salomon, that in the dredeof

God man forletteth his sinne. The hete of this

sede is the love of God, and the desiring of the

joye perdurable. This hete draweth the herte of

man to God, and doth him hate his sinne. For

sothly, ther is nothing that savoureth so sote to a

child, as the milke of liis norice, ne nothing is to

him moi-e abhominable than that milke, wlian it is
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medled with otlier mete. Right so the sinful

man that ioveth his siniie, him semoth, that it is to

him most swetu of any thins ; hnt fro that time

tliat lie lovcth sadly our Lord Jesn Crist, and de-

sircth the lif perdurahle, ther is to him notJiinjr

more abhominable. For sothly the lawe of God
is the love of God. For which David the prophet

sayth ; I have loved thy lawe, and hated wieked-

nesse : he that lovcth God, kc|>etli his lawe and
his fvord. This tree saw the prophet Daniel in

spirit, upon the vision of Nabuchodonosor, whan
he counselled him to do penance. Penance is the

tree of lif, to hem that it receiven : and he that

hbldeth him in veray penance, is blisful, after the

sentence of Salomon.
In this penance or contrition man shal under-

stond foure thinges ; that is to say, what is contri-

tion ; and which ben the causes that moven a man
to contrition ; and how he shuld be contrite ; and
what contrition availeth to the soule. Than is it

thus, that contrition is the veray sorwe that a man
receiveth in liis herte for his sinnes, with sad pur-

pos to shriven him, and to do penance, and never
more to don sinne. And this sorwe shal be in this

maner, as sayth Seint Bernard ; it shal ben hevy
and grevous, and ful sharpe and poinant'in herte

;

first, for a man hath agilted his Lord and his

creatour ; and more sharpe and poinant, for he
hath agilted his father celestial ; and yet more
sharpe and ])oinant, for he liath wrathed and
agilted him that boughte liim, that with his pre-

cious blod hath delivered us fro the bondes of sinne,

and fro the crueltee of the devil, and iro the peines

of helle.

The causes that ought to meve a man to contri-

tion ben sixe. Fii-st, a man shal remembre him of

his sinnes. But loke that that remembrance ne be
to him no delit, by no way, but grete shame and
sorwe for his sinnes. For Job sayth, sinful men
don werkes worthy of confession. And therfore

sayth Ezeehiel ; I wol remembre me all the yeres

of my lif, in the l)ittei'nesse of my herte. And God
sayth in the Apocalipse ; I'emembre you fro whens
that ye ben fall, for before the time that yc sinned,

ye weren cliildren of God, and linimos of the regne
of God ; but for your sinne ye ben waxen tliral and
foule ; membres of the fende ; hate of angels

;

sclaunder of holy chirche, and fode of the false

serpent
;
pcrpetuel matcre of the fire of helle ; and

yet more foule and abhominablc, for ye trespassen

so oft times, as doth the hound that torneth again

to ete his owen spewing ; and yet fouler, for your
long continuing in sinne, and your sinful u-age, for

which ye be roten in your sinnes, as a beest in his

donge. Swiche manere thoughtes make a man to

have shame of his sinne, and no delit ; as God s:iith,

by the Prophet Ezeehiel
; ye shnl remembre you

of your wayes, and they shul displese you. Sothly,

sinnes ben the wiiies that lede folk to hell.

• The second cause that ought to make a man to

ha.ve disdeigne of sinne is this, that, as saitli Seint

Peter, who so doth sinne, is thral to sinne, and
sinne putteth a man in gret thraldom. And tlier-

fore sayth the Prophet Ezeehiel ; I went sorweful,

and had disdeigne of myself. Certes, wel ought a
man have disdeigne of sinne, and withdrawe him
fro that thraldom and vilauy. And lo, what sayth

Seneke in this mater. He saith thus ; though 1

wist, that neither God ne man shuld never know
it, yet wold I have disdeigne for to do sinne. And

the same Seneke also sayth : I am borne to greter
tliinges, than to be thral to my body, or for to make
of my bo<ly a thral. Ne a fouler thral may no man,
ne woman, make of his body, than for to yeve his

body to sinne. Al were it tlie foulest chorle, or
the foulest woman that liveth, and lest of value,

yet is he than m(»rc foule, and more in servitude.

Ever fro the higher degree tliat man falleth, the

more is he thral, and more to God and to the world
vile and abliominable. O good God, wel ought a
man have disdeigne of sinne, sith tliut thiirgli sinne,

ther he was free, he is made bond. And therfore

sayth Seint Augustine : if thou hast disdeigne of

thy servant, if he offend or sinne, have thou than
disdeigne, that thou thy self shuldest do sinne.

Take reward of thin owen value, that thou ne be
to foule to thyself. Alas ! wel oughten they than
have disdeigne to be servants and thralles to sinne,

and sore to be ashamed of hemseif, that God of his

endles goodnesse hath sette in high estat, or yeve
hem witte, strength of body, hele, beautee, or pros-

{leritee, and bought hem fro the delh with his herte

blood, that they so unkindly agains his gentiliesse,

quiten him so vilainsly, to slaughter of hir owen
soules. O good God ! ye women tiiat ben of gret

beautee, rememl)reth you on the proverbe of Salo-

mon, that likeneth a faire woman, that is a fool of

hire body, to a ring of gold that is worne in the
groine of a sowe : for right as a sowe w'roteth in

every ordure, so wroteth she hire beautee in

stinking ordure of sinne.

The thridde cause, that ought to meve a man to

contrition, is drede of the day of dome, and of the

horrible peines of helle. For as Seint Jerome
sayth : at every time that me rememlireth of the

day of dome, I quake ; f(jr whan I ete or drinke,

or do what so 1 do, ever semctli me that the trompe
sowneth in min ores : risetli ye up that ben ded,

and Cometh to the jugement. good God ! moclie

ought a man to drede swiehe a jugement, ther as

we shul be alle, as Sc.'int Poule sayth, before the

streit jugement of oure Lord Jesn Crist ; wheras
he shal make a general congregation, wheras no
man may be absent ; for certes ther availeth non
essoine ne non excusation ; and not only, that our

defautes shul be juged, but eke that all our werkes
shul openly be knowen. And, as sayth Seint

Bernard, ther ne shal ' no pleting availe, ne no

sleight : we shal yeve rekening of everich idle

word. Tiler shal we have a juge that may not be

deceived ne corrui)t ; and why 1 for certes, all our

thoughtes ben discovered, as to him : ne for ])rayer,

ne for mede, he wil not be corrupt. And tlierfore

saith .Salomon : the wrath of God ne wol not spare no

wight, for prayer ne for ycft. And therfore at the

day of dome ther is non hope to escape. Wherfore,

as sayth Seint Anselme, ful gret anguish siial tiie

sinful folk have at that time : ther shal be tiie

Sterne and wroth juge sitting above, and under

him the horrible pitte of helle open, to destroy him
that wohle not beknowen his sinnes, which sinnes

shullen openly be shewed before God and before

every creature : and on the left side, mo Divels

than any herte may thinke, for to hary and drawe

the sinful soules to the pitte of helle : and within

the hertcs of folk shal be the hitini; conscience,

and without forth shal be the wox-ld all brenning.

Whither than slial the wretched soule flee to hide

him ? Certes he may not hide him, he must come
forth and shewe him. For certes, as saith Seint
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Jerome, the erth shal cast Iiim out of it, and the

see, and also the aire, that shal be ful of thonder
clappes and lightnings. Now sothly, who so wil

remembre hin\ of these thinges, I gesse that his

sinnes shal not tome him to delit, but to grete

sorwe, for drede of the peine of helle. And ther-

fore saith Job to God : suffer, Lord, that I may
a while bewaiie and bewepe, or I go without re-

torning to the derke loude, ycovered with the

derkenesse of deth ; to the londe of misese and of

derkenesse, wheras is the shadowe of deth ; wheras
is non ordre ne ordinance, but grisly drede that

ever slial last. Lo, here may ye see, that Job
prayed respite a while, to bewepe and waile his

trespas : for sothely on day of respite is better

than all the tresour of this world. And for as

moche as a man may acquite himself before God
by penitence in this world, and not by tresour,

therfore shuld he pray to God to yeve him respite

a while, to bewepen and bewailen his trespas : for

certes, all the sorwe that a man might make fro

the beginning of the world, n'is but a litel thing,

at regard of the sorwe of helle. The cause why
that Job clepeth helle the londe of derkenesse

;

understonderh, that he clepeth it londe or erth, for

it is stable and never shal faile ; and derke, for

he that is in helle hath defaute of light naturel

;

for certes the derke light, that shal come out of
the fire that ever shal brenne, shall torne hem all

to peine that be in helle, for it sheweth hem the
horrible Divels that hem turmenten. Covered
with the derkenesse of deth ; that is to say, that
he that is in helle, shal have defaute of the sight

of God ; for certes the sight of God is the lif per-
durable. The derknesse of deth, ben the sinnes
that the wretched man hath don, which that dis-

troublen liim to see the face of God, riirht as a
derke cloud betwer.e us and the Sonne. It is londe
of misese, because' that ther ben three maner of
defautes ayenst three thinges that folk of this

world han in this present lif ; that Ls to say, ho-
noures, delites, and richesses. Ayenst honour have
they in helle shame and confusion : for wel ye wote,
that men clepen honour the reverence that man
doth to man ; but in helle is non lionour ne reve-
rence ; for certes no more reverence shal be don
ther to a king, than to a knave. For which God
sayth by the Prophet Jeremie ; the folk, that me
despisen, shal be in despite. Honour is also cleped
gret lor'deship. Ther shal no wight serven other,

but of harme and turment. Honour is also cleped
gret dignitee and higlmesse ; but in helle shal

they be alle fortroden of divels. As God snith
;

the horrible Divels shul gon and comen upon the
hedes of dampned folk : and this is, for as moche
as the higher that they were in tliis pi-e.sent lif,

the more shul they be abated and defouled in helle.

Ayenst the richesse of this world shul they have
mi.sese of poverte, and this poverte slial be in

foure thinges : in defaute of tresour ; of which
David sayth ; the riche folk that eubraceden and
oneden all hir herte to tresour of this world, shul
slepe in the sleping of deth, and nothing ne shul
they find in hir hondes of all liir tresour. And
moreover, the misese of helle shal be in defaute of
raete and drink. For God sayth thus by Moyses

:

they shui be wasted with honger, and the briddes
of helle shul devoure hem with bitter deth, and
the gall of the dragon shal ben hir drinke, and the
venime of the dragon hir morsels. And further

over hir misese shal be in defaute of clothing, for

they shul be naked in body, as of clothing, save

the fire in which they brenne, and other filthes ;

and naked shul they be in soule, of all maner ver-

mes, which that is the clothing of the soule.

Wher ben than the gay robes, and softe shetes,

and the fyn shertes I Lo, what sayth God of

heven by the Prophet Esaie, that under hem shul

be strewed mothes, and hir covertures shul ben
of wormes of helle. And further over hir misese
shal be in defaute tif frendes, for he is not poure
that hath good frendes : but ther is no frend ; for

neither God ne no good creature shal be frend to

hem, and everich of hem shal hate other with

dedly hate. The sonnes and the doughters shal

rebel ayenst father and mother, and kinred ayenst

kini'ed, and cliiden and despisen eche other, both

day and night, as God sayth by the Prophet
Micheas. And the loving children, that whilom
loveden so fleshly, everich of hem wold eten other

if they might. For how shuld they love togeder

in the peines of helle, whan they hated eche other in

the prosperitee of this lif ? For truste wel, hir

fleshly love was dedly hate. As saith the Prophet
David : who so that loveth wickeduesse, he hateth

his owen soule, and who so hateth his owen soule,

certes he may love non other wight in no manere

:

and therfore in helle is no solace ne nofrendsiiip,but

ever the more kinredes that ben in helle, the more
cursing, the more chiding, and the more dedly

hate ther is among hem. And further over ther

they shul have defaute of all maner delites, for

certes delites ben after the appetites of the five wi ttes

;

as sight, hering, smelling, savouring, and touching.

But in helle hir sight shal be ful of derkenesse and
of smoke, and hir eyen ful of teres ; and hir hering

ful of waimenting and grinting of teeth, as sayth

Jesu Crist : hir nosethirles shul be ful of stinking :

and, as saith Esay the Prophet, hir savouring

shal be ful of bitter galle ; and touching of all hir

body, shal be covered with fire that never shal

quenche, and with wormes that never shal die, as-

God sayth by the mouth of Esay. And for as

moche as they shul not wene that they mow dien

for peine, and by deth flee fro peine, that mow
they understonde in the word of Job, that sayth ;

Ther is the shadow of deth. Certes a shadowe
hath likenesse of the thing of which it is shadowed,

but shadowe is not the same thing of which it is

shadowed : right so fareth the peine of helle ; it

is like deth, for the horrible anguish ; and why ?

for it peineth hem ever as though they shuld die

anon ; but certes they shul not dien. For as

sayth Seint Gregory ; To wretched eaitifes shal be
deth withouten deth, and ende withouten ende,

and defaute withouten failing ; for hir deth shal

alway live, and hir ende shal ever more beginne,

and hir defaute shal never faile. And therfore

.sayth Seint John the Evangelist ; They shul folow

deth, and they shul not finde him, and they shul

desire to die, and deth shal flee from hem. And
eke Job saith, that in helle is non ordre of rule.

And al be it so, that God hath create all thing in

right ordre, and nothing withouten ordre, but all

thinges ben ordred and nombred, yet natheles they

that ben dampned ben nothing in ordre, ne hold

non ordre. For the erth shal here hem no fruite ;

(fur, as the Prophet David sayeth, God shal destroy

the fruite of the erth, as fro hem) ne water shal

yeve hem no moisture, ne the aire uo refreshing
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ne the fire no light. For as sayth Seiiit Basil
;

Tlie breniiiiig of the Hre of this world shal God
yeve in hello to hem that ben dampned, but the

light and the clerenesse shal be yeve in hevcn to

liis children ; right as the good man yeveth flesh

to his children, and bones to his houndes. And
for they shul have non hope to escape, sayth Job
at last, that ther shal horrour and grisly drede
dwellen withouten ende. llorrour is alway drede

of harnie that is to come, and this drede shal alway
dwell in the hertes of hem that ben <lampned.

And therfore han they lorne all hir hope for seven

causes. First, for God that is hir juge shal be
withouten mercie to hem ; and they may not plesc

him ; ne non of his halwes ; ne they may yeve
nothing for hir raunsom ; ne they have no vois to

speke to liini ; ne they may not flee fro peine ; ne
they have no goodnesse in hem that tliey may
shew to deliver hem fro peine. And therfore

sayth Salomon ; The wicked man dieth, and whan
he is ded, he shal have non hope to escape fro

peine. Who so than wold wel understonde these

peines, and bethinke him wel that he hath deserved
these peines for his sinnes, certes he sluilde have
more talent to sighen and to wepe, than for to

singe and playe. For as sayth Salomon.; Whoso
that liad the science to know the peines that ben
established and ordeined for sinne, he wold foi"sake

sinne. That science, saith Seint Austin, maketh
a man to waimenten in his herte.

The fourthe point, that oughte make a man
have contrition, is the sorweful remembrance of

the good dedes that he hath lefte to don here in

erthe, and also the good that he hath loriie.

Sothly the good werkes that he hath lefte, either

they be the good werkes that he wrought er he
fell into dedly sinne, or elles the good werkes that

he wrought while he lay in sinne. Sothly the
good werkes that ho did before that he fell in

dedly sinne, ben all mortified, astoned, and dulled

by the eft sinning : the other werkes that he
wrought while he lay in sinne, they ben utterly

ded, as to the lif perdurable in heven. Than
thilke good werkes that ben mortified by eft sin-

ning, which he did while he was in charitee,

moun never quicken ayen without vcray penitence.

And therof sayth God by the mouth of Ezechiel
;

if the rightful man retorne again fro his riglit-

wisnesse and do wickediiesse, shal he liven ? nay
;

for all the good werkes that he hath wrought,
shul never be in remembrance, for he shal die in

his sinne. And upon thilke chapitre sayth Seint
Gregorie thus ; that we shal understonde this

principally, that when we don dedly sinne, it is for

nought than to remembre or drawe into memorie
the good werkes that we have wrought beforn :

for certes ui the werking of dedly sinne, ther is

no trust in no good werk that we have don
beforn ; that is to say, as for to have therby the
lif perdurable in heven. But natheles, the good
werkes quicken again and comen again, and heipe
and availe to have the lif perdurable in heven,
whan we have contrition : but sothly the good
werkes that men don while they ben in dedly
sinne, for as moehe as they were don in dedly
sinne, they may never quicken : for certes, thing
that never had lif, may never quicken : and
natheles, al be it so that they availen not to have
the lif pel-durable, yet availen they to abreggen
the peine of helle, or elles to get temporal rich-

' esses, or elles that God wol the rather enlumine
or light the herte of the sinful man to have
repentance ; and eke they availen for to usen a
man to do good werkes, that the fende have the

lesse power of his soule. And thus the curteis

Lord Jesu Crist ne woU that no good werk that

men don be loste, for in sonr.vhat it shal availe.

But for as moche as the good werkes that men
don while they ben in good lif, ben all amortised
by sinne folowing, and ekesith all the good werkes
that men don while they l)en in dedly siimo, ben
utterly ded, as for to have the lif perdurable, wel

may that man, that no good werk ne doth, sing

thilke newe Fren.she song, J'uy lout perdu m<>n

temps, el mnn labour. For certes sinne bereveth

a man both goodnesse of nature, and eke the

goodnesse of grace. For sothly the grace of the

holy gost fareth like fire that may not ben idle
;

for fire faileth anon as it forletteth his werking,

and right so grace failetli anon as it forletteth his

werking. Than leseth tlie sinful man the good-

nesse of glorie, that only is higlit to good men
that labouren and werken wel. Wel may he be
sory than, that o\yeth all his lif to God, as long as

he hath lived, and also as long as he shal live,

that no goodnesse ne hath to paie with his dette

to God, to whom he oweth all his lif: for trust

wel he shal yeve accomi)tes, as sayth Seint Ber-

nard, of all the goodes that han ben yeven him in

this j)resent lif, and how he hath hem dis])ended,

in so moche that ther shal not perishe an here of

his hed, ne a moment of an hourc ne shal not

perishe of his time, that he ne shal yeve therof a
rekening.

The fifthe thing, that ought to meve a man to

contrition, is remembrance of the passion that our
Loi'd Jesu Crist suffered for our sinnes. For as

sayth Seint Bernard, While that I live, I shal

have remembrance of the travailes that our Lord
Jesu Crist suffered in preching, his werinesse in

traveling, his temptations whan he fasted, his long

wakinges whan he prayed, his teres whan he wept

for pitee of good peple : the wo and the shame,
and the filthe that men sayden to him : of the

fouie spitting that men spitten in his face, of the

buffettes that men yave him : of the foule mouthes
and of the foule repreves that *ien saiden to

him : of the nayles with which he was nailed to

the crosse ; and of all the remenant of his passion,

that he suffred for mannes sinne, and nothing for

his gilte. And here ye shul underst;ind that in

mannes sinne is every maner order, or ordinance,

tourned up so doun. For it is soth, that God and

reson, and sensualitee, and the body of man, ben

ordained, that everich of thise foure thinges shuld

have lordship over that other : as thus ; God
shuld have lordship over reson, and reson over

sensualitee, and sensualitee over the body of man.

But sothly whan man sinneth, all this ordre, cr

ordinance, is turned up so doun ; and therfore

than, for as moche as reson of man ne wol not be

subget ne obeisant to God, that is his lord by

right, therfore leseth it the lordship that it shuld

have over sensualitee, and eke over the body of

man ; and why ? for sensualitee rebelleth tlian

ayenst reson : and by that way leseth reson the

lordship over sensualitee, and over the body. For
right as reson is rebel to God, right so is sen.

sualitee rebel to reson, and the body also. And
certes this disordinance, and this rebellion, ouj
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Lord Jesu Crist abought upon his precious body
ful dere : and iierkeneth in whiche wise. For as

moche as leson is rebel to God, therfore is man
M'orrhy to have sorwe, and to be ded. This suf-

fred our Lord Jesu Crist for man, after that he

had be betraied of his disciple, and distreined and
bounde, so that his blood brast out at every nail

of his hondes, as saith Seiiit Augustin. And
ferthermoi'e, for as moche as reson of man wol
not daunt sensualitee whan it may, therfore is

man worthy to have shame : and this suffered

our Lord Jesu Crist for man, whan they spittea in

his visajie. And fertlierover, for as moche as the

eaitif body of man is rebel both to reson and to

sensualitee, therfore it is worthy the deth : and
this suff-red our Loi-d -Jesu Crist upon the crosse,

wheras ther was no part of his body free, without

grete peine and bitter passion. And all this suf-

fred our Lord Jesu Crist that never forfaited ; and
thus sayd he : To mochel am I peined, for thinges

that I never deserved : and to moche defouled for

shendship that man is worthy to have. And
therfore may the sinful man wel say, as sayth

Seiiit Bernard : Accursed be the bitternesse of

my sinne, for whiche ther must be suffered so

moche bitternesse. For certes, after the divers

discordance of our wickednesse was the passion of

Jesu Crist ordeined in divers thinges ; as thus.

Certes sinful mannes soule is betraied of the
divel, by coveitise of tempore! prosperitee ; and
scorned by disceite, whan he cheseth fleshly

delitps ; and yet it is turniented by impatience of

adversitee, and bespet by servage and subjection

of sinne ; and at the last it is slain finally. For
this discordance of sinful man, was Jesu Crist

first betraied ; and after that was he bounde, that

came for to iinbinde us of sinne and of peine.

Than was he l)escorned, that only .shuld have ben
honoured in alle thinges and of alle thinges. Than
was hi- visage, that ousht to be desired to be seen
of all mai.kiud (in which visage angels desiren to

loke) vilainsly bespet. Than was he scourged
that nothing had trespassed ; and finally, than
was he crucified and slain. Than were accom-
plished the wordes of Esaie : He was wounded
for our misdedes, and defouled for our felonies.

Now sith thafi|!»Jesu Crist toke on himself the

peine of all our wickednesses, moche ought sinful

man to wepe and to bewaile. that for his sinnes

Goddes sone of heven shuld all this peine endure.

The sixte thing, that shuld move a man to con-

trition, is the hope of three thinges, that is to say,

foryevenesse of sinne, and the yeft of grace for to

do wel, and the glorie of heven, with whiche God
shal guerdon man for his good dedes. And for

as moche as Jesu Crist yeveth us thise yeftes of

his largenesse, and of his soveraine bountee, thoi'-

fore he is cleped, lAfs?/.? Nazaremis Rex Judceoriim.

Jesus is for to say, saviour or salvation, on whom
men shul hopen to have foryevenesse of sinnes,

whicli that is proprely salvation of sinnes. And
therfore sayd the Angel to Joseph, Thou shalt

clepe his name Jesus, tliat shal saven his peple of

hir sinnes. And hereof saith Seint Peter ; Ther
is non other name under heven, that is yeven to

any man, by which a man may be saved, but only

Jesus. Nazarenus is as moclie for to say, as

flourishing, in which a man shal hope, that he,

that yeveth him remission of sinnes, shal yeve
him also grace wel for to do : for in the flour is

hope of fruit in time coming, and in foryevenesse

of sinnes hope of grace wel to do. I was at the

dore of thin herte, sayth Jesus, and cleped for to

enter. He that openeth to me, shal ha^ e foryeve-

nesse of .lis sinnes, and I wol enter into him by
my grace, and soupe with him by the good werkes
that lie slial don, which werkes ben the food of

God, and he shal soupe with me by the gret joye

that I slial yeve him. Thus shal man hope, that

for his werkes of penance God shal yeve him his

regne, as he behight hira in the Gospel.

Now shal man understande, in which maner
shal be his contrition. I say, that it shal be
universal and total : this is to say, a man shal be
veray repentant for all his sinnes, that he hath
don in delite of his thought, for delite is perilous.

For ther ben two manor of consentinges ; that on
of hem is cleped consenting of affection, whan a
man is meved to do sinne, and than deliteth him
longe for to thinke on that sinne, and his reson

apperceiveth it wel, that it is sinne ayenst the

lawe of God, and yet his reson refraineth not

his foule delite or talent, though he see wel

apertly, that it is ayenst the reverence of God

:

although his reson consent not to do that sinne

indede, yet sayn som doetours, that swiclie delite

that dwelleth longe is ful perilous, al be it never
so lite. And al>o a man shuld sorow, namely for

all that ever he hath desired ayenst the lawe of

God, with parfite consenting of his reson, for

therof is no doute, that it is dedly sinne in con-

senting : for certes ther is no dedly sinne, but that

it is first in mannes thought, and after that in his

delite, and so forth into consenting, and into dede.

Wherfore I say, that many men ne repent hem
never of swiclie thoughtes and delites, ne never

shriven hem of it, but only of the dede of gret

sinnes outward : wherfore I say, that swiclie

wicked delites ben subtil begilei'S of hem that

shul be dampned. Moreover man ought to

sorwen for his wicked wordes, as wel as for his

wicked dedes : for certes repentance of a singuler

sinne, and not repentant of all his other sinnes ; or

elles repenting him of all his other sinnes, and not

of a singuler siune, may not availe. For certes

God Almighty is all good ; and therl'ore, either he

foryeveth all, or elles right nought. And ther-

fore sayth Seint Augustin : I wote certainly, that

God is enemy to every sinner : and how than ?

he that observeth on sinne, shal he have foryeve-

nesse of the remenant of his other sinnes ? Nay.
And furtherover contrition shuld be wonder sor-

weful and anguishous : and therfore yeveth him
God plainly his niercie : and therfore whan my
soule was anguishous, and sorweful within me,
than had I remembrance of God, that my praier

might come to him. Furtherover contrition niuste

be continuel, and that man have stedfast purpose
to shrive him, and to amend him of his lif. For
sotlily, while contrition lasteth, man may ever
hope to have foryevenesse. And of this cometh
hate of sinne, that destroyeth sinne bothe in him-
self, and eke in other folk at his power. For
which sayth David ; they that love God, hate

wickednesse : for to love God, is for to love that

he loveth, and hate that he hateth.

The last thing that men shull understand in

contrition is this, wherof availeth contrition. I

say, that contrition somtirae delivereth man fio

sinne : of which David saith ; I say, (quod
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David) I purposed fermely to shrive me, and
thou Lord relesedest my siniie. And rij^ht so

as contrition avnileth not without sad purpos of

shrift and satisfaction, rv^ht so htel worth is

shrift or satisfaction witliouton contrition. And
moreover contrition destroyeth the prison of hello,

and niaketh weke and feble all the strengthes of

the Devils, and restoreth the yeftes of tlie holy

gost, and of all good vcrtues, and it clenscth the

soule of sinnc, and deliveretli it fro the peine.of

lielle, and fro the conipagnie of the Devil, and iro

the servage of sinne, and restoreth it to all gf)odes

spirituel, and to the compagnie and communion
of lioly chirche. And furtherover it maketh him,

that whilom was sone of ire, to be the sone of

grace : and all these thinges ben preved by holy

writ. And therfore he that wold set his entent

to thise thinges, he were ful wise : for sothly he

ne shuld have than in all his lif corage to siime,

but yeve his herte and body to the service of Jcsu
Crist, and therof do him homage. For certes our
Lord Jesu Crist liath spared us so benignely in our
folies, that if he ne liad pitee ou niannes soule, a
sory song might we alle singe.

Explicit prima pars penitentice ; et incipit pars
secunda.

The second part of penitence is confession, and
that is signe of contrition. Now shul ye under-
stonde what is confession ; and whether it ouglit

nedes to be don or non : and which thinges ben
covenable to veray confession.

First shalt thou understande, that confession is

veray shewing of sinnes to the preest ; this is to

saie veray, for he must confesse him of all the

conditions that belongen to his sinne, as ferforth

as he can : all must be sayd, and nothing excused,

ne hid, ne forwrapped ; and not avaunt him of his

good werkes. Also it is necessarie to understande
whennes that sinnes springen, and how they
encresen, and which they ben.

Of springing of sinnes saith Soint Poulo in this

wise: that right as by on man sinne entred first

into this world, and thurgh sinne dcth, right so

deth entreth into alle men that sinnen : and this

man was Adam, by whom sinne entred into this

world, whan he brake the commandement of God.
And therfore he that hrst was so mighty, that lie

ne shuld liave died, became swiche on that he
must nedes die, whether he wold or no ; and all

his progenie in this world, that in thilke manor
sinnen, dien. Loke that in the estat of innocence,
whan Adam and Eve weren naked in paradise,
and no thing ne hadden shame of hir nakednesse,
how that the serpent, that was most wily of all

other bestes that God had made, sayd to the
woman : why commanded God you, that ye shuld
not ete of every tree in Paradise ? The woman
answered : of the fruit, sayd she, of the trees of
Paradise we fedcn us, but of the fruit of the
tree that is in the middel of Paradise God forbode
us for to eten, ne to touche it, Kst we shuld die.

The serpent sayd to the woman: nay, nay, ye shul
not dien of deth ; for soth God wote, that what
day that ye ete therof your eyen shul open, and ye
shul be as goddes, knowing good and harme. The
woman saw that the tree was good to feding, and
fairo to the eyen, and delectable to the sight ; she
toke of the fruit of the tree and did ete, and yave

to hire hnsbond, and he ete ; and anon tlie eyen
of hem both opened : and whan they knewe that

they were naked, they sowed of a fig-tree leves in

manor of breches, to hiden liir members. Here
mow ye seen, that dedly sinne hath first suggestion

of the fende, as sheweth here by the adder ; and
afterward the delit of the fii sh, as sheweth here
by Eve ; and after that the consenting of resou,

as sheweth by Adam. For trust wel, though so

it were, that the fende tem])ted Eve, that is to say,

the flesh, and the fiesh had delit in the beautec of

the fruit defended, yet certes til that reson, that

is to say, Adam, consented to the eting of the
fruit, yet stode he in the state of innocence. Of
thilke Adam toke we thilke sinne original ; from
him fleshly diseended be we all, and engendred of

vile and corrupt mater : and whan the soule is

put in our bodies, right anon is contract original

sinne ; and that, that was erst but only peine of

concupiscence, is afterward both peine and sinne :

and therfore we ben all yborne sones of wrath,

and of dampnation perdurable, if ne were Baj)tisme

that we receive, which benimeth us the culpe :

but forsoth the peine dwelleth with us as to

temptation, which peine hight concupiscence. This
concupiscence, whan it is wrongfully disposed or

ordeined in man, it maketh him coveit, by coveitise

of flesh, fleshly sinne by sight of his eyen, as to

crthly thinges, and also coveitise of highnesse by
pride of herte.

Now as to speke of the first coveitise, that is

concupiscence, after the lawe of our membres,
that were lawfully ymaked, and V)y rightful juge-

ment of God, I say, for as moehe as a man is not

obeisant to God, that is his Lord, therfore is his

herte to him disobeisant timrgh coneiiiiiscence,

which is called nourishing of sinne, and occasion

of sinne. Therfore, all the while that a man hath
within him the peine of concupiscence, it is iin{>os-

sible, but lie be tempted somtime, and moved in his

flesh to sinne. And this' thing may not faile, as
long as he liveth. It may wel waxe feble by
vertue of Baptismc, and by the grace of God
thurgh penitence ; but fully ne shal it never
quenehe, that he ne shal somtime be meved in

himselfe, but if he were refreined by sikenesse,

or malefice of sorcerie, or cold drinkes. For lo,

what saytli Seint Poule ? the flesh coveiteth ayenst

the spirit, and the spirit ayenst the flesh : they
ben so contrarie and so striven, that a man may
not alway do as he w^old. The same Seint Poule,

after his gret penance, in water and in loud ; in

water by night and by day, in gret peril, and in

gret peine ; in loud, in grete famine and thiirst,

cold and clothles, and ones stoned almost to deth
;

yet sayd he, alas ! I caitif man, who shal deliver

me fro the prison of my caitif body ? And Seint

Jerom, whan he long time had dwelled in desert,

wheras he had no compagnie but of wilde bestes
;

wher as he had no mete but herbes, and water to

his drinke, ne no bed but the naked ertli, wlierfore

his flesh was black, as an Ethiopian, for licte, and
nie destroyed for cold : yet sayd lie, that the

brenning of lecherie boiled in all his body. Wlier-

fore I wot wel sikerly that they be deceived that

say, they be not tempted in hir bodies. Witnesse

Seint James that said, that every wight is tempted
in his owen conscience ; that is to say, that echo

of us hath mater and occasion to be tempted of

the noribhing of sinne, that is in his body. And
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therfore sayth Seint John the Evangelist : if we
say that we ben witliout sinne, we deceive ourself,

and truth is not in us.

Now shul ye understonde, in what maner sinne

wexeth and encresetli in man. The first thing

is that nourishing of sinne, of wliich I spake before,

that is concupiscence : and after that eometh sug-

gestion of the divel, this is to say, the divels belous,

with which he bloweth in man the fire of concu-

piscence : and after that a man bethinketli him,

whether he wol do or no that thing to which he is

tempted. And than if a man withstond and weive

the first entising of his flesh, and of the fend, than

it is no sinne : and if so be lie do not, than feleth

he anon a flame of delit, and than it is good to

beware and kepe him wel, or elles he wol fall anon
to consenting of sinne, and than v.'ol he do it, if he
may have time and place. And of this mater sayth

Moyses by the devil, in this maner : the fend sayth,

I wol chace and pursue man by wicked suggestion,

and I wol hent him by meving and stirring of

sinne, and I wol depart my pris, or my prey, by
deliberation, and my lust shal be accomplised in

delit ; I wol draw my swerd in consenting : (for

certes, right as a swerd departeth a thing in two
peces, right so consenting departeth God fro man)
and than wol I sle him with my bond in dede of

sinne. Thus sayth the fend ; for certes, than is a
man al ded in soule; and thus is sinne accom-
plised, by temptation, by delit, and by consenting

:

and than is the sinne actuel.

Forsoth sinne is in two maners, either it is

venial, or dedly sinne. Sothly, whan a rhan loveth

any creature more than Jesu Crist our creatour,

than it is dedly sinne : and venial sinne it is, if a
man love Jesu Crist lesse than him ought. For-
soth the dede of this venial sinne is ful perilous,

for it amenuseth the love that man shuld have to

God, more and more. And therfore if a man
charge himself with many swiche venial sinneSj

certes, but if so be that he somtinie discharge him
of hem by shrift, they may wel lightly amenuse in

him all the love that he hath to Jesu Crist : and
in this wise skippeth venial sinne into dedly sinne.

For certes, the more that a man chargeth his

soule with venial sinnes, the more he is enclined
to fall into dedly sinne. And therfore let us not
be negligent to discharge us of venial sinnes. For
the proverbe sayth, that many smal maken a gret.

And herken this ensample : A gret wawe of the
see Cometh somtime with so gret a violence, that
it drencheth the ship : and the same harme do
somtime the smal dropes of water, that enteren
thurgh a litel crevis in the thurrok, and in the

botom of the ship, if men ben so negligent, that

they discharge hem not by time. And therfore

although ther be difference betwix thise two
causes of drenching, algates the ship is dreint.

Right so fareth it somtime of dedly sinne, and of

anoious venial sinnes, whan they multiplie in man
so gretly, that thilke worldly thinges that he
loveth, thurgh which he sinneth venially, is as
gret in his hei'te as the love of God, or more : and
therfore the love of every thing that is not beset
in God, ne don principally for Goddes sake, al-

though that a man love it lesse than God, yet is it

venial sinne ; and dedly sinne is, whan the love of

any thing weigheth in the herte of man, as moche
as the love of God, or more. Dedly sinne, as sayth
Seint Augustine, is, whan a man tourneth his

herte fro God, whiche that is veray sovei-aine

bountee, that may not chuunge, and yeveth his

herte to thing that may chaunge and flitte : and
certes, that is every thing save God of heven. For
soth is, that if a man yeve his love, which that he
oweth to G(jd with all his herte, unto a creature,

certes, as moche of his love as he yeveth to the

.same creature, so moche he bereveth fro God, and
therfore doth he sinne : for he, that is dettour to

God, ne yeldeth not to God all his dette, that is to

sayn, all the love of his herte.

Now sith man understondeth generally, which
is venial sinne, than is it covenable to tell

specially of sinnes, whiche that many a man
peraventure demeth hem no sinnes, and shriveth

him not of the same, and yet natheles they be
sinnes sothly, as thise clerkes writen ; this is to

say, at every tyme that man eteth and drinketh
more than sufficeth to the sustenance of his body,
in certain he doth sinne ; eke whan he speketh
moi'e than it nedeth, he doth sinne ; eke whan he
herkeneth not beuignely the complaint of the
poure ; eke whan he is in hele of body, and wol
not fast whan other folk fast, without cause
resonable ; eke whan he slepeth more than nedeth,

or whan he eometh by that encheson to late to

chirche, or to other werkes of charitee ; eke
whan he useth his wif withouten soveraine desire

of engendrure, to the honour of God, or for the
entent to yeld his wif his dette of his body ; eke
whan he wol not visite the sike, or the prisoner, if

he may ; eke if he love wif or child, or other
worldly thing, more than reson requireth ; eke if

he flater or blandise more than him ought for any
necessitee ; eke if he amenuse or withdrawe the

almesse of the poure ; eke if he apparaile his

mete more deliciously than nede is, or ete it to

hastily by likerousuesse ; eke if he talke vanitees

in the chirche, or at Goddes service, or that he be

a taler of idle wordes of foly or vilanie, for he
shal yeld accomptes of it at the day of dome ; eke
whan he behighteth or assureth to don thinges

that he may not perfourrae ; eke whan that he by
lightnesse of foly missayeth or scorneth his

neighbour ; eke whan he hath ony wicked suspecion

of thing, ther he ne wote of it no sotlifastnesse :

thise thinges and mo withouten nombre be sinnes,

as sayth Seint Augustine. Now shul ye under-

stonde, that al be it so that non erthly man may
eschewe al venial sinnes, yet may he refreine him,

by the brenning love that he hath to our Lord
Jesu Crist, and by prayer and confession, and
other good werkes, so that it shal but litel grieve.

For as sayth Seint Augustine ; if a man love God
in swiche maner, that all that ever he doth is in

the love of God, or for the love of God'vei-aily,

for he brenneth in the love of God, loke how
moche that o drope of water, which falleth into

a fourneis ful of fire, annieth or greveth the

brenning of the fire, in like maner anoieth or

greveth a venial sinne unto that man, whiche is

stedfast and parfite in the love of our Saviour

Jesu Crist. Furthei'more, men may also re-

freine and put away venial sinne, by receiving

worthily the precious body of Jesu Crist ; by
receiving eke of holy water ; by almes dede

;

by general confession of Confiteor at Masse,
and at prime, and at complin, and by blessing

of Bishoppes and Preestes, and by other good
werkes.
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He septern pcccntis mnrtalilius.

Now it is behovely to tellcn whiche ben de(l!y

Binnes, that is to say, chii'fetaines of sinni-s ; for

as inoche as all tlicy rcn in o lees, but in divers

maners. Now ben tliey cleped cliiefetaines, for as

moclii- as they be chiefc, and of hem sprinfjen all

other sinncs. The rote of thise sinnes than is

pride, the general rote of all harmes. For of

this rote springen certain braunehes : as ire,

envie, accidie or slouthe, avarice or coveitise, (to

comniun understonding) glotonie, and lecherie :

and eche of thise chief sinnes hath his braunehes

and his twigges, as shal be declared in hir ehapi-

tres folowing.

De supcrlia.

And though so be, tliat no man knoweth utterly

the nombre of tlie twigges, and of the harmes
j

that comen of pride, yet wol I shew a partie of

hem, as ye shul understond. Ther is inobedience,

avaunting, ipocrisie, despit, arrogance, impudence,
swelling of herte, insolence, elation, impatience,

strif, contumacie, presumption, irrevei-ence, perti-

nacie, vaine glorie, and many other twigges that

I cannot declare. Inohedient is he that disobeyeth

for despit to the commandements of God, and to

his soveraines, and to his gostly fader. Avaun-
tour, is he that bosteth of the harme or of the

bountee that he hath don. Ipociute, is he that

hideth to shew him swiche as he is, and sheweth
him to seme swiche as he is not. Despitous, is he
that hath disdain of his neighebour, tliat is to

sayn, of his even Cristen, or hath despit to do
tliat him ought to do. Arrogant, is he that

thinketh that he hath those bountces in him, that

he liath not, or weneth that he shulde have hem
by his deserving, or elles that demeth that he be
that he is not. Impudent, is he that for his pride

hath no shame of his sinnes. Swelling of herte, is

whan man rejoyceth him of harme that he hath
don. Insolent, is he that desjiiseth in his juge-

ment all other folk, as in regarde of his value, of

his conning, of his speking, and of his bering.

Elation, is whan he ne may neither suffre to have
maister ne felawe. Impatient, is he tliat wol not

be taught, ne undernome of his vice, and by strif

werrieth truth wetingly, and defendeth his foly.

Contuma.v, is he that thurgh his indignation is

ayenst every auctoritee or power of hem that ben
his soveraines. Presumption, is whan a man
undertaketh an emprise that him ought not to do,

or elles that he may not do, and this is called

surquidrie. Irreverence, is whan man doth not

honour ther as him ought to do, and waiteth to be
reverenced. Pertinacie, is whan man defendeth
his foly, and trusteth to moche in his owen wit.

Vaine-glorie, is for to have pompe, and delit in his

tempore! highnesse, and glorye him in his worldly
estate. Jangling, is whan man speketh to moche
before folk, and clappeth as a mille, and taketh no
kepe what he sayth.

And yet ther is a privee spice of pride, that

waiteth first to be salewed, or he wol salew, all

be he lesse worthy than that other is ; and eke he
Waiteth to sit, or to go above him in the way, or
kisse the pax, or ben encensed, or gon to otfring

before his neighbour, and swiche semblable
Uiinges, ayenst his duetee peraventure, but that

he hath his liei-te and his entente, in swiche

a pi'oude desire, to be magnified and honoured
beforn the j)e|>le.

Now ben ther two maner of prides ; that on
of hem is within the herte of a man, and that

other is without. Of swiche sothly thise foresayd

thinges, and mo than I liave sayd, apperteinen to

pride, that is within the herte of man ; and ther

be other spices of pride that ben withouten : but
natheles, that on of thise spices of pride is signe

of that other, right as the gay levesell at the

Taverne is signe of the win that is in the celler.

And this is in many thinges : as in speche and
contenance, and outragious array of clothing : for

certes, if ther had ben no sinne in clothing, Crist

wold not so sonc have noted and spoken of the

clothing of thilke rich man in the gospel. And,
as Seint Gregory sayth, that precious clothing is

culpable for the derthe of it, and for his softnesse,

and for his strangenesse and disguising, and for

the superfluitee, or for the inordinate scantnesse

of it, alas ! may not a man see as in our daies,

the sinneful costlewe array of clothing, and namely
in to moche supei-fluitee, or elles in to discrdinate

scantnesse 1

As to the firste sinne in superfluitee of clothing,

whiche that maketh it so dere, to the harme of the

peple, not only the coste of the enbrouding, the

disguising, endenting, or barring, ounding, paling,

winding, or bending, and semblable wast (.-f cloth

in vanitee ; but ther is also the costlewe furring

in hir gounes, so moche pounsoning of chesel to

maken holes, so moche dagging of shores, with

the superHuitee in length of the foresaide gounes,

trailing in the dong and in the myre, on hors and
eke on foot, as wcl of man as of woman, that all

thilke trailing is veraiiy (as in eftcct) wasted,

consumed, thredbare, and rotten with dong,

rather than it is yeven to the poure, to gret

damage of the foresayd poure folk, and that in

sondry wise : this is to sayn, the moi-e that cloth

is wasted, the more must it cost to the poure peple

for the scarcenesse ; and furtherover, if so be that

they wolden yeve swiche pounsoned and dagged

clothing to the poure peple, it is not convenient

to were for hir estate, ne suffisant to bote hir

necessitee, to kepe hem fro the distemperance of

the firmament. Upon that other side, to speke

of the horrible disordinat scantnesse of clothing,

as ben thise cutted sloppes or hanselines, that

thurgh liir shortenesse cover not the shameful

membres of man, to wicked entente ; alas ! som
of hem shewen the bosse and the shape of the

horrible swollen membres, that semen like to the

maladie of Hernia, in the wrapping of hir hosen,

and eke the buttokkes of hem behinde, that faren

as it were the hinder part of a she ape in the

ful of the mone. And moreover the wretched

swollen membres that they shew thurgh dis-

guising, in departing of hir hosen in white and

rede, semeth that half hir shameful privee mem-
bres were flaine. And if so be that they departe

hir hosen in other coloui-s, as is white and blewe,

or white and blake, or blake and rede, and so

forth ; than semeth it, as by variance of colour, that

the half part of hir privee membres ben corrupt

by the fire of Seint Anthonie, or by cancre, or

other swiche mischance. Of the hinder part of

hir buttokkes it is ful horrible for to see, for

certes in that partie of hir body ther as they
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purgeu liir stinking ordui-e, that foule partie

sliewe they to the peple proudely in despite of

honestee, whiche honestee that Jesu Crist and his

frendes observed to shewe in hir lif. Now as to

tiif outrageous array of womeii, God wote, that

till ugh the visages of soni of hem semen ful

chaste and debonaire, yet notifien they, in hir

array of attire, likerousnesso and pride. I say
not that honestee in clothing of man or woman is

uncovenable, but certes the superfluitee or dis-

ordinat scarcitee of clothing is repi'evable. Also
the sinne of ornament, or of apparaile, is in

thinges that apperteine to riding, as in to many
delicat hors, that ben holden for delit, that ben so

faire, fatte, and costlewe ; and also in many a
vicious knave, that is sustained because of hem

;

in curious harneis, as in sadles, eropers, peitrels,

and bridles, covered with precious cloth and rich,

barred and plated of gold and silver. For which
God sayth l)y Zacharie the Prophet, I wol con-
founde the riders of swiche hors. These folke

taken litel regard of the riding of Goddes sone of
heven, and of his harneis, whan he rode upon the
asse, and had non other harneis but the poure
clothes of his disciples, ne we rede not that ever
he rode on ony other beste. I speke this for the
sinne of superfiuitee, and not for honestee, whan
reson it requireth. And moreover, certes pride
is gretly notified in holding of gret meinie, whan
they ben of litel profite or of right no profite, and
namely whan that meinie is felonous and daina-
geous to the peple by hardinesse of high lordeship,

or by way of office ; for certes, swiche lordes sell

than hir lordeship to the Devi! of helle, whan
they susteine the wickednesse of hir meinie. Or
elles, whan thise folk of low degree, as they that
holden hostelries, susteinen tliefte of hir hostel-

lers, and that is in many manor of deceites

:

thilke manor of folk ben the flies that foiowen
the hony, or elles the houndcs that foiowen the
caraine. Swiche foresayde folk stranglen spirituelly

hir lordeshipes ; for which thus saith David the
Prophet; wicked deth mot come unto thilke lorde-

shipes, and God yeve that they mot descend into

helle, all doun ; for in hir houses is iniquitee and
shrewednesse, and not God of heven. And certes,

but if they don amendement, right as God yave
his benison to Laban by the service of Jacob, and
to Pharao by the service of Joseph, right so God
wol yeve his malison to swiehe lordeshipes as
susteine the wickednesse of hir servants, but they
come to amendement. Pride of the table apperetli

eke ful oft ; for certes riche men be cleped to

festes, and poure folk be put away and rebuked ;

and also in excesse of divers metes and drinkes,

and namely swiche maner bake metes and dishe

metes bi'enning of wilde fire, and pointed and
castelled with paper, and seniblable wast, so that

it is abusion to tliinke. And eke in to gret

preciousnesse of vessell, and curiositee of min-
stralcie, by which a man is stirred more to the

delites of luxurie, if so be that he sette his herte

the lesse upon oure Lord Jesu Crist, it is a sinne ;

and certainely the delites might ben so gret in

this cas, tiiat a man might lightly fall by hem
into dedly sinne. The spices that sourden of

pride, sothly whan they sourden of malice ima-
gined, avised. and forecaste, or elles of usage, ben
dedly sinnes, ic is no doute. And whan they
sourden by freeltee uuavised sodenly, and sodenly

withdraw again, al be they grevous siinies, I gesse

that they be not dedly. Now might men aske,

wherof that pride sourdeth and springeth. 1 say
that somtime it springeth of the goodes of nature,

somtime of the goodes of fortune, and somtime of

the goodes of grace. Certes the goodes of nature
stonden only in the goodes of the body, or of the

soule. Certes, the goodes of the body ben hele of

body, strength, delivernesse, beautee, gentrie, fran-

chise ; the goodes of nature of the soule ben good
wit, shai'pe understonding, subtil engine, vertue
naturel, good memorie : goodes of fortune ben
riches, high degrees of lordshipes, and preisinges

of the peple : goodes of grace ben science, power
to suffre spirituel travaile, benignitee, vertuous
contemplation, withstonding of temptation, and
semblable thinges : of which foresayd goodes, cer-

tes it is a gret folie, a man to priden him in ony of

hem all. Now as for to speke of goodes of nature,

God wote that somtime we have hem in nature as
moche to our damage as to our profite. As for

to speke of hele of body, trewely it passeth ful

lightly, and also it is ful ofte encheson of sikenesse

of the soule : for God wote, the fliesh is a gi'et

enemy to the soule : and therfore the more that

the body is hole, the more be we in peril to falle.

Eke for to priden him in his strength of body, it is

a grete folie : for certes the flesh coveiteth ayenst
the spirite : and ever the more strong that the
flesh is, the sorier may the soule be : and over
all, this strength of body, and worldly hardinesse,

causeth ful oft to many man peril and mischance.
Also to have pride of gentrie is right gi'et folie :

for oft time the gentrie of the body benimeth the

gentrie of the soule : and also we ben all of o

fader and of o moder : and all we ben of o
nature rotten and corrupt, both riche and poure.

Forsoth o maner gentrie is for to pi-eise, that

a]ipareilleth mannes corage with vertues and
moralitees, and maketh him Cristes child ; for

trusteth wel, that over what man that sinne hath
maistrie, he is a vera}' cherl to sinne.

Now ben ther general signes of gentilnesse ; as

eschewing of vice and riljaudrie, and servage of

sinne, in word, and in werk and contenance, and
using vertue, as courtesie, and cleuenesse, and to

be liberal ; that is to say, large by mesure ; for

thilke that passeth mesure, is folie and sinne.

Another is to remember him of bountee, that he
of other folk hath received. Another is to be be-

nigne to his subgettes ; wherfore saith Seneke
;

ther is nothing more covenable to a man of high

estate, than debonairtee and pitee : and therfoi-e

thise flies that men clepen bees, whan they make
hir king, they cliesen on that hath no pricke,

wherwith he may sting. Another, is, man to Jiave

a noble herte and a diligent, toatteine to high ver-

tuous thinges. INow certes, a man to priden him
in the goodes of grace, is eke an outrageous folie :

for thilke yeftes of grace that shuld have tourned
him to goodnesse, and to medicine, tournetli him
to venime and confusion, as sayth Seint Gregorie.

Certes also, who so prideth him in the goodnesse

of fortune, he is a gret fool : for somtime is a man
a gret lord by the morwe, that is a caitife and a
wretch or it be night : and somtime the richesse of

a man is cause of his detli : and somtime the

delites of a man ben cause of grevous maladie,

tlmrgh which lie dieth. Certes, the commendation
of the peple is ful false and brotel for to trust ; this:
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day they preise, to-inorwc tliey blame. God woto,

desire to have coiiiiiioiKhition of the pcplc hath
caused detli to many a besy man.

Remediiim SnperhicB.

Now sith that so is, that ye have undei'stoiid

what is pride, and wliicli be tlie spices of it, and
how nienncs pride smirdfth and springetli ; now
ye shul understond wliich is the remcdie aycusi it.

Huniilitee or niekenesse is the remedy ayenst

pride ; that is a vertue, thurgh which a man hatli

veray knowlege of iiimself, and holdcth of himself

no deintee, ne no pris, as in regard of his desertes,

considering ever his freeltee. Now ben ther three

luaner of huniilitees ; as huniilitee in herte, and
another in the mouth, and tlie thridde in werkes.

The huniilitee in herte is in foure niancrs : that on
is, whan a man holdeth himself as nought worth
before God of heven : tlie second is, whan he des-

piscth non other man : the thridde is, whan he no
recketh nat though men holde him nought worth :

and the fourth is, whan he is not sory of his humilia-

tion. Also the huniilitee of mouth is in foure

thinges; in attemjierat speche ; in humilitee of

speche; and whan he eonfesseth with his owen mouth,
that he is swiche as he thinketh that he is in his

herte : another is, whan he preiseth the bountee of

another man andnothingtherof anienuseth. Hunii-
litee eke in werkes is in foure maners. The first is,

whan he putteth other men before him ; the second
is, to chese the lowest place of all ; the thridde is,

gladly to assent to good conseil ; the fourth is, to

stoiid gladly to the award of his soveraine, or of

him that is higher in degree : certain this is a gret

werk of humilitee.

De Invidia.

After pride wol I speke of the foule sinne of

Envie, which that is, after the word of the philoso-

pher, sorwe of other mennes prosperitee ; and after

the word of Seint Augustine, it is sorwe of other

mennes wele, and joye of other mennes harme.
This foule sinne is platly ayenst the holy gost. Al
be it so, that every sinne is ayenst the holy gost,

yet natheles, for as moche as bountee apperteineth
proprely to the holy gost, and envie coraeth pro-
prely of malice, therfore it is proprely ayenst
the bountee of the holy Gost. Now hath malice
two spices, that is to say, hardinesse of herte in

wickednesse, or elles the flesh of man is so blind,

that he considereth not that he is in sinne, or
reeketh not that he is in sinne ; which is the hardi-

nesse of the divel. That other spice of envie is,

whan that a man werrieth trouth, whan he wot
that it is trouth, and also whan he werrieth the
grace of God tliat God hath yeve to his neighbour

:

and all this is by envie. Certes than is envie the
werst sinne that is ; for sothly ail other sinnes be
somtime only ayenst on special vertue : but certes

envie is ayenst al maner vertues and alle goodnesse
;

for it is sory of all bountee of his neighbour : and
in this maner it is divers from all other sinnes

;

for wel unnethe is ther any sinne that it ne hath
soin delit in himself, save only envie, that ever
hath in himself anguish and sorwe. The spices of
envie ben these. Ther is first sorwe of other
mennes goodnesse and of hir prosperitee ; and
prosperitee ought to be kindly mater of joye ; than
is envie a sinne ayenst kinde. The seconde spice

of envie is joye of other mennes harme ; and that

is proprely like to the divel, that ever rejoyseth

him of mannes harme. Of thise two spices cometh
backbiting ; and this sinne of backbiting or detract-

ing hath certain spices, as thus : soni man preiseth

his neighbour by a wicked entente, for he niaketh
alway a wicked knotte at the laste eiide : alway he
niaketh a but at the last ende, that is digne of more
blame, than is worth all the preising. The second
spice is, that if a man be gooil, or doth or sayth a
thing to good entente, the backbiter wol turne all

that goodnesse up so doun to his shrewde entente.

The thridde is to amenuse the bountee of his

neighbour. The fourthe spice of backbiting is this,

that if men speke goodnesse of a man, than wol
the backbiter say ; Parfay swiche a man is yet
better than he ; in dispreising of him that men
preise. The fifth spice is this, f(;r to consent gladly

to herken the harme that men speke of other folk.

This sinne is ful gret, and ay encrcseth after the

wicked entent of the backbiter. After backbiting

cnmeth grutching ormurmurance, and somtime it

springeth of impatience ayenst God, and somtime
ayenst man. Ayenst God it is whan a man grutch-
eth ayenst the peine of belle, or ayenst poverte, or
losse of catel, or ayenst rain or tempest, or elles

grutcheth that shrewes have prosperitee, or elles

that good men Jiave adversitee : and all thise

thinges sliuld men suff're patiently, for they comen
by the rightful jugement and ordinance of God.
Somtime cometli grutching of avarice, as Judas
grutched ayenst the Magdeleine, whan she anointed

the bed of our Lord Jesu Crist with hire precious

oynement. This maner murmuring is swiche as
whan man grutcheth of goodnesse that Iiimself

doth, or that other folk don of hir oweii catel.

Somtime conicth murmur of pride, as whan Simon
the Pharisee grutched ayenst the Magdeleine, whan
she approched to Jesu Crist and wept at his feet

for hire sinnes : and somtime it souvdeth of envie,

whan men discover a niaimes harme that was
privee, or bereth him on bond thing that is false.

Murmur also is oft among servants, that grutchen
whan hir soveraines bidden hem do leful thinges

;

and for as moche as they dare not openly withsay

the commaundement of hir soveraines, yet wol they
say harme and grutche and murraure prively for

veray despit ; which wordes they call the divels

Paler noster, though so be that the divel had never
Pater noster, but that lewed folke yeven it swiche

a name. Somtime it cometh of ire or privee hate,

that norisheth rancour in the herte, as afterward

I shal declare. Than cometh eke bitternesse of

herte, thurgh which bitternesse every good dede
of his neighbour semeth to him bitter and unsavoi-y.

Than cometh discord that unbindeth all maner of

frendship. Than cometh scorning of his neighbour,

al do he never so wel. Than conietli accusing, as

whan a man seketh occasion to annoyen his neigh-

bour, which is like the craft of the divel, that

waiteth both day and night to accusen us all. Than
cometh malignitee, thurgh which a man anuoieth

his neighbour prively if he may, and if he may not,

algate his wicked will shal not let, as for to brcnne

his hous prively, or enpoison him, or sle hisbestes,

and seniblable thinges.

Remedium Invidiw.

Now wol I speke of the remedie ayenst this

foule sinne of envie. Firste is the love of God
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principally, and loving of his neighbour as him-
self : for sotlily that on ne may not be without

that other. And trust wel, that in the name of

thy neighbour thou shalt understande the name of

thy brother ; for certes all we have on fader

fleshly, and on moder ; that is to say, Adam and
Eve ; and also on fader spirituel, that is to say,

God of heven. Thy neighbour art thou bouude
for to love, and will him all goodnesse, and ther-

fore sayth God ; Love thy neighbour as thyself
;

that is to say, to salvation both of lif and soule.

And moreover thou shalt love liim in word, and
in benigue amonesting and chastising, and com-
fort him in his anoyes, and praye for him with all

thy lierte. And in dede thou shalt love him in

swiche wise that thou shalt do to him in charitee,

as thou woldest that it were don to thin owen
person : and therfore thou ne shalt do him no
damage in wicked word, ne harme in his body, ne
in his catel, ne in his soule by entising of wicked
ensample. Thou shalt not desire his wif, ne non
of his thinges. Understonde eke that in the name of

neighbour is comprehended his enemy : certes

man shal love his enemy for the commandment of

God, and sothly thy frend thou shalt love in God.
I sav thin enemy shalt thou love for Goddes sake,

by his commandement : for if it were reson that

man shulde hate his enemy, forsoth God n'olde

not receive us to his love that ben his enemies.
Ayenst three manor of wronges, that his enemy
doth to him, he shal do three things, as thus

:

ayenst hate and rancour of herte, he shal love

him in herte : ayenst chiding and wicked wordes,
he shal pray for his enemy : ayenst the wicked
dede of his enemy he shal do him bountee. For
Crist sayth : Love your enemies, and prayeth for

hem that speke you harme, and for hem that

chasen and pursuen you : and do bountee to hem
that haten you. Lo, thus comandeth us our Lord
Jesu Crist to do to our enemies : forsoth nature
driveth us to love our frendes, and parfay our
enemies have more nede of love than our frendes,

and they that more nede have, certes to hem shal

men do goodnesse. And certes in thilke dede
have we remembrance of the love of Jesu Crist

that died for his enemies : and in as moche as
thilke love is more grevous to performe, so moche
is more gret the merite, and therfore the loving of

our enemy hath confounded the venime of the
divel. For right as the divel is confounded by
humilitee, right so is he wounded to the deth by
the love of our enemy : certes than is love the
medicine that casteth out the venime of envie fro

maunes herte.

De Ira.

After envy wol I declare of the sume of Ire

:

for sothly who so hath envy upon his neighbour,

anon communly wol finde him mater of wrath in

word or in dede ayenst him to whom he hath
envie. And as wel cometh Ire of pride as of

envie, for sothly he that is proude or envious is

lightly wroth.

This sinne of Ire, after the discriving of Seint

Augustin, is wicked will to be avenged by word or

by dede. Ire, after the Philosophre, is the fervent

blode of man yquicked in his herte, thurgh which
he wold harme to him that he hateth : for certes

the herte of man by encliaufing and meving of

bis blood waxeth so troubled, that it is out of all

maner jugement of reson. But ye shul under-
stonde that Ire is in two manei-s, that on of hem
is good, and that other is wicked. The good ii.-e

is by jalousie of goodnesse, thurgh the which man
is wroth with wickednesse, and again wickednesse.

And therfore saith the wise man, that ire is better

than play. This ire is with debonaii'tee, and it is

wrothe without bitternesse : not wrothe ayen.st the
man, but wrothe with the misdede of the man : aa
saith the Prophet David ; Irascimini, ^ nolite

peccare. Now understond that wicked ire is in

two manei's, that is to say, soden ire or hasty ire

without avisement and consenting of reson ; the
mening and the sense of this is, that the re.son of

a man ne consenteth not to that soden ire, and
than it is venial. Another ire is that is ful

wicked, that cometh of felonie of herte, avised

and cast before, with wicked will to do vengeance,
and therto his reson consenteth : and sothly this

is dedly sinne. This ire is so displesant to Gcd,
that it troubleth his hous, and chaseth the holy
Gost out of mannes soule, and wasteth and des-

troyeth that likenesse of God, that is to say, the

vertue that is m mannes soule, and putteth in hira

the likenesse of the devil, and benimeth the man
fi'o God that is his rightful Lord. This ire is a
ful gret plesance to the devil, for it is the devils

forneis that he enchaufeth with the fii-e of helle.

For certes right so as fire is more mighty to

destroie erthly thinges, than any other element,

riglit so ii'e is mighty to destroie all spirituel

thinges. Loke how that fire of smal gledes, that

ben almost ded under ashen, wol quicken ayen
whan they ben touched with brimstone, i-ight so

ire wol evermore quicken ayen, whan it is touched
with pride that is covered in mannes herte.

For certes fire ne may not come out of no thing,

but if it were first in the same thing naturelly :

as fire is drawne out of flintes with stele. And
right so as pride is many times mater of ire,

right so is rancour norice and keper of ire. Ther
is a maner tree, as sayth Seint Isidore, that whan
men make a fire of the saide tree, and cover the

coles of it with ashen, sothly the fire therof wol
last all a yere or more : and right so fareth it of

I'ancour, whan it is ones conceived in the herte of

.som men, certes it wol lasien peraveuture from on
Easterne day until another Easterne da,y, or more.
But certes the same man is ful fer from the

mercie of God all thilke while.

In this foresaid devils forneis ther forgen three

shrewes ; pride, that ay bloweth and encresetli the

fire by chiding and wicked wordes : than stondeth

envie, and holdeth the hot yren upon the herte of

man, with a pair of longe tonges of longe rancour

:

and than stondeth the sinne of contumelie or strif

and cheste, and battereth and forgeth by vilains

reprevinges. Certes this cursed sinne aunoyeth
both to the man himself, and eke his neighbour,

i

For sothly almost all the harme or damage that

ony man doth to his neighbour cometh of wrath :

for certes, outrageous wrathe doth all that ever

the foule feude willeth or commandeth him ; for he
ne spareth neyther for our Lord Jesu Crist, ne

his swete moder ; and in his outrageous anger

and ire, alas ! alas ! ful many on at that time,

feleth in his herte ful wickedly, both of Crist, and
also of all his halwes. Is not this a cursed vice ?

Yes certes. Alas ! it benimmeth fro man his

witte and his reson, and ail his debonaire lif
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spirituel, that shuld kepe his soule. Certes it

benimineth also Goddes due lordship (and that is

niannes soule) and the love of his neighboui's : it

strivetli also all day ayenst trouth ; it reveth him
the quiet of his herte, and subverteth his soule.

Of ire comen thise stinking engendrures ; first,

hate, that is olde wrath : discord, thurgh which a

man forsakcth his olde freud that he hath loved

ful loi'g : and than conieth werre, and every nianer

of wrong that a man doth to his neighbour in body

or in catel. Of this cursed sinne of ire conieth

eke manslaughter. And understondeth wel that

homicide (that is, manslaughter) is in divers wise.

Som mauer of homicide is spirituel, and som is

bodily. Spirituel manslaughter is in six thinges.

First, by hate, as sayth St. John : He that hateth

his brother, is an homicide. Homicide is also by
backbiting ; of which backbitours sayth Salomon,

that they have two swerdes, with which they slay

hir neighbours : for sothly as wiclced it is to benirae

of him his good name as his lif. Homicide is also

in yeving of wicked conseil by fraude, as for to

vcve conseil to areise wrongful customes and
taiages ; of which Sayth Salomon : A lion i-oring,

and a bere hungrie, ben like to cruel Lordes, in

withholding or abregging of the hire or, of the
\\ :iges of servantes, or elles in usurie, or in with-

<irawing of the almesse of poure folk. For which
the wise man sayth : Fedeth him that almost dieth

for honger ; for sothly but if thou fede him thou
sleest him. And all thise ben dedly sinncs. Bodily
roanshiughter is whan thou sleest him with thy
tonge in other manei', as whan thou commandest
Ij sle a man, or elles yevest conseil to sle a man.
Manslaughter in dede is in foure maners. That
on is by lawe, right as a justice dampneth him
tliat is culpable to the deth : but let the justice

beware tliat he do it rightfully, and that he do it

nut fordelit to spill blood, but for keping of right-

wisenesse. Another homicide is don for necessitee,

u'i whan a man sleeth another in his defence, and
th.it he ne may non other wise escapen fro his

owen deth : but certain, and he may escape witli-

outen slaugliter of his adversarie, he doth sinne,

and he shal bere penance as for dedly sinne. Also
if a man by cas or aventure shete an arowe or cast

a stone, with which he sleeth a man, he is an
li":nicide. And if a woman by negligence over-
l^eth hire child in hire slepe, it is homicide and

' '.!y sinne. Also whan a man disturbleth con-
tion of a childe, and makcth a woman barein by
likes of venimous herbes, thurgh which she

may not conceive, or sleeth hire child by drinkes,
or elles putteth certain material thing in hire

ret place to sle hire child, or elles doth unkindc
;ie, by which man, or woman, shedeth his nature

111 place ther as a childe may not be conceived :

or elles if a woman hath conceived, and hurteth
liireself, and by that mishappe the childe is slaine,

yet is it homicide. What say we eke of women
that murderen hir children for drede of worldly
sliame ? Certes, it is an horrible homicide. Eke
if a man approche to a woman by desir of lecherie,

thurgh which the childe is perished ; or elles

siiiiteth a woman wetingly, thurgh which she
leseth hire child ; all thise ben homicides, and
horrible dedly sinnes. Yet comen ther of ire

many mo sinnes, as wel in worde, as in thought
and in dede ; as he that arretteth upon God, or
tflameth God of the thing of which he is himself

gilty ; or despisetli God and all his halwes, as don
thise cui-sed hasardours in divei-s contrees. This
cursed sinne don they, whan they felen in hir

herte ful wickedly of God and of his halwes : also

whan they treteii nnrevereiitly the sacrament of

the auter, tliilke sinne is so gret, that unnetli it

may be relesed, but that the mercj of God passeth
ail his werkes, it is so gret, and he so benigne.
Than cometh also of ire atlry anger, whan a man
is sharpely amonested in his shrift to leva his

sinne, than wol he be angry, and answerc hokerly
and angerly, to defend or excusen l.is sinne by
unstedfastnesse of his tleshe ; or elles he did it for

to hold compagnie with liis felawes ; or elles he
sayeth the fend enticed him ; or elles he did it

for his youthe ; or elles his complexion is so

corageous that he may not forbere ; or elles it is

his destinee, he sayth, unto a certain age; <)r elles he
sayth it cometh him of gentilnesse of his auneestres,

and semblable thinges. All thise maner of folke

so wrappen hem in hir sinncs, that they ne wol

not deliver hemself ; for sothly, no wiiiht that

excuseth himself wilfully of his sinne, may not be
delivered of his sinne, til that he mekely beknoweth
his siune. After this than cometh swering, that

is expresse ayenst the commandement of God :

and that befalleth often of anger and of ire. God
sayth ; Thou slialt not take the name of thy Lord
God in idel. Also our Lord Jesu Crist sayth by
the word of Seint ^lathew ; Ne shal ye not swcre

in all manere, neyther by lieven, for it is Goddes
trone : ne by erthe, for it is the bencheof liis feet:

ne by Jerusalem, for it is the citee of a gret King

:

ne by thin hed, for thou ne mayst not make an
here white ne black : but he sayth, be your word,

ye, ye, nay, nay ; and what tliat is more, it is of

evil. Thus sayth Crist. For Cristes sake swere
not so sinnefully, in dismembring of Crist, by soule,

herte, bones, and body : for certes it semeth, that

ye thinken that the cui*sed Jewes dismembred him
not ynougli, but ye dismenibre him more. And if

so be that the lawe compell you to swere, than

reuleth you after the lawe of God in your swering,

as sayth Jereniie ; Thou shalt kepe three condi-

tions ; thou shalt swere in trouth, in dome, and in

rightwisenesse. This istosay,thouslialt swere soth

;

for every lesing is ayenst Crist ; for Crist is veray

trouth : and thinke wel this, that every gret

swerer, not compelled lawfully to swere, the plage

shal not de])art fro his hous, while he useth unleful

swering. Thou shalt swere also in dome, whan
thou art constreined by the domesman to witnesse

a trouth. Also thou shalt not swere for envie,

neyther for favour, ne for mede, but only for

rightwisenesse, and for declaring of trouthe to the

honour and worship of God, and to the aiding and

lielping of thin even Cristen. And therfore every

man that taketh Goddes name in idel, or falsely

swereth with liis mouth, or elles taketh on hmi
the name of Crist, to be called a Cristen man, and

liveth agenst Cristes living and his techiiig : all

they take Goddes name in idel. Loke also v.'hat

saytli Seint Peter ; Actuum iv. Non est aliiid

nomen sub caelo, &c. Ther is non other name
(sayth Seint Peter) under heven yeven to men, in

which they may be saved ; that is to say, but the

name of Jesu Crist. Take kepe eke how precious

is the name of Jesu Crist, as sayth Seint Poule,

ad FhUipertses ii. In nomine Jesu, &c. that in the

,
name of Jesu every knee of hevenly creature, or
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erthly, or of helle, shuld bowen ; for it is so high
and so worshipful, that the cursed fend in helle

shuld tremble for to here it named. Than semetli

it, that men that swere so horribly by his blessed

uame, that they despise it more boldely than did

the cursed Jewes, or elles the divel, that trembleth
whan he heretli his name.
Now certes, sith that swerino; (but if it be

lawfully don) is so highly defended, moche worse
is for to swere falsely, and eke nedeles.

What say we eke of hem that deliten hem in

swering, and hold it a genterie or manly dede to

swere gret othes ? And what of hem that of

veray usage ne cese not to swere gret othes, al be
the cause not worth a strawe 1 Certes this is

horrible sinne. Swering sodenly without avise-

ment is also a gret sinue. But let us go now to

that horrible swering of adjuration and conjura-
tion, as don thise false euchauntours and nigro-

mancers in basins ful of water, or in a bright
swerd, in a cercle, or in a fire, or in a sholder bone
of a shepe : I cannot sayn, but that they do cur-
sedly and damnably ayeust Crist, and all the feith

of holy chirche.

What say we of hem that beleven on divinales,

as by flight or by noise of briddes or of bestes, or
by sorte of geomancie, by dremes, by chirking of

dores, or craking of houses, by gnawing of rattes,

and swiche maner wretchednesse ? Certes, all

thise thinges ben defended by God and holy
chirche, for which they ben accursed, till they
come to amendement, that on swiche filth set hir
beleve. Charmes for woundes, or for maladies
of men or of bestes, if they take any effect, it

may be peraventure that God suff'reth it, for

folk shuld yeve the more feith and reverence to

his name.
Now wol I speke of lesinges, which generally is

false signifiance of word, in eutent to deceive his

even Cristen. Some lesing is, of which ther
Cometh non avantage to no wight ; and soni lesing

turneth to the profite and ese of a man, and to

the dammage of another man. Another lesing is,

for to saven his lif or his catel. Another lesing

Cometh of delit for to lie, in which delit, they wol
forge a long tale, and peint it with all circum-
stances, wher all the ground of tlie tale is false.

Some lesing cometh, for he wol susteln his word :

and som lesing cometh of recchelesnesse withouten
avisement, and semblabie thinges.

Let us now touche the vice of flaterie, which ne
cometh not gladly, but for drede, or for covetise.

Flaterie is generally wi-ongful preising. Flaterei's

ben the devils nourices, that nourish his children

with milke of losengerie. Forsoth Salomon sayth.

That flaterie is werse than detraction : for som-
time detraction maketh an hautein man be the

more humble, for he dredeth detraction, but certes

flaterie maketh a man to enhaunce his herte and
his contenance. Flaterers ben the devils eii-

chauntoui's, for they maken a man to wenen
himself be like that he is not like. They be like

to Judas, that betrayed God ; and thise flaterers

betrayen man to selle him to his enemy, that is

the devil. Flaterers ben the. devils chappeleines,
that ever singen Placebo. I reken flaterie in the

vices of ire : for oft time if a man be wroth with
another, than wol lie flater sora wight, to susteine

him in his quarrel.

Speke we now of swiche cursing as cometh of

ii'ous herte. Malison generally may be said every
maner power of harme : swiche cursing bei'eveth

man the regne of God, as sayth Seint Poule. And
oft time swiche cursing wrongfully retorneth again
to him that curseth, as a bird retorneth again to

his Owen nest. And over all thing men ought
eschew to curse hir children, and to yeve to the

devil hir engendrure, as fer forth as in hem is

:

certes it is a grete peril and a grete sinne.

Let us than speke of chiding and repreving,

which ben ful grete woundes in mannes herte, for

they unsow the seames of frendship in mannes
herte : for certes, unnethe may a man be plainely

accorded with him, that he hath openly reviled,

repreved, and disclaundred : this is a ful grisly

sinne, as Crist sayth in the Gospel. And take ye
kepe now, that he that repreveth his neighbour,
either he repreveth him by som harme of peine,

that he hath upon his bodie, as, Mesel, croked
harlot ; or by som sinne that he doth. Now if he
repreve him by harme of peine, than turneth the

repreve to Jesu Crist : for peine is sent by the

rightwise sonde of God, and by his sufferance, be
it meselrie, or maime, or maladie : and if he
repreve hira uncharitably of sinne, as, thou holour,

thou dronkelewe harlot, and so forth ; than apper-
teineth that to the rejoicing of the devil, which
ever hath joye that men don sinne. And certes,

chiding may not come but out of a vilains herte,

for after the haboundance of the herte speketh
the mouth ful oft. And ye shul understond, that

loke by any way, whan ony man chastiseth another,

that he beware fro chiding or repreving : for

trewely, but he beware, he may ful lightly quicken
the fire of anger and of wrath, which lie shuld

quench : and peraventure sleth him, that he might
chastise with benignitee. For, as sayth Salomon,
the amiable tonge is the ti-ee of lif ; that is to say,

of lif spirituel. And sothly, a dissolute tonge

sleth the spirit of liim that repreveth, and also

of him which is repreved. Lo, what sayth Seint

Augustine : Ther is nothing so like the devils

child, as he which oft chideth. A servant of God
behoveth not to chide. And though that chiding

be a vilains thing betwix all maner folk, yet it

is certes most uncovenable betwene a man and
his wif, for ther is never rest. And therfore

sayth Salomon ; An hous that is uncovered in

rayn and dropping, and a chiding wif, ben like.

A man, which is in a dropping hous in many
places, though he eschew the dropping in o place,

it dro]ipeth on him in another place : so fareth it

by a chiding wif ; if she chide him not in o place,

she wol chicle him in another: and therfore, better

is a morsel of bred with joye, than an hous filled I

ful of delices with chiding, saytii Salomon. And
\

Seint Poule sayth ; O ye women, beth ye subgette3
,

to your husbonds, as you behoveth in God ; and
!

ye men loveth your wives.
|

Afterward speke we of scorning, which is a !

wicked sinne, and namely, whan he scorneth a i

man for his good werkes : for certes, swiche ;

scorners faren like the foule tode, that may not i

endure to smell the swete savour of the vine, !

whan it flourisheth. Thise scorners ben parting

felawes with the devil, for they have joye whan
the devil winneth, and sorwe if he leseth. They
ben adversaries to Jesu Crist, for they hate that

he loveth ; that is to say, salvation of soule.

Speke we now of wicked conseil, for he that
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wicked conseil ycveth is a traitour, for lie de-

ceiveth iiiin that trusteth in liiiu. But natlieles,

yet is wicked conseil first ayenst Iiinisclf : for,

as sayth the wise man, every false livinj^ hath

this propcrtee in himself, that he that wol annoy
another man, he annoyeth first himself. And men
shul understond, that man shal not take his con-

seil of false folk, ne of an^rv folk, or grevoiis folk,

' ne cf folk that loven specially hir owen profit, ne
i of to nioche worldly folk, namely, in eoiiseiling of

mannes soule.

Now Cometh the sinne of lieni that maken dis-

cord among folk, which is a sinne that Crist

hateth utterly ; and no wonder is ; for he died

for to make concord. And more shame don they

to Crist, than did they that him crucified : for

God loveth better, that frendship be amonges folk,

than he did his owen body, which tliat he yave for

unitee. Therfore ben they likened to the devil,

tliat ever is about to make discord.

Now cometh the sinne of Double tonge, swiche

as speke faire before folk, and wickedly behind
;

or elles they make semblaunt as though tliey

spake of good entention, or elles in game and

play, and yet they spoken of wicked entente.

Now cometh bewreying of conseil, thurgh which

a man is defamed ; certes unnethc may he i-estore

the damage. Now cometh maiiace, that is an open

folic : for he that oft manaceth, he threteth more
than he may pcrforme ful oft time. Now eomen
idol wordes, that be without profite of him that

speketh the wordes, and eke of him that herkeneth

the wordes : or elles idel wordes ben tho that ben

nedeles, or without entente of naturel profit. And
al be it that idel wordes be somtime venial sinne,

yet shuld men doute hem, for we shul yeve

rekening of hem before God. Now cometh jan-

gling, that may not come withouteu siime : and

as sayth Salomon, it is a signe of apert folie.

And "therfore a philosophre sayd, whan a man
axed him how that he shuld plese the J)eple, he

answered ; Do many good werkes, and s])eke few

jangelinges. After this cometh the sinne of japeres,

that ben the devils apes, for they make folk to

laugh at hir japerie, as folk don at the gaudes

of an ape : swiche japes defendeth Seint Poule.

Loke how that vertuous wordes and holy comforteii

hem that travaillen in the service of Crist, right

so comforten the vilains words, and the knakkes

of japeres, hem that travaillen in the service of

the devil. Thise ben the sinnes ol the tongej that

eomen of ire, and other sinnes many mo.

Remedium Ira.

The remedie ayenst Ire, is a vei'tue that cleped

is mansuetude, that is Debonairtee : and eke

another vertue, that men clepen patience or suf-

feraunce.

Debonairtee withdraweth and refreineth the

stirrings and mevings of mannes corage in his

herte, in swich mauer, that they ne skip not out

by anger ne ire. Sufferance sutfereth swetely all

the annoyance and the wrong that is don to man
outward. Seint Jerome sayth this of debonairtee.

That it doth no harme to no wight, ne sayth : tie

for no harme that men do ne say, he ne chafeth

not ayenst reson. This vertue somtime cometh

of nature ; for, as sayth the philosophre, a man is

a quick thing, by nature debonaire, and trelable to

goodnesse : but whan debonairtee is enforraed of

grace, than it is the more worth.

Patience is another remedy ayenst ire, and is a
vertue that suH'ereth swetely every mannes good-

nesse, and is not wroth for non harme that is doii

to him. The |>hilosoplire sayth, that patience is

the vertue that suftVcth debonairly al the outrage

of adversitee, and every wicked word. This

vertue maketh a man like to God, and maketli

him Goddes owen cliilde : as sayth Crist. Tiiis

vertue discomfiteth thin enemies. And therfore

sayth the wise man ; if thou wolt van(|uish thin

eneniie, see thou be ])atieiit. And thou shall

understond, that a man sutfereth foure nianer of

grevances in outward thiiiges, ayenst the which

foure he must have foure manor of patiences.

The first grevance is of wicked wordes. Thilke

grevance sutt'red Jesu Crist, without grutching,

ful patiently, wlian the Jewes despised him and re-

proved him ful oft. Suft'er thou thei-forc patiently,

for the wise man saith : if thou strive wiih a foole,

though the foole be wroth, or though he laugh,

algate thou shalt have no rcste. That other

grevance outward is to have doniage of thy catel.

Thei-ayenst suff'red Crist ful patiently, whan he

was despoiled of al that he had in this lif, and

that n'as but his clothes. The tiiridde grevance

is a man to liave harme in his body. That suft'red

Crist ful patiently in all his passion. The fourthe

grevance is in outi'ageous labour in werkes : wlier-

fore I say, that folk that make hir servants to

travaile to grevously, or out of time, as in holy

dayes, sothly they do gret sinne. Hereayenst

sutt'red Crist ful patiently, and taught us patience,

whan he bare upon his blessed sholders the cros.se,

upon which he shuld sufter despitous dcth. Here
may men lerne to 1)0 patient ; for certes, not only

cristen men be ])atient for love of .Jesu Crist, and

for guerdon of the blisful lif that is perdurable, but

certes the old Payenos, that never were cristened,

commeiideden and useden the vertue of patience.

A philosophre upon a time, that wold have

beten his disciple for liis gret trespsis, for which

he was gretly moved, and brought a yerde to bete

the childe, and whan this child sawe the yerde,

he sayd to his maistcr : what thinke ye to do ? I

wol bete thee, sayd the maister, for thy correction.

Forsoth, sayd tlie childe, ye ought first correct

yourself, that have lost all your patience for the

offence of a child. Forsooth, sayd the maister all

weping, thou sayest sotli : have thou the yerde,

my dere sone, and correct me for min impatience.

Of patience cometh obedience, thurgh wliicli a man
is obedient to Crist, and to all hem to which he ought

to be obedient in Crist. And understand wel, that

obedience isparfite,whan thataman doth gladly and

ha.stily, with good herte entirely, all that he shuld

do. Obedience generally, is to performe hastily the

doctrine of God, and of his soveraines, to which

him ought to be obeisant in all rightwisenesse.

De Accidia.

After the sinne of wrath, now wol I speke of

the sinne of accidie, or slouth : for envie blindeth

the herte of a man, and ire troubleth a man, and

accidie maketh him hevy, thoughtful, and wrawe.

Envie and ire maken bitternesse in herte, which

bitternesse is mother of accidie, and beinmeth

him the love of alle goodnesse ; than is accidie the
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ani^uisli of a trouble herte. And Seint Augustine
say til : It is annoye of goodnesse and annoye of

hiirnie. Certes this is a damnable sinne, for it

doth wrong to Jesu Crist, in as moche as it

beiiinietli the service that men shulde do to Crist

with alle diligence, as sayth Salomon : but accidie

doth non swiche diligence. He doth all thing
with annoye, and with wrawnesse, slaknesse, and
excusation, with idelnesse and unlust. For which
the book sayth : Accursed be lie that doth the ser-

vice of God negligently. Than is accidie enemie
to every estate of man. For certes the estate

of man is in three maners : either it is the estate

of innocence, as was the estate of Adam, before
that he fell into sinne, in which estate he was
iiolden to werk, as in herying and adoring of

God. Another estate is the estate of sinful men :

in which estate men ben holden to labour in ]iray-

ing to God, for amendement of hir sinnes, and that

he wold graunt hem to rise out of hir sinnes.

Another estate is the estate of grace, in which
estate he is holden to werkes of penitence : and
certes, to all tliise thinges is accidie enemie and
contrary, for he lovetli no besinesse at all. Now
certes. this foule sinne of accidie is eke a ful gret
enemie to the livelode of the body ; for it ne hath
no purveaunce ayenst teniporel necessitee ; for it

forsleutheth, forsluggeth, and destroieth all goodes
teniporel by recclielesnesse.

The fourth thing is that accidie is like hem that

ben in the peine of helle. because of hir slouthe
and of hir hevinesse : for they that be damned,
ben so bound, that they may neyther do wel ne
think wel. Of accidie cometh first, that a man is

annoied and accombred to do any goodnesse, and
that maketli that God hath abhomination of swiche
accidie, as sayth Seint John.
Now cometh slouthe, that wol not suft're no hard-

nesse ne no penance : for sothly, slouthe is so
tendre and so delicat, as sayth Salomon, that he
wol suffre non hardnesse ne penance, and therfore
he sheudeth all that he doth. Ayenst this roten
sinne of accidie and slouthe shuld men exercise
hemself, and use hemself to do good werkes, and
manly and vertuously cachen corage wel to do,
tiiinking that our Lord Jesu Crist quiteth every
good deed, be it never so lite. Usage of labour is

a gret thing : for it inaketh, as sayth Seint Ber-
nard, the labourer to have strong armes and hard
sinewes : and slouthe maketh hem feble and tendre.
Than cometh drede for to beginne to werke any
good werkes : for certes, he that enclineth to sinne,

him thinketh it is to gret an emprise for to under-
take the werkes of goodnesse, and casteth in his

herte, that the circumstances of goodnesse ben so

grevous and so chargeant for to suffre, that he
dare not undertake to do werkes of goodnesse,
as sayth Seint Gregorie.
Now cometh wanho|)e, that is, despeir of the

mercy of God, that cometh somtime of to moche
outrageous some, and somtime of to moche di-ede,

imagining that he hath do so moche sinne, that it

wolde not availe him, though he wolde repent him,
and forsake sinne : thurgh which despeire or
drede, he abandoneth all his herte to every maner
sinne, as sayth Seint Augustine. Which dampna-
ble sinne, if it continue unto his end, it is cieped
the sinne of the holy gost. This horrible sinne is

so perilous, that he that is despeired, ther n'is no
felonie, ne no sinne, that he douteth for to do, as

shewed wel by Judas. Certes, aboven all sinnes

than is this sinne most displesant and most adver-

.sarie to Crist. Sothly, he that despeireth him, is

like to the coward champion recreant, that fiieth

withouten nede. Alas ! alas ! nedeles is he re-

creant, and nedeles despeired. Certes, the mercy
of God is ever redy to the penitent person, and is

above all his werkes. Alas ! cannot a man bethinke

him on the Gospel of Seint Luke, chap. xv. vvheras

Crist sayeth, that as wel shal ther be joye in heven
upon a sinful man that doth penitence, as upon
ninety and nine rightful men that neden no ]jeni-

tence ? Loke further, in the same Gospel, the joye

and the feste of the good man that had lost his

sone, whan his sone was retourned with repentance
to his fader. Can they not remerabre hem also, (as

sayth Seint Luke, chap, xxiii.) how that the thefe

that was lionged beside Jesu Crist, sayd, Lord, re-

membre on me, whan thou coniest in thy regne ?

Forsoth, said Crist, I say to thee, to-day shalt thou
be with me in paradis. Certes, ther is non so

horrible sinne of man, that ne may in his lif be
destroyed by penitence, thurgh vertue of the pas-

sion and of the deth of Crist. Alas ! what nedeth man
than to be despeired, sith that his mercy is so redy
and large ? Axe and have. Than cometh somp-
nolence, that is, sluggy slumbring, which maketh
a man hevy, and dull in body and in soule, and
this sinne cometh of slouthe: and certes, the time

that by way of reson man shuld not slepe, is by
the morwe, but if ther were cause resonable. For
sothly in the morwe tide is most covenable to a

man to say his prayers, and for to think on God,
and to honour God, and to yeve almesse to the

poure that comen first in the name of Jesu Crist.

Lo, what sayth Salomon ' Who so wol by the

morwe awake to seke me, he shal find me. Than
cometh negligence or recchelesnesse that recketh

of nothing. And though that ignorance be mother
of all harmes, certes, negligence is the norice.

Negligence ne doth no force, whan he shal do a

thing, whether he do it wel or badly.

The remedie of tliise two sinnes is, as sayth tlie

wise man, that he that dredeth God, spareth not to

do that him ouglit to do ; and he that loveth God,

he wol do diligence to plese God by his werkes,

and abandon himself, with all his might, wel for to

do. Than cometh idelnesse, that is the yate of all

harmes. An idel man is like to a place that hath

no walles ; tlieras deviles may enter on every side,

or shoot at him at discoverte by temptation on every

side. This idelnesse is the thuriok of all wicked

and vilains thoughtes, and of all jangeles, trifles,

and all ordure. Certes heven is yeveii to hem
that will labour, and not to idel folk. Also David
sayth, they ne be not in the labour of men, ne they

shul not ben whipped with men, that is to say, in

purgatorie. Certes than semeth it they shul ben

tormented with the devil in helle, but if they do

penance.

Than cometh the sinne that men clepen Tarditas,

as whan a man is latered, or taryed or he wol tourne

to God : and certes, that is a gret folie. He is like

him that falleth in the diclie, and wol not arise.

And this vice cometh of false hope, that thinketh

that he shal live long, but that hope failleth ful oft.

Than cometh Lachesse, that is, he that whan he

beginneth any good werk, anon he wol forlete it

and stint, as don they that have any wight to go-

verne, and ne take of him no more kepe, anon as



THE PERSONES TALE. lua

they find any contrary or any annoy. Tliise ben

tlie newe fslK'pherdes, that let hir shepe \vetinj;ly

gi) renne to the wolf, tliat is in the breros, and do no

force of hir owt'ii governance. Of tliisconieth [loverte

and destruction, botli of spirituel and teniporol

tliin^cs. Tlian conioth a niani-r coldnesse, that

fresetli all the herto of man. Than conietli iiiide-

votion, tluirs^h which a man is so l)l()nt, as sayth

Seint Hernv.rd, and hath swiche lanj^our in his

sonle, that lie may neyther rede ne sing in holy

chirche, ne here ne thiiike of no devotion, ne tra-

vaile with his hondes in no good work, that it n'is

to him unsavory and all apalled. Than wexcth

he sluggish and slombry, and sone wol he be wroth,

and sone is enclined to hate and to envie. Than
conieth the sinne of worldly sorwe swiche as is

cleped Trhtilid, that sloth a man, as sayth Seint

Poule. For certes swielie sorwe worketh to tlie

dctli of the soule and of the body also, for therof

cotncth, that a man is aniioicd of his owen lif.

Wlicrfore swiche sorwe shortoth the lif of many a

man, or that his time is come by way of kinde.

Remedium Accidice.

Ayenst this horrible sinne of accidie, and the

braunches of tlie same, thor is a vertue that is

called /or/)/«r/o or strength, that is, an afl'ectiou,

tliurgh which a man despiseth noyous thinges.

This vertue is so mighty and so vigorous, that it

dare withstond mightily, and wrastle ayenst the

assautes of the devil, and wisely kepe himself fro

periles that ben wicked ; for it eiiliaunseth and
enforceth the soule, right as accidie abiiteth and
maketh it feble : for th'xs fortiludo may endure with

long sufferance the travailles that ben covenable.

This vertue hath many spices ; the first is cleped

magnanimitee, that is to say, gret corage. For
certes ther behoveth gret corage ayenst accidie,

lest that it swalowe the soule by the sinne of

sorwe, or destroy it with wanhope. Certes, this

vertue maketh folk to undertake hard and grevous
thinges by hir owen will, wisely and resonably.

And for as moche as the devil figliteth ayenst man
more by queiiitise and sleight than by strength,

therfore shal a man withstond him by wit, by reson,

and by discretion. Than ben ther the vertues of

feith, and hope in God and in his seintes, to aeheven
and accomplice the good w'erkes, in the which he
purposeth fermely to continue. Than cometh
seuretee or sikernesse, and that is whan a man ne
douteth no travaile in time coming of tlie good
werkes that he hath begonne. Than conieth mag-
nificence, that is to say, whan a man doth and per-

foiineth gret werkes of goodiiesse, that he hath

begonne, and that is the end why that men sliuld

do good werkes. For in the accomplishing of good
werkes lieth the gret guerdon. Than is ther con-

stance, that is stablenesse of corage, and this sliuld

be in herte by stedfast feith, and in mouth, and in

bering, in chere, and in dede. Eke ther ben mo
special remedies ayenst accidie, in divers werkes,

and in consideration of the peines of helle and of

the joyes of lieven, and in trust of the grace of the

holy gost, that will yeve him might to performe his

good entent.

De Avaritia.

After accidie wol I speke of avarice, and of

coveitise. Of which sinne Seint Poule sayth :

The rote of all harmes is coveitise. For sothly,

wlia« the herte of man is confounded in itself

and troubled, and that the soule hath lost the

comfort of God, than seketh he an idel soUis of

worldly thinges.

Avarice, after the description of Seint Augus-
tine, is a likerousnesse in herte to have erthly

thinges. Som other folk sayn, that avarice is for

to purchase many erthly thinges, and nothing to

yeve to hem that ban ncde. And understond wel,

that avarice standeth not only in land ne catel,

but som time in science and in gloric, and in every

maner outrageous thing is avarice. And the

difi'erence bctwene avarice and coveitise is this :

coveitise is for to coveit swiche thinges as thou

hast not ; and avarice is to withholde and kepe
swiche thinges as thou hast, without rightful

nede. Sothly, this avarice is a sinne that is ful

dampnable, for all holy writ cursethit, and speketh

ayenst it, for it doth wrong to Jcsu Crist ; for it

bereveth him the love that men to him owen, and
toumeth it backward ayenst all reson, and maketh
that the avaricious man hath more hope in his

catel than in Jesu Crist, and doth more observance

in keping of his tresour, than he doth in the

service of Jesu Crist. And therfore sayth Seint

I'oul, That an avaricious man is the thraldome of

idolatrie.

What difference is ther betwix an idolastrc, and
an avaricious man ? But that an idolastre pera-

venture nc hath not but o mauniet or two, and
the avaricious man hath many : for certes, every

florcin in his coffre is his maumet. And certes,

the sinne of maumetrie is the first that God
defended in the ten commandments, as bereth

witnesse, Eiod. Cap. xx.. Thou shalt have no

false goddes before me, ne thou shalt make to

thee no graven thing. Thus is an avaiicious man,
that loveth his tresour before God, an idolastre.

And thurgh this cursed sinne of avarice and
coveitise cometh tliise hard lordships, thurgh

which men ben distreined by tallages, customes,

and cariages, more than hir dntee or reson is : and
eke take they of hir bondmen amercementes,

which might more resonably be called extortions

than amercementes. Of which amercementes,

or raunsoming of bondmen, som lordes stewardes

say, that it is rightful, for as moche as a oherl

hath no temporel thing, that it ne is his lordes, as

they say. But certes, tliise lordshippes don

wrong, that bereven hir bondmen thinges that

they never yave hem. Anpnstinus de Ciritate

Dei, Libra ix. Soth is, that the condition of

thraldom, and the first cause of thraldom wiis for

sinne. Genesis v.

Thus may ye see, that the gilt deserved thral-

dom, but not nature. Wherfore thise lordes ne

sliuld not to moche glorifie hem in hir lordsliipes,

sith that they by naturel condition ben not lordes

of hir thralles, but that thraldom came first by

the deserte of sinne. And furtherover, ther as

the lawe sayth, that temporel goodes of bondfolk

ben the goodes of hir lord : ye, that is for to un-

derstond, the goodes of the emperour, to defend

hem in hir i-ight, but not to robbe hem ne to reve

hem. Therfore sayth Seneca : The prudent shuld

live benignely with the thral. Tho that thou

clepest thy thralles, ben Goddes peple : for hum-
ble folk ben Cristes frendes ; they ben contu-

bernial with the Lord thy king.

M 2
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Thinke also, that of swiclie seed as cherles

springen of swiclie seed springen lordes : as wel

may the cherl be saved as the Lord. The same
deth that taketli the cherl, swiehe deth taketh the

Lord. Wherfore I rede, do right so with thy

cherl as thou woldest that thy Lord did with thee,

if thou were in his plight. Every sinful man is a

cherl to sinne : I rede thee, thou Lord, that thou

reule thee in swiehe wise, that thy cherles rather

love thee than drede thee. I wote wel, that ther

is degree above degree, as reson is, and skill is,

that men do hir devoir, ther as it is due : but

certes, extortion, and despit of your underlinges,

is dampnal)le.

And furthermore understond wel. that thise con-

queroures or tyrantes maken ful oft thralles of

hem, that ben borne of as royal blood as ben
they that hem conqueren. This name of Thral-

dom was never erst couthe, til that Noe sayd, that

his soue Cham shuld be thrall to his brethren for

his sinne. What say we than of hem that pille

and don extortions to holy Chirche ? Certes, the

swerd that men yeven first to a knight whan he is

newe dubbed, signifieth, that he shuld defend holy

Chirche, and not robbe it ne pille it : and who so

doth is traitour to Crist. As saith Seint Augus-
tine, Tho ben the devils wolves, that strangelen

the shepe of "Jesu Crist, and don worse than

wolves : for sothly, whan the wolf hath full his

wombe, he stinteth to strangle shepe : but sothly,

the pillours and destroiers of holy Chirches

goodes ne do not so, for they ne stint never to

pille. Now as I have sayd, sitli so is, that sinne

was first cause of thraldom, than is it thus, that

at the time that all this world was in sinne, than

was all this world in thraldom, and in subjection :

but certes, sith the time of grace came, God
oi-deined, that som folk shuld be more high in

estate and in degree, and som folk more lowe, and
that everich slnild be served in his estate and his

degree. And thei-fore in som contrees ther as

they ben tliralles, whan they have tourned hem to

the feith, they make hir thralles free out of

thraldom : and therfore certes the Lord oweth to

his man, that the man oweth to the Lord. The
Pope clepeth himself servant of the servants of

God. But for as moche as the estate of holy

Chirche ne might not have ben, ne the commun
profile might not have be kept, ne pees ne rest in

ei-the, but if God had ordeined, that som men
have higher degree, and som men lower ; therfore

was soveraintee ordeined to kepe, and mainteine,

and defend hire underlinges or hire subjeetes in

reson, as ferforth as it lieth in hire power, and not

to destroy hem ne confound. Wherfore I say,

tliat thilke lordes that ben like wolves, that

devoure the possessions or the catel of poure folk

wrongfully, withouten mercy or mesure, they shul

receive by tlie same mesure that they have
mesured to poure folk the mercy of Jesu Crist,

but they it amende. Now cometh deceit betwix

niarchant and marchant. And thou shalt under-

stond, that marehandise is in two maners, that on
is bodily, and that other Ls gostly : that on is

honest and leful, and that other is dishonest and
unleful. The bodily marehandise, that is leful

and honest, is this : that thor as God hath
ordeined, that a regne or a contree is sufiisant to

himself, than it is honest and leful, that of the

haboundauiKJe of this contree men helpe another

contree that is nedy : and therfore ther must he
marchants to bring fro on contree to aiiother hir

marehandise. That other marehandise, that men
haunten with fi'aude, and trecherie, and deceit, with

lesinges and false othes, is right cursed and
dampnable. Spirituel marehandise is proprely

simonie, that is, ententif desire to buy thing

spirituel, that is, thing which apperteineth to the

seintuarie of God, and to the cure of the soule.

This desire, if so be that a man do his diligence to

])erforme it, al be it that his desire ne take non
effect, yet it is to him a dedly sinne : and if he be
ordered, he is irreguler. Certes simonie is cleped

of Simon Magus, that wold have bought for tem-
porel catel the yefte that God had yeven by tho

holy gost to Seint Peter, and to the Apostles : and
therfore understond ye, that both he that selletl!

and he that byeth thinges spirituel ben calle<l

Simoniackes, be it by catel, be it by procuring, or

by fleshly praier of his frendes fleshly frendes, or

spirrtuel frendes, fleshly in two maners, as by kin-

rede or other frendes : sothly, if they pray for

him that is not worthy and able, it is simonie, if

he take the benefice ; and if he be worthy and
able, ther is non. That other maner is, whan man.
or woman, prayeth for folk to avancen hera only

for wicked fleshly affection which they have unto

the persons, and that is foule simonie. But
certes, in service, for which men yeven thinges

spirituel unto hir servants, it must be understonde,

that the service must be honest, or elles not, and

also, that it be without bargaining, and that the

person be able. For (as sayth Seint Damasecn)
all the sinnes of the world, at regard of this

sinne, hen as thing of nought, for it is the gretest

sinne that may be after the sinne of Lucifer and
of Anticrist : for by this sinne God forleseth the

chii'che and the soule, which lie bouglit with his

precious blood, by hem that yeven chirches to hem
that ben not digne, for they put in theves, that

stelen the soules of Jesu Crist, and destroyen his

patrimonie. By swiehe undigne preestes and
curates, hau lewed men lesse reverence of the

sacrameutes of holy chirche : and swiehe yevers

of chirches put the children of Crist out, and put

into chirches the divels owen sones : they sellen

the soules that lanibes shuld kepe to the wolf,

which strangleth hem : and therfore shall they

never have part of the pasture of lambes, that is,

in the blisse of heven. Now cometh hasardrie

with ids apertenauntes, as tables and rafles, of

which cometh deceit, false othes, chidings, and all

raving, blaspheming, and reneying of God, hate of

his neyghbours, wast of goodes, mispending of

time, and somtime manslaughter. Certes, liasar-

dours ne mow not be without grete sinne. Of
avarice conien eke lesinges, theft, false witnesse,

and false othes : and ye shul understonde, that

tliese be gret sinnes, and e.xpresse ayenst the eom-
niandements of God, as I have sayd. False

witnesse is eke in word, and in dede : in woi'd, as

for to bereve thy neighbours good name by thy

false witnesse, or bereve him his catel or his

heritage by thy false witnessing, whan thou for

ire, or for mede, or for envie, berest false witnesse,

or accusest him, or excusest thyself falsely. Ware
ye questmongers and notaries : certes, lor false

witnessing, was Susanna in ful gret sorwe and
peine, and many another mo. The sinne of theft

is also expresse ayenst Goddes best, and that in
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two manors, temporel, and spirituel : tlie teniporel

thelt is, a.s for to take thy iiei<5lil)Ours catel ayenst

his will, be it by furi-e or by sleight ; be it in

uieting or mesure ; by steling ; by false eiidite-

meiits upon him ; and in borowing of thy neigh-

bours catel, in entent never to ])ay it ayen, and
semblable thinges. Spirituel thift is sacrilege,

tha; is to say, hurting of holy thinges, or of

thinges sacred to Crist, in two maners ; by reson

of the holy place, as chirches or chirches hawes
;

(for every vilains sinne, that men don in swiche

places, may be called sacrilege, or every violence

in semblable places) also they that withdrawe
falsely the rentes and rightes that longen to holy

chirche ; and plainly ami generally, sacrilege is to

reve lioly thing fro holy place, or unholy thing

out of holy place, or holy thing out of unholy
place.

Remcdium Avaritics.

Nowshul ye understond, that releving of avarice

is misericorde and pitee largely taken. And men
might axe, why that misericorde and pitee are

releving of avarice ; certes, the avaricious man
sheweth no pitee ne misericorde to the nedeful

man. For he deliteth him in the keping of his

tresour, and not in the rescouing ne releving of

his even Cristen. And therfore speke I first of

misericorde. Than is misericorde (as sayth the

Philosophre) a vertue, by which the corage of

man is stirred by the misese of him that is misesed.

Upon which misericorde foloweth pitee, in per-

forming and fulfilling of charitable werkes of

mercie, helping and comforting him that is

misesed. And certes, this meveth a man to

misericorde of Jesu Crist, that he yave himself

for our offence, and suttred deth for misericorde,

and foryaf us our original sinnes, and therby

relesedus fro the peine of hell, and amenused the

peines of purgatory by penitence, and yeveth us
grace wel to do, and at last the blisse of heven.

The spices of misericorde ben for to lene, and eke
for to yeve, and for to foryeve and relese, and for

to have pitee in herte, and compassion of the mis-

chefe of his even Cristen, and also to chastise ther

as nede is. Anotlier maner of remedy ayenst

avarice, is resonable largesse : but sothly, here
behoveth the consideration of the grace of Jesu
Crist, and of the tcmporel goodes, and also of the

goodes perdurable that Jesu Crist yave to us, and
to have remembrance of the detli which lie shal

receive, he wote not whan : and eke that he shal

forgon all that he hath, save only that which he
hath dispended in good werkes.

But for as moche as som folk ben unmesurable,
men oughten for to avoid and escliue fool-largesse,

the whiche men clepen waste. Certes, he that is

fool-large, he yeveth not his catel, but he leseth

his catel. Sothly, what thing that he yeveth for

vaine-glory, as to minstrals, and to folk that here
his renome in the world, he hath do sinne therof,

and non almesse : certes, he leseth foule his good,

that ne seketh with the yefte of his good nothing
but sinne. He is like to an hors that seketh

rather to drink drovy or troubled water, than for

to drink water of the clere well. And for as

moche as they yeven ther as they shuld nat yeven,

to hem apperteineth thilke malison, that Crist

shal yeve at the day of dome to hem that shul be

dampned.

De Culu.

After avarice conieth glotoiiie, which is expresse
ayenst the ciinimandement of God. Glotonie is

unniesui"able ajipetit to ete or to drinke : or elles

to do in ouglit to the unmesurable appetit and
disordeini'd coveitise to ete or drinke. This sinne
corrupted all this world, as is wel shewed in the
sinne of Adam and of Eve. Loke also what sayth
Seiiit Poule of glotonie. Many (saytji he) gon, of

which I have ofte said to you, and now I say it

weping, that they ben the enemies of tlie crosse of

Crist, of which the end is deth, and of which hir

wombe is hir God and hir glorio ; in confusion of

hem that so serven ertiily thinges. He that is

usant to this sinne of glotonie, he ne may no sinne

withstond, he must be in servage of all vices, for

it is the devils horde, ther he hideth him and
restcth. This sinne hath many s))ices. The first

is dronkennesse, that is the hf)rrible sepultni-e of

mannes reson : and therfore whan a man is dronke,

lie hath lost his reson : and this is dedly sinne.

But .sothly, whan that a man is not wont to strong

driid<es, and peraventure ne knoweth not the

strength of the drinke, or haili feblenesse in his

bed, or hath travailled, thnrgh which lie driiiketh

the more, al be he sodenly caught with drinke, it

is no dedly sinne, but venial. The second sj)ice

of glotonie is, that the sj)irit of a man wexeth all

trouble for dronkennesse, and bereveth a man the

discretion of his wit. The thridde spice of glotonie

is, whan a man devoureth his mete, and liath not

rightful maner of eting. The fourthe i.s, whan
thurgh the gret abundance of his mete, the

humours in his body ben distempered. The fifths

is, foryetfulnesse by to moche drinking, for which

somtime a man forgeteth by the morwe, what he
did over eve.

In other maner ben distinct the spices of

glotonie, after Seint Gregorie. The first is, for

to ete before time. The second is, whan a man
geteth him to delicat mete or drinke. The thrid<le

is, wlian men taken to moche over mesure. The
fourth is curiositc-e, with gret entent to niaken and

apj)areille his mete. The fifth is, for to ete gredily.

Thise ben the five fingers of the devils bond, by

which he draweth folk to the sinne.

Remedium Gulce,

Ayenst glotonie the remedie is abstinence, as

sayth Galien : but that I holde not meritorie, if

he do it only for the hele of his body. Seint

Augustine wol that abstinence be don for vertue,

ami with patience. Abstinence (sayth he) is litel

worth, but if a man have good will tlierto, and but

it be enforced by patience and charitee, and that

men don it for Goddes sake, and in hope to have

the blisse in heven.

The felawes of abstinence ben attemperance,

that holdeth the mene in alle thinges; also shame,

that esclicweth all dishonestee ; suffisancc, that

seketh no riclie metes no drinkes, no doth no force

of non outrageous a])pareilling of mete ; mesure

also, that restreineth by reson the unmesurable

appetit of eting : sobcrnesse also, that restreineth

the outrage of drinke ; sjiaring also, that restrein-

eth the dtlicat ese, to sit long at mete, wherfore

som folk standen of liir owen will whan they ete,

because they wol ete at lesse leiser.
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De Lu.vurid.

After glotonie cometh leclierie, for thise two
sinnes beii so nigh cosins, that oft time they wol

not depart. God wote this siinie is ful displesant

to God, for he said himself ; Do no lecherie. And
therfore he putteth gret peine ayenst this siiiue.

For in the old lawe, if a woman thi-all were taken

in this siune, she shuld be beten with staves to

the detli : and if she were a gentilwoman, she

shuld be slain with stones : and if she were a

bishoppes doughter, she shuld be brent by Goddes
commanderaent. Moreover, for the sinne of lecherie

God dreint all the world, and after that he brent

five citees with thonder and lightning, and sanke

hem doun into hell.

Now let us speke than of the said stinking sinne

of lecherie, that men clepen avoutrie, that is of

wedded folk, that is to say, if that on of hem be

wedded, or elles both. Seint John sayth, That
avouterei-s shul ben in helle in a stacke brenning

of fire and of brimstone, in fire for hir lecherie,

in brimstone for the stenche of hir ordure. Certes

the braking of this sacrament is an horrible thing:

it was made of God himself in Paradis, and cou-

fermed by Jesu Crist, as witnesseth Seint Mathew
in the Gospel : a man shal let fader and moder,

and take him to liis wif, and they shal be two in

on flesh. This sacrament betokeneth the knitting

together of Crist and h(^ly chirche. And not only

that God forbade avoutrie in dede, but also he
commanded, that thou shuldest not coveit thy

neighboures wif. lu this heste (sayth Seint Au-
gustine) is forboden all maner coveitise to do

lecherie. Lo, what sayth Seint Mathew in the

Gospel, That who so seeth a woman, to coveitise

of his lust, he hath don lecherie with hire in his

herte. Here may ye see, that not only the dede
of this sinne is forboden, but eke the desire to don
that sinne. This cursed sinne annoyeth grevously

hem that it haunt : and first to the soule, for he

obligeth it to sinne and to peine of deth, which is

perdurable ; and to the body annoyeth it grevously

also, for it diieth him and wasteth, and shent him,

and of his blood he maketh sacrifice to the fend of

helle : it wasteth eke his catel and his substance.

And certes, if it be a foule thing a man to waste

his catel on women, yet is it a fouler thing, whan
that for swiche ordure women dispendea upon
men hir catel and hir substance. This sinne, as

sayth the Prophet, bereveth man and woman hir

good fame and all hir honour, and it is ful plesant

to the devil : for therby winneth he the moste
partie of this wretched world. And right as a
marchant deliteth him most in that chaffare which
he hath most avantage and profite of, right so

deliteth the fend in this ordure.

This is that other hond of the devil, with five

fingers, to cacche the peple to his vilanie. The
first fingre is the foole loking of the foole woman
and of the foole man, that sleth right as the

Basilicok sleth folk by venime of his sight : for

the coveit-ise of the eyen foloweth the coveitise of

the herte. The second fingre is the vilains touch-

ing in wicked maner. And therfore sayth Salomon,

that who so toucheth and handleth a woman, he
fareth as the man that handleth the scorpion,

which stingeth and sodenly sleth thurgh his en-

veniming ; or as who so that toucheth warme
pitch it shendetli his fingers. The thridde is foule

wordes, whiche fareth like fire, which right anon
brenneth the herte. The fourth finger is kissing:

and trewely he were a gret foole that wold kisse

the mouthe of a brenning oven or of a fourneis
;

and more fooles ben they that kisseu in vilainie,

for that mouth is the mouth of helle ; and namely
thise olde dotardes holour?., which wol kisse, and
flicker, and besie hemself, though they may nought

do. Certes they ben like to houndes : for an hound
whan he cometh by the roser, or by other bushes,

though so be that he may not pisse, yet wol he
heve up his leg and make a contenance to pisse.

And for that many man weneth that lie may not

sinne for no likerousnesse that he doth with his

wif, trewely that opinion is false : God wote a
man may slee himself with his owen knif, and
make himself dronken of his owen tonne. Certes

be it wif, be it childe, or any worldly thing, that

he loveth before God, it is his maimiet, and he is

an idolastre. A man shuld love his wif by dis-

cretion, patiently and attemprely, and than is she

as though it were his suster. The fifth fingre of

the divels hond, is the stinking dede of lecherie.

Trewely the five fingers of glotonie the fend

putteth in the wombe of a man : and with his

five fingers of lecherie he gripeth him by the
reines, for to throwe him into the fourneis of helle,

ther as they shul have the fire and the wormes
that ever shul lasten, and weping and wayling, and
sharpe hunger and thurst, and grislinesse of divels,

whiche shul all-to-trede hem withouten respite and
withouten ende. Of lecherie, as I sayd, sourden
and springen divers spices : as fornication, that is

betwene man and woman which ben not maried,
and is dedly sinne, and ayenst nature. All that

is enemy and destruction to nature, is ayenst
nature. Parfai' the reson of a man eke telleth

him wel that it is dedly sinne ; for as moche as

God forbad lecherie. And Seint Poule yeveth
hem the regne, that n'is dewe to no wight but to

hem that don dedely sinne. Another sinne of

lecherie is, to bereven a maid of hire maidenhed,
for he that so doth, certes he casteth a mayden
out of the highest degree that is in this present lif,

and bereveth hire thilke precious fruit that the
book clepeth the hundreth fruit. I ne can say it

non otherwise in English, but in Latine it bight

Centesimus fructus. Certes he that so doth, is

the cau.se of many damages and vilanies, rao than
any man can reken: right as he somtime is cause of

all dammages that bestes do in the feld, that

breketh the hedge of the closure, thurgh which he
destroyeth that may not be restored : for certes

no mox'e may maidenhed be restored, than an
arme, that is smitten fro the body, may returns
ayen and wexe : she may have mercy, this wote
I wel, if that she have will to do penitence, but
never shal it be but that she is corrupte. And
all be it so that I have spoke somwliat of avoutrie,

it is good to shewe the periles that longen to

avoutrie, for to eschewe that foule sinne. Avoutrie,
in Latine, is for to saye, approching of another
mannes bedde, thurgh whiche tho, that somtime
were on fieshe, abandone hir bodies to other per-

sons. Of this sinne, as sayth the wise man, folow

many harmes : firste breking of feith ; and certes

feith is the key of Cristendom, and whan that key
is broken and lorne, sothly Cristendom is lorne,

and stont vaine and without fruit. This sinne

also is theft, for theft generally is to reve a wight
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his thiniios ayenst his will. Certcs, this is the

fouk'St tlieft that may lie, whuii that a woman
stek-th hire Imdy from hire IuisIkhkI, ami yevcth

it to liiro holoiir to dcfoule it : ami steloth hire

soiile iVo Crist, and yevcth it to the di-vil : this is

a fouler thefte than for to breko a chirehe and stele

away the chalice, for thise avouterers breken the

temple of God spirituelly, and stelen the vessell of

grace ; that is the body and the soule : for which

Criste shal destroy hem, as sayth Seint Ponle.

Sothly of this theft douted E;i'*'t'.v Joscjih, whan
that liis Loi'des wif prayed him of vilainie, whan
he sayde : Lo, my Lady, how my Lord Iiath take

to me under my warde all that he hatii in this

world, ne nothinj;; is out of my power, but only ye

that ben his wif : and iiow slmld I than do this

wickednesse, and sinne so horribly ayenst God,
and ayenst my Lord ? God it forbcde. Alas ! all

to litel is swiche trouth now yfoundc. The thridde

harme is the filth, thurgh which they breke the

commandement of God, and defoule the auter of

matrimonies, that is Crist. For certcs, in so moche
aa the sacrament of mariage is so noble and so

digne, so moche is it the greter sinne for to breke

it : for God made mariage in Paradis in the estate

of innocencie, to multiplie mankinde to the service

of God, and therfore is the breking th'erof the

more grevous, of which breking come false heires

oft time, that wrongfully occnpien folkes heritages :

and therfore wol Crist ])Ut hem out of the regne

of heven, that is heritage to good fo'k. Of this

breking cometh eke oft time, that folk unware
wedde or siime w-ith hir owen kinrede : and
namely thise harlottes, that haunten bordelles of

thise foule women, that may be likened to a com-
mune gong, wheras men purge hir ordure. What
say we alsoof putoui-s, that live by the horrible sinne

of puterie, and constrcine women to yelde hem a
certain rent of hir bodily puterie, ye, somtime his

owen wif or his childe, as don thise baudes ? certes,

thise ben cursed sinnes. Understond also, that

avoutrie is set in the ten commandcments betwene
theft and manslaughter, for it is the gi'etest theft

that may be, for it is theft of body and of soule, and
it is like to homicide, for it kerveth atwo and breketh
atwo hem that first were made on flesh. And ther-

fore by the olil lawe of God they shuld be slaine, but

nathelesse, by the lawe of Jesu Crist, that is the

lawe of pitee, whan he sayd to the woman that

was found in avoutrie, and shuld have be slain with

stones, after the will of the Jew-cs, as was hir

lawe ; Go, sayd Jesu Crist, and have no more
will to do sinne ; sothly, the vengeance of avou-
trie is awarded to the peine of hellc, but if so be
that it be discombered by psenitence. Yet ben
ther mo spices of this cursed sinne, as whan that

on of liem is religious, or elles both, or of folk

that ben eutred into ordre, as sub-deken, deken,
or preest, or hospitalers : and ever the higher
that he is in ordre, the greter is the sinne. The
tliinges that gretly agrege hir sinne, is the breking
of hir avow of chastitee, whan they received the

ordre : and moreover soth is, that holy ordre is

chefe of all the tre-sorie of God, and is a special

signe and marke of chastitee, to shew that they
ben joined to chastitee, which is the moste pre-

cious lif that is : and thise ordered folk ben
specially titled to God, and of the special meinie
of God : for which, whan they don dedly sinne,

they bea the special traitours of God and of his

pe|)le, for they live by the peple to praye for the

pcple, and whiles they ben swiche traitours hir

prayeres availe not to the jieple. PrecBtcs l)en

as anijcls, as by the mystcric of hir dignitce : but
forsiith Seint Poule siiitli, That Sathanas trans-

fournieth him in an angel of light. Sothly, the
preest that hauntetli dcdly sinne, he may be
likened to an aiigel of derkenesse, transfourraed
into an angel of light : he semeth an angel of
light, but for soth he is an angel of derkenesse.
Swiche prcestcs be the soncs of llely, as is sliewed
in the book of Kingcs, that they were the sones of

Belial, that is, the divel. Belial is to s.iy, with-

outen juge, and .so faren they ; hem thinketh that

they be free, and have no juge, no more than
hath a free boll, that taketh wliich cow that him
liketh in the toun. So faren they by women ; for

right as on free boll is ynough for all a toun, right

so is a wicked preest corruption ynough for all a
parish, or for all a countree : thise preestes, as

sayth the book, ne cannot minister the mysterie
of preestho'id to the ]>eple, ne they knowe not God,
ne they hold hem not a]iaied, as saith the book, of

sodden tlesh that was to hem offred, but they take

by force the flesh that is raw. Certes, right so

thise shrewes ne hold hem not apaied of rested

flesh and sodden, with which the peple feden hem
in gret i-everence, but they wol have raw flesh as

folkes wives and hir dongliters : and certes, thise

women that consentcn to hir harlotrit', don gret

wrong to Crist and to holy Chirehe, and to all

Halowes, and to all Soules, for they bereven all

thise hem that shuld wor.ship Crist and lioly

Chirehe, and pray for Cristen soules ; and ther-

fore han swiche preestes, and hir lemmans also

that consentcn to hir lecherie, the malison of the

court Cristen, til they come to amendement. The
thridde spice of avoutrie is somtime betwix a man
and his wif, and that is, whan they take no regard
in hir assembling but only to hir fleshly delit, as

saith Seint Jerome, and ne recken of nothing but

that they ben as.sembled becau.se they ben marled ;

all is good ynough, as thinketh to hem. But in

swiche folk hath the divel power, as said tlie angel

Raphael to Tobie, for in hir a.ssembling, they

putten Jesu Crist out of hir herte, and yeven
liemself to all ordure. The fourth spice is of

hem that assemble with hir kinrede, or with liem

that ben of on affinitee, or elles with liem with

which hir fathers or hir kinred have deled in

the sinne of lecherie : this sinne niaketh hem like

to houndes, that taken no kepe of kinrede. And
certes, parentele is in two maners : eyther gostly

or fleshly : gostly, is for to delen with hir god-

sibbes : for right so as he that cngemlreth a child,

is his fleshly father, right so is his godfather his

father spirituel : for which a woman may in no

lesse siimc assemble with hire godsib, than with

hir owen fleshly broder. The fifthe spice is that

abhojninable sinne, of which abliominable sinne

no man unneth ought to sjicke ne write, natheles

it is openly rehersed in holy writ. This cur.sed-

nesse don men and women in diverse entent and
in diverse maner : but though that holy writ

speke of horrible siime, certes holy writ may not

be defouled, i o more than the Sonne that shineth

on the myxene. Another sinne npperteincth to

lecherie, that cometh in sloping, and this sinne

Cometh often to hem that ben maidens, and eke

to hem that ben corrupt ; and this sinne men call
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pollution, that cometh of foure maiiers ; somtime

it Cometh of languishing of the body, for the

humours ben to raiilve and haboundant in the

body of man ; somtime of infirmitee, for feble-

nesse of the vertue retcntif, as phisike maketh
mention ; somtime of surfet of mete and drinke ;

and somtime of vilains thoughtes that ben enclosed

in mannes minde whan lie goth to slepe, which

may not be withouten sinne ; for whiche men
must kepe hem wisely, or elles may they feinne

ful grevously.

Remedium LuxuricB.

Now cometh the remedy ayenst leclierie, and
that is generally chastitee and continence, that

restreiueth all disordinate mevings that comen
of fleshly talents : and ever the greter merite

shal he have that most restreineth the wicked
enchaufing or ardure of this sinne ; and this

is in two maners : that is to say, chastitee in

mariage, and cliastitee in widowhood. Now shalt

thou understonde, that matrimony is leful assem-
bling of man and woman, that receiven by vertue

of tills sacrement the bonde, thurgh whiche they

may not be departed in all hir lif, that is to say,

while that they live bothe. Tiiis, as saith the
book, is a ful grot sacrement ; God made it (as I

have said) in paradis, and wold himself be borne
iu mariage : and for to halowe mariage he was
at a wedding, wheras he tourned water into wine,

whiche was the first miracle that he wrought in

erthe before his disciples. The trewe effect of

mariage clenseih fornication, and replenisheth

holy chirche of good lignage, for that is tlie ende
of mai'iage, and ehaungeth dedly sinne into venial

sinne betwene hem that ben wedded, and maketh
the hertes all on of hem that ben ywedded, as wel
as the bodies. This is veray mariage that was esta-

blished by God, er that sinne began, whan naturel

lawe was in his right point in paradis ; and it was
ordeined, that o man shuld have but o woman, and
o woman but o man, as sayth Seint Augustine, by
many re.sons.

First, for mariage Ls figured betwix Cri.st and
holy chirche ; and another is, for a man is hed of

the woman ;
(algate by oi'dinance it shuld be so

;)

for if a woman had mo men than on, than shuld
she have mo hedes than on, and that were an
horrible thing before God ; and also a woman
mighte not plese many folk at ones : and also ther
shuld never be pees ne rest among hem, for

everich of hem wold axe his owen right. And
furthermore, no man shuld knowe his owen engen-
drure, ne who shuld have his heritage, and the

woman shuld be the lesse beloved for the tune that

she were conjunct to many men.
Now cometh how that a man shuld bei-e him

with his wif, and namely in two thinges, that is

to sa}', in suffrance and in reverence, and this

shewed Crist whan he firste made woman. For
he ne made hire of the hed of Adam, for she
shuld not chiime to gret lordshippe ; for ther as

the woman hath the maistrie, she maketh to

moche disarray : ther nede non ensamples of

this, the experience that we have day lay day
ought ynough suffice. Also certes, God ne made
not woman of the foot of Adam, for she shuld not

be hoi den to lowe, for she cannot patiently suffer :

but God made woman of the rib of Adam, for

woman shuld be felaw unto man. Man shuld

bere him to his wif in feith, in trouth, and in love;

as sayth Seint Poule, that a man shuld love his

wif, as Crist loved holy chirche, that loved it so

wel that he died for it : so shuld a man for his

wif, if it were nede.

Now liow that a woman shuld be subget to

hire husbond, that telleth Seint Peter ; first in

obedience. And, eke as sayth the decree, a

woman that is a wif, as long as .she is a wif, she

hath non auctoritee to swere ne bere witnesse,

without leve of hire husbonde, that is hire lord
;

algate he shuld be so by reson. She shuld also

serve him iu all honestee, and ben attempre ot

hire array. I wete wel that they shuld set hir

entent to plese hir husbonds, but not by queintise

of hir array. Seint Jerom sayth : wives that ben
appareilled in silke and precious purple, ne mow
not cloth hem in Jesu Crist. Seint Gregorie

sayth also : that no wight seketh precious array,

but only for vain glorie to be honoured the more
of the peple. It is a gret folie, a woman to have
a faire array outward, and hireself to be foule

inward. A wif shuld also be mesurable in loking,

in bering, and in laughing, and discrete in all

hire wordes and hire dedes, and above all worldly

thinges, she shulde love hire husbonde with all

hire herte, and to him be trewe of hire body : so

shuld every husbond eke be tfewe to his wif : for

sith that all the body is the husbondes, so shuld

hire herte be also, or elles ther is betwix hem two,

as in that, no parfit mariage. Than shul men
understond, that for three thinges a man and his

wif fleshly may assemble. The first is, for the

entent of engendrure of children, to the service of

God, for certes that is the cause final of matri-

m<mie. Another cause is, to yelde eche of hem to

other the dettes of hir bodies : for neyther of hem
hath power of his owen bodie. The thridde is,

for to eschew leclierie and vilanie. The fourth

is for soth dedly sinne. As to the first, it is meri-

torie : the second also, for, as sayth the decree,

she hath merite of chastitee, that yeldeth to hire

husbond the dette of hire body, ye though it be

ayenst hire liking, and the lust of hire herte.

The thridde maner is venial sinne ; trewely,

scarsely may any of thise be without venial sinne,

for the corruption and for the delit therof. The
fourth maner is for to understond, if they assem-

ble only for amourous love, and for non of the

foresaid causes, but for to accomplish hir brenning

delit, they recke not how oft, sothly it is dedly

sinne : and yet, with sorwe. som folk wol peine

hem more to do, than to hir appetit sufficeth.

The second maner of chastitee is for to be a
clene widew, and eschue the embracing of a man,
and desire the embracing of Jesu Crist. Thi.se

ben tho that have ben wives, and have forgon hir

husbondes, and eke women that have don leclierie,

and ben releved by penance. And certes, if that a

wif coud kepe hire all chast, by licence of hire

husbond, so that she yave no cause ne non
occasion that he agilted, it were to hire a gret

merite. This maner of women, that observen
chastitee, must be clene in herte as wel as in body,

and in thought, and mesurable in clothing and in

contenance, abstinent in eting and drinking, in

spekiiig, and in dede, and than is she the vessel or

the boiste of the blessed Magdeleine, that ful-

filleth holy chirche of good odour. The thridde
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inaner of chastitee is virj;iiiitcc, and it behovefli

that she be h<»l_v in hcrto, and clone of body, than

is she the spouse of Jesii Crist, and she is the hf

of angels : she is the jn-eisint; of this world, and
she is as thise niartirs in ef;alitec : she hath in

hire, that tonge may not telle, ne herte thinke.

Virginitee bare our Lord Jesu Crist, and virgin

•was Jiiniself.

Aiiother remedie against lecherie is specially to

withdraw swiche thinges, as yeven occasion to

that vilanie : as ese, eting, and drinking : for

certes, whan the pot boileth strongly, the best

remedie is to withdraw the fire. Slejiing long in

gret quiet is also a gret nourice to lecherie.

Another remedie ayenst lecherie is, that a man
or a woman cschewe the compagnie of hem, by
which he douteth to be tempted : for all be it so

that the dede be withstonduu, yet is ther gret

temptation. Sothly a white wall, although it ne
brenne not fully with sticking of a candle, yet is

the wall black of the leyte. Ful oft time I rede,

that no man trust in his owen perfection, but he be
stronger than Sampson, or holier than David, or
wiser than Salomon.
Now after that I have declared you as I can of

the seven dedly sinnes, and som of hir bi'aunches,

and the remedies, sothly, if I conde, I wold tell

you the ten commandements, but so high doctrine

I lete to divines. Nalheles, I hope to God they ben
touched in this tretise everich of hem alle.

Now for as moche as the second part of peni-

tence stont in confession of mouth, as I began in

the first chapitre, I say Seint Augustine saith :

Sinne is every word and every dede, and all that

men coveiten ayenst the law of Jesu Crist ; and
this is for to sinne, in herte, in mouth, and in

dede, by the five wittes, which ben sight, hering,

smelling, tasting or savouring, and feling. Now is

it good to understond the circumstances, that

agregen nioehe every sinne. Thou shalt consider

what thou art that dost the sinne, whether thou
be male or female, yonge or olde, gentil or thrall,

free or servant, hole or sike, wedded or single,

ordered or unordered, wise or foole, clerk or
seculer ; if she be of thy kinred, bodily or gostly,

or non ; if any of thy kinred have sinned with
hire or no, and many mo tliinges.

Another circumstaunce is this, whether it be don
in fornication, or in advoutrie, or no, in maner of

homicide or non, a horrible gret sinne or smal,
and how long thou hast continued in sinne. The
thridde circumstance is the place, ther tliou hast

don sinne, whether in other menncs houses, or in

thin owen, in feld, in chirche, or in cliirchhawe, in

chirche dedicate, or non. For if tlie chirche be
halowed, and man or woman s])ille his kinde
within that place, by way of sinne or by wicked
temptation, the chirche were enterdited til it were
reconciled by the Bishop ; and if it were a preest

that did swiche vilanie, the terme of all his lif he
shuld no more sing Masse : and if he did, he shuld
do deldy sinne, at every time that he so song
Masse. The fourth circumstance is, by whiche
mediatours, as by messagers, or for enticement, or
for consentment, to here compagnie with felaw-

ship ; for many a wretche, for to here felawship,

wol go to the divel of helle. Wherfore, they that

eggeu or consenten to the sinne, ben partners of

the sinne, and of the dampnation of the sinner.

The fifth circumstance is, how many times that

he hath sinned, if it be in his min<le, and how oft

he hath fallen. For he that oft falleth in sinne,

he despiseth the mercy of God, and encresetli his

sinne, and is unkind to Crist, and he waxetli the
more feble to withstand sinne, and sinneth the
more lightly, and the later ariseth, and is more
slow to shrive him, and namely to him that hath
ben his confessour. For which that folk, whan
they fall ayen to hir old folies, either they forleten

hir old confessour al utterly, or elies they departen
hir shrift in divers places : but sothly swiche
departed shrift deserveth no mercie of God for hir
sinnes. The sixte circumstance is, why that a man
sinneth, as by what temptation ; and if himself
procure tliilke temptation, or by exciting of other
folk ; or if he sinne with a woman by force or by
hire owen assent ; or if the woman mangre hire
hed have ben enforced or non, this shal she tell,

and wheder it were for covetise or poverte, and if

it were by hire procuring or non, and swiche
other thinges. The seventh circumstance is, in

what maner he hath don his sinne, or how that
she hath suffered that folk have don to hire. And
the same shal the Inan tell plainly, witli all the
circumstances, and wheder he hath sinned with
commun bordel women or non, or don his sinne in

holy times or non, in fasting times or non, or before
his shrift, or after his later shrift, and hath pcra-
venture broken therby his penance enjoineii, by
whos helpo or whos conseil, by sorcerie or crafte,

all must be told. All thise thinges, after that they
ben gret or smale, engreggen the conscience of
man or woman. And eke the preest that is thy
juge, may the better be avised of his jugement in

yeving of penance, and that shal be after thy con-
trition. For understond wel, that after the time
that a man hath defouled his baptisme by sinne, if

he wol come to salvation, ther is non other way
but by penance, and shrifte, and satisfaction ; and
namely by tho two, if ther be a confessour to

whom he may shrive him, and that he first

be veray contrite and repentant, and the thridde
if he have lif to performe it.

Than shal a man loke and consider, that if he
wol make a trewe and a profitable confession, ther

must be foure conditions. First it must be in

sorowful bittcrnesse of herte, as sayth the King
Ezechiel to God ; I wol remember all the yeres of

my lif in the bitternesse of my herte. This con-
dition of bitternesse hath five signes ; The first is,

that confession must be shatnefast, not for to

coveren ne hide his sinne, but for he hath agilted

his God and defouled bis soule And hereof sayth

Seint Augustin : the herte travaileth for shame of

his sinne, and for he hath gret shamfastnesse he is

digne to have gret mercie of God. Swiche was
the confession of the Publican, that wold not hcve
up his eyen to heven for he had offended God
of heven : for which shamefastnesse he had anon
the mercy of God. And thei-fore saith Seint

Augustine : That swiche shamefast folk ben next
foryevenesse and mercy. Another signe, is humi-
litee in confession : of whiche sayth Seint Peter;

Humbleth you under the might of God : the bond
of God is mighty in confession, for therby God
foryeveth thee thy sinnes, for he alone hath the

power. And this humilitee shal be in herte, and
in signe outwarde : for right as he hath humilitee

to God in his herte, right so shuld he humble his

body outward to the preest, that sitteth in Goddes



170 CANTERBURY TALES.

place. For which in no maner, sith that Crist is

soveraine, and the preest mene and mediatour
betwix Crist and the sinner, and the sinner is last

by way of reson, than shuld not tlie sinner sitte as

high as his confessour, but knele before liim or at

his feet, but if niahidie distrouble it : for he shal

not take kepe wlio sitteth ther, but in whos place

he sitteth. A man that hath trespassed to a Lord,

and Cometh for to axe mercie and maken his

accorde, and setteth him doun anon by the Lord,
men wolde holde him outrageous, and not worthy
so sone for to have remission ne mercy. Tlie

thridde signe is, that the shrift shuld be ful of

teres, if men niowen wepe, and if they mowe not

wepe with hir bodily eyen, than let liem wepe in

hir herte. Swiche was the confession of Seint

Peter ; for after that he had forsake Jesu Crist,

he went out and wept ful liitterly. Tlie fourth

signe is, that he ne lete not for shame to shrive

him and shewe his confession. Swiche was the

confession of Magdeleine, that ne spared, for no
shame of hem that weren at the feste, to go to our
Lord Jesu Crist and beknowe to him hire sinnes.

The fifthe signe is, that a mftn or a woman be
obeisant to i-eceive the penance that hem is

enjoined. For certes Jesu Crist for the gilt

of man was obedient to the deth.

The second condition of veray confession is, that

it be hastily don : for certes, if a man hadde
a dedly wound, ever the lenger that he taried to

warishe himself, the more wold it corrupt and
haste him to his deth, and also the wound wold be
the werse for to hele. And right so fareth sinne,

that longe time is in a man unshewed. Certes a
man ought hastily to shewe his sinnes for many
causes ; as for drede of deth, that comeih oft

sodenly, and is in no certain what time it shal be,

ne in what place ; and eke the drenching of
o sinne draweth in another : and also the lenger
that he tarieth, the ferther is he fro Crist. And
if he abide to his last day, scarcely may he shrive

him or remembre him of his sinnes, or repent him
for the gre\ ous maladie of his deth. And for as
moche as he ne hath in his iif herkened Jesu
Crist, whan he hath spoken unto him, he shal crie

unto our Lord at his last day, and scarcely wol he
herken him. And understonde that th.is condition

muste have foure thinges. First that the shrift be
purveyed afore, and avised, for wicked hast doth
not profite ; and that a man con shrive him of his

sinnes, be it of pride, or envie, and so forth, with
the spices and circumstances ; and that he have
comprehended in his minde the noniln-e and the
gretnesse of his sinnes, and how longe he hath
lien in sinne ; and eke that he be contrite for his

sinnes, and be in stedfast purpose (by the gi-ace of

God) never efte to fall into sinne ; and also that

he drede and countrewaite himself, that he flee the

occasions of sinne, to whiche he is inclined. Also
thou sluilt shrive thee of all thy sinnes to o man,
and not prrcelmele to o man, and parcelmele
to another ^ that is to understonde, in entent
to depart thy confession for shame or drede, for it

is but strangling of thy soule. For certes, Jesu
Crist is entierly all good, in him is not imperfec-
tion, and therfore either he foryeveth all parfitly,

or elles never a dele. I say not that if thou be
assigned to thy penitencer for certain sinne, that
thou art bounde to shewe him all the remenant of
thy sinnes, of whiche thou hast ben shriven of thy

curat, but if it like thee of thyn humilitee ; this

is no departing of shrift. Ne I say not, ther as I

speke of division of confession, that if thou have
licence to shrive thee to a disci-ete and an honest
preest, and wher thee liketh, and by the licence

of thy curat, that thou ne mayest wel shrive thee

to him of all thy sinnes : but lete no blot be
behind : lete no sinne be untolde as fer as thou
hast remembrance. And whan thou shalt be
shriven of thy curat, tell him eke all the sinnes

that thou hast don sith thou were laste shri-

ven. This is no wicked entente of division of

shrift.

Also the veray shrift axeth certain conditions.

First that thou shrive thee by thy free will, not

constriened, ne for shame of folk, ne for maladie,

or swiche other thinges : for it is reson, that he
that trespasseth by his free will, that by his free

will he confesse his trespas; and that non other man
telle his sinne but himself : ne he shal not nay, ne
deny his sinne, ne wrath him ayenst the preest for

amonesting him to lete his sinne. The second
condition is, that thy shrift be lawful, that is to say,

that thou that shrivest thee, and eke the preest

that hereth thy confession, be veraily in the feith

of holy chirche, and that a man ne be not despeired

of tlie mercie of Jesu Crist, as Cain and Judas
were. And eke a man muste accuse himself of his

owen trespas and not another : but he shal blame
and wite hiniselfe of his owen malice and of his

sinne, and non other : but catheles, if that anotlier

man be encheson or enticer of liis sinne, or the

estate of the person be swiche by which his sinne

is agregged, or elles that he may not plainly shrive

liim but he tell the person with whiche he hath
sinned, than may he tell, so that his entent ne be

not to backbite the person, but only to declare his

confession.

Thou ne shalt not also make no lesinges in thy

confession for humilitee, peraventure, to say that

thou hast committed and don swiche sinnes, of

which that thou ne were never gilty. For Seiiit

Augustine sayth ; if that thou, because of tiiin

humilitee, makest a lesing on tliyself, though thou

were not in sinne before, yet arte thou than in sinne

thurgh thy lesing. Thou must also shew thy sinne

by thy propre mouth, but thou be donibe, and not

by no letter : for thou that hast don the sinne, thou

slialt have the shame of tlie confession. Thou
shalt not eke peiut thy confession, with faire and
subtil wordes, to cover the more thy sinne : for

than begilest thou thyself, and not the preest : thou

must tell it plainly, be it never so foule ne so hor-

rible. Thou shalt eke shrive thee to a preest that

is discrete to conseille thee : and eke thou shalt

not shrive thee for value glorie, ne for ypocrisie,

ne for no cause, but only for the doute of Jesu

Crist, and the hele of thy soule. Thou shalt not

eke renne to the preest al sodenly, to tell him
lightly thy sinne, as who telleth a jape or a tale,

but avisedly and with good devotion ; and gene-

rally shrive thee ofte : if thou ofte fall, ofte arise

by confession. And though thou shrive thee ofter

than ones of sinne which thou hast be shriven of,

it is more merite : and, as sayth Seint Augustine,

thou shalt have the more lightly relese and grace

of God, both of sinne and of peine. And certes

ones a yere at the lest way it is lawful to be

houseled, for sothely ones a yere all thinges in the

erthe renovelen.
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EjeplicU secunda pars PenilenticB : el aeqniUtr

tertia pars.

Now have I told you of veray confession, that

is the secoiule part of i)eniti'noe : The thriildo ])art

is satisfaction, and that stoat most generally in

ahnesse dede and in bodily peine. Now ben thcr

three maner of alniesse : contrition of herte, wiicr

a ma'.i oftVeth himself to God : another is, to have

pitee of the defaute of his neighbour : and the

thridde is, in yeving of good conseil, gostly and

bodily, wher as men have node, and namely in

sustenance of niannes food. And take kepe that

a man hath nede of thise thinges generally, he hath

nede of food, of clothing, and of herberow, he hath

nede of charitable conseilling and visiting in prison

and in nialadie, and sepulture of his ded body.

And if thou maiest not visite the nedeful in prison

in thy person, visite hem with thy message and

thy yeftes. Thise ben generally the alniesses and
werkes of charitee, of hem that have temporel

richesses, or discretion in conseilling. Of thise

werkes shalt thou heren at the day of dome.

This ahnesse shuldest thou do of thy propre

tliinges, and hastily, and prively if thou mayest :

but natheles, if thou mayest not do it prively, thou

shalt not forhere to do almesse, though men see it,

so that it be not don for thanke of the world, but

only to have thanke of Jesu Crist. For, as wit-

nesseth Seint Mathewe, Cap. v. a citee may not

be Ind that is sette on a mountaine, ne men liglit

not a lanterne, to put it under a liushell, but setten

it upon a cancllesticke, to lighten the men in the

hous : right so shal your light lighten before men,

that they mowe see your good werkes, and glorifie

your F;ider that is in heven.

Now as for to speke of bodily peine, it stont in

praiers, in waking, in fasting, and in vertuous

teching. Of orisons ye sluil understond, that

orisons or prayers, is to say, a pitous will of hcrte,

that sfctteth it in God, and e-xjiresseth it by word

outward, to reraeve harmes, and to have thinges

spirituel and perdurable, and somtime temporel

thinges. Of which orisons, certes xv. the orison of

the Paternoster hath Jesu Crist enclosed most

thinges. Certes it is privileged of three thinges in

his dignitee, for whiche it is more digne than any
otlier prayer: for that Jesu Crist himself made it:

and it is short, for it shuld be coude the more
lightly, and to hold it tlie more esie in herte, and
helpe himself the oftcr with this orison, and for a

man shuld be the ksse wery to say it, and for a

man may not excuse him to lerne it, it is so shorte

and so esie : and for it comprehendeth in himself

all good prayers. The exposition of this holy

prayer, that is so excellent and so digne, I betake to

the maisters of theologie, save thus moche wol I

say, that whan thou prayest, tliat God shuld for-

yeve thee thy giltes as thou foryevest hem that

have agilted thee, be wel ware that thou be not out

of charitee. This holy orison amenuseth eke venial

sinne, and therfore it apperteiueth sptcially to

penitence.

This prayer must be trewely sayd, and in per-

fect feith, and that men prayen to God ordinately,

discretely, and devoutly : and alway a man shal

put his will to be subgette to the will of God.

This orison must eke be sayd with gi-et humblesse

and ful pure, and honestly, and not to the annoy-

ance of anv man or woman. It must eke be con-

tinued with werkes of charitee. It availeth cko

aycnst the vices of the soule : for, as sayth Seint

Jerome, by fasting ben saved the vices of the

flesh, and by prayer the vices of the soule.

After this thou shalt understonde, that bodily

jieine stont in waking. For Jesu Crist sayth :

wake ye aud pray ye, that ye ne enter into wicked

temptation. Ye shul undei-stond also, that fasting

stont in three thinges : in forbering of bodily

mete and drinke, in forbering of worldly jolitee,

and in forbering of dedly sinne : this is to say,

that a man shall kepe him fro dedly sinne with all

his might.

Anil thou shalt understonde also, that God
ordeined fasting, and to fasting apperteiueth foure

thinges. Largenesse to poui-e folk : gladnesse of

herte spirituel : not to be angry ne annoied, ne

grutch for he fasteth : and also i-esonable houre

for to ete by mesure, that is to say, a man shal

not ete in untime, ne sit the longer at the table,

for lie fasteth.

Than shalt thou understonde, that bodily peine

stont in discipline, or teching, by word, or by

writing, or by ensample. Also in wcring of liere

or of stamin, or of habergeons on hir naked ttesh

for Cristes sake ; but ware thee wel that swiche

manor. penances ne make not thin herte bitter or

angry, ne annoied of thyself ; for better is to cast

away thin here than to cast away the swetenesse

of our Lord Jesu Crist. And therfore sayth

Seint Poule : clothe you, as they that ben chosen

of God in herte, of misericorde, deljonairtee, suf-

france, and swiche maner of clothing, of whiche

Jesu Crist is more plesed than with the heres or

habergeons.

Than is discipline eke, in knocking of thy

brest, in scourging with yerd'es, in kneling, in

tribuJation, in suffring patiently wronges that

bon don to thee, and eke in patient suffring of

maladies, or losing of worldly catel, or wif, or

child, or other frendes.

Than shalt thou understond, which thinges

distourben penance, and this is in foure maners ;

that is drede, shame, hope, and wanhope, that is,

desperation. And for to speke first of drede,

for which he weneth that he may suffrc no

penance, ther ayenst is remedie for to thinker

that bodily penance is but short and litel at

regard of the peine of helle, that is so cruel and

so longe, that it lasteth withouten ende.

Now ayenst the shame that a man hath to

shrive him, and namely thise Ipocrites, that wold

be holden so parht, that they have no node to

shrive hem, ayenst that shame shuld a man
thinke, that by way of reson, he that hath not

ben a.shamed to do foule thinges, certes him

ought not be ashamed to do faire tliinges, and

that is confessions. A man shuld also thinke,

that God seeth and knoweth al his thoughtes, and

al his werkes, and to him may nothing be hid ne

covered. Men shuld eke remembre hem of the

shame that is to come at the day of dome, to hem
that ben not penitent in this present lif : for

all the creatures in heven, and in erthe, and in

helle, shul see apertly all that they hiden in this

world.

Now for to speke of the hope of hem, that

ben so negligent and slowe to shrive hem : that

stondeth in two maners. That on is, that he

hopeth for to live long, and for to purchase
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moclie ricliesse for his delit, and than he wol

shrive him : and, as he sayeth, he may, as him
semetli, than timely ynough come to shrift : ano-

ther is, the surquedrie that he hath in Cristes

inercie. Ayenst the first vice, he shal thiuke

that our Uf is in no sikernesse, and eke that all the

richesse in this world ben in aventure, and passcn

as a shadows on a wall ; and, as sayth Seint

Gregorie, that it apperteiueth to the gret right-

wisnesse of God, that never shal the peine stinte

of hem, that never wold withdrawe hem from

siuue, hir thankes, but ever continue in sinne :

for thilke perpetuel will to don sinne shall they

have perpetuel peine.

Wanhope is in two maners. The first wan-

hope is, in the mercie of God : that other is, that

they think that they ne might not long persever in

goo'dnesse. The first wanhope cometh of tliat, he

demeth that he hath sinned so gretly and so oft,

and so long lyen in sinne, that he shal not be saved.

Certes ayenst that cursed wanhope shulde he thinke,

that the passion of Jesu Crist is more stronge for

to unbinde,than sinne is strong for tobinde. Ayenst

the second wanhope he shal thinke, that as often

as he falleth, he may arisen again by penitence :

and though he never so longe hath lyen in sinne,

the mercie of Crist is alway redy to receive him
to mercie. Ayenst that wanhope that he demeth
he shuld not longe persever in goodnesse, he shal

think, that the feblenesse of the devil may nothing

do, but if men wol suffre him : and eke he shal

have strength of the helpe of Jesu Crist, and of

all his chirche, and of the protection of angels,

if him list.

Than shul men understonde, what is the fruit

of penance ; and after the wordes of Jesu Crist,

it is an endeles blisse of heven, ther joye hath no
contrariositee of wo ne grevance ; ther ail harmes
ben passed of this present lif ; ther as is sikernesse

from the peines of lielle ; ther as is the blisful com-
pagnie, that rejoycen hem ever mo everich of

others joye ; ther as the body of man, that whilom
was foule and derke, is more clere than the sonne

;

ther as the body that whilom was sike and freele,

feble and mortal, is immortal, and so strong and
60 hole, that ther ne may nothing appeire it ; ther

as is neither hunger, ne thurste, ne colde, but

every soule replenished with the sight of the parfit

knowing of God. This blisful regno mowe men
purchase by i)overte spirituel, and the glorie by
lowlinesse, the plentee of joye by hunger and
thurst, and the reste by travaile, and the lif by
deth and mortification of sinne : to which life he
us bring, that bought us with his precious blood.
Ameu. '

.

' :'•
., .^yj fr-^ .

'

Now preye I to hem alle that lierken this litel

tretise or reden it, that if ther be any thing in it

that liketh hem, that therof they thankeu our
Lord Jesu Crist, of whom procedeth all witte and
all godenesse ; and if ther be any thing that dis-

pleseth hem, I preye hem also that they arrette

it to the defaute of myn unkonning, and not to my
wille, that wold fayu have seyde better if I hadde
had konning ; for oure boke seyth, all that in

wz-iten is writen for oure doctrine, and that is

myn entente. Wherfore I beseke you mekely for

the mercie of God that ye preye for me, that Crist

have mercie of me and foryeve me my giltes. [and
namely of myn translations and euditinges of
worldly vanitees, the which I revoke in my Re-
tractions, as the boke of Troilus, the boke also of
Fame, the boke of the five and twenty Ladies,
the boke of the Duchesse, the boke of Seint Valen-
tines day of the Parlement of briddes, the tales

of Canterbury, thilke that sounen unto sinne,

the boke of the L^on, and many an other boke, if

they were in my I'emembraunce, and many a song
and many a lecherous lay, Crist of his grete
mercie foryeve me the sinne. But of the trausla-

i

tion of Boes of consolation, and other bokes of
legendes of Seints, and of Omelies, and moralite,

and devotion, that thanke I oure Loi-d Jesu Crist,

and his blisful mother, and alle the Seiutes in

heven, beseking hem that they fro hensforth unto i

my lyves ende sonde me grace to bewaile my giltes, i

and to stodien to the savation of my souie,] and
j

graunte me grace of verray penance, confession

and satisfaction to don in this present lif, thorgh
the benigne grace of him, that is king of kinges-

ajid preste of alle prestes, that bought us with the

precious blode of his herte, so that I mote ben on
of hem atte the laste day of dome that shullen be
saved

;
qui cum DfO patre el Spiritu sancto vivis

et regnas Deus per omnia secula. Amen.

TUE EN1> OF THE CANTERBURY TALES.
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For a Oranimatical and iMctrical Analysis of the first

eigliteen lines, see the Kssay &c. p. xlv—xlvii.

Ver. «. llath in the Hani] IJatlior, the Bulle. See the

reasons in tlie Introductory Discourse, p. 1.

Ver. 13. And Palnieres] The different sorts of Pilgrims

are thus distinguished by Dante, Vila nuava, p. 8(1. Clda-

mansi I'almieri, inquanto vanno ollra mare, liinndc iiialte

volte recatio la palma ,—Peregrini, inqxianto vanno alia

easa di Galizia ,-—Roniei, inquanto vanno a Rumu. But
he speaks as an Italian. Chaucer seems to consider all

Pilgrims to foreign parts as Palmers.

Ver. 20. the Tabard] See Mr. Spcght's note, as cited in

the Discourse &c. n. 6.

Ver. 29. Wei—esed] Bien ais^s. The later French usage

of aise Sing, and aises Plur. unaccented, seems to be a
corruption.

Ver. 33. And made forward] More properly, fnricord.

See below, ver. 831, 50, 54, from the Sax. Furc-irord, pro-

mise. Made, contracted from makeU, is a Dissyllable.

See ver. 4.3(!1.

Ver. 43. A Knight] The course of adventures of our
Knight may be illustrated by those of a real Knight of

Chaucer's age, who, for any thing that appears to the
contrary, might have been upim this very pilgrimage. His
Epitaph is in Ldand's Ilin. v. iii. p. cxi. Icy gist le noble

et vaillant Cliivaler iliitheu de Gourney iic.—qui en sa vie

fu a la balaille de Benamaryn, et ala apres a la siege

d'Algczire sur les Sarazincs el aussi a les batailles de
L'Escluse, de Cressy, de Deyngenesse, de Peyteres, de
N.izare, d'Ozrey et a plusours autres bnlailhs et axseges

en les qucx il gaipna noblement graunt los et honour—

.

He died in 14(!fi at the age of f»6. Why Chaucer should
have chosen to bring his Knight from Alexandria and
LeHnwe rather than from Cressy and Poitiers, is a problem
difficult to resolve, except by supposing, that the slightest

services against Infidels were in those days more honour-
able than the most splendid victories over Christians.

Ver. 48. ferre] i. e. /erer, the Comparative offer, far.

So Chaucer uses derre, for derer, the Conipar. of dere,

dear, ver. 1450. " Ther n'as no man that Theseus hath
derre." Ferrer is used at length by Peter of Langtoft

;

and Ferrest, the Superl. below, ver. 496.

Ver. 51. At Alisandre] Alexandria in Egypt was won,
and immediately after abandoned, in 1.3(i5, by Pierre de
Lusignan, King of Cyprus. The same Prince, soon after his

accession to the throne in 1352, had taken Salalie, the an-
tient Attalia ; and in another expedition about 1367 he made
himself master of the town of Layas in Armenia. Com-
pare 11 Meinoire sur les ouvrages de Guillauine de Ma-
chauL Acad dcs Ins. t. xx. p. 426, 432. and Memoire sur
la vie de Philippe de Maiziires, t. xvii. p. 4!J3. See also

Froissart, v. iii. p. 21. Walsingham mentions the taking
of Alexandria, p 180 and adds; Interfuerunt autem huic
captioni cum rege C'yprise plures Anglici <t Aquitanici,

referentes tani in Angliam quam in Aquitaniam pannos
aureos et holosericos, splendoresque gemmarum exuticos,

in testimonium tantae victons.

Ver. 52. he had the bord begonnc—in Prusc] He had been

placed at the head of the table ; the usual compliment to

extraordinary merit ; as the Commentators very properly

explain it. When our military men wanted employment,
it was usual for them to go and serve in Pruse, or Prussia,

with the Knights of the Teutonic order, who were in a

state of con.stant warfare with their heathen neighbours

in Leltow iLithuania) Ruse (Russia), and elsewhere. A
pagan King of Leltow is mentioned by Walsingham,

i>,

180, 343.

Ver. 54. reysed] This is properly a German word. Ki-

lian. in v. Keysen, iter facere—et (ier. Militare, faccre sti-

pendiuui. The Editions (except M.) and several MSS.
have changed it into ridden ; which indeed seems to have
been used by Chaucer in the same .-icnse, ver. 48.

Ver. 56. In Gernade] The city of Algezir was taken
from the Moorish King of Granada in 1344. Mariana, L.

xvi. c. xi. among other persons of distinction who came to

assist at the siege in \'M'A, names particularly, " <ie Ingla-

terra, con licentia del ReyEduardo. los Condes de Arhi(l,y

de Soluzber ;
" which I su])])ose we may safely interpret to

mean the Earls of Derby and Salisbury. Knighton says,

that the Earl of Derby was there. X Script. 2583.

Ver. .57. in Uelmarie] I cannot find any country of this

name in any authentic Geographical writer. Froissart, v.

iv. c. xxiii, reckons it among the kingd(mis of Africa ;

Thunes, Bougie, Maroeh, Delleniarine. Tremessen .• and
Chaucer, ver. 1772, speaks of it as producing Lions. The
battle of Benamarin, menti(med in Sir M. (iourney's epi-

taph, is said by a late author of Viage de Espanna. p. 73. n.

1. to have been so called por haber quedado venculo en ella

Albohacen, Rey de Marriiecos, del linage t\c Alien Marin.
I'erhaps therefore the dominions of that family in Africa

might be called abusively Benamarin, and by a further

corruption Belmarie.

Ver. 59 the Crete See] This is generally understood to

mean the Ponlus Euxinus ,- hut I doubt whether the name
of Mure maggiure was given to that Sea hy any other
nation beside the Italians. Sir John .Mandevile. p. 8.'), calls

that part of the Mediterranean which washes the coast of

Palestine, the grctc Sea; an appellation, which it might
possibly have acquired there, to distinguish it from the

two inland Seas, as they were improperly styled, the Sea
of Tiberias and the Dead Sea.

In MS. T. it is the Grekish See ; a reading, to which I

should have had no objection, if 1 had found it confirmed

by any better MS In the middle age.s, the Mediterranean

Sea, from Sicily to Cyprus, was sometimes tallel Mart
Grcecum. Hoveden, p. 7"9. So Dracton speaks of Essoigns,

de ultra et de eitra Mare Gracoruni: L. v. Tr. 2. c. 3. The
See of Grece is used in the same sense by Chaucer him-
self, ver. 4884.—And in Isumbras, fol. 130. b. Tyl he come
to the Grekes See.

Ver. 60. noble armee] I have printed this as the most
intelligible reading, though I am not quite satisfied with

it. The M.SS. have arnie, aryvc, and ryver.

Ver. 6.'). the lord of Palatie] Palathia in Anatolia. Sp
The nature of his Lordship may be explained from Frois
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sart, V. Hi. c. 22. He gives an account there of several

Hants Barnns in those parts, who kept possession of tlieir

lands, paying a tribute to the Turk. He names particularly

le Sire de Sathalie, le Sire de la Police, et le Sire de Haute-

Loye.

Ver. ii-J. deliver] Nimble- So below, ver. 15422. Deliverly ;

NimhUi. The word is plainly from the Fr. libre. The
Italians use siielto, or sciolto, in the same sense.

Ver. 85. in clievachie] Chevauciiie. Fr. It most properly

me.ins an expedition with a small party of Cavalry ; but is

often used generally for any military expedition. Hollin-

shed calls it a rude.

A'er. 89. Embrouded] Embroidered, from the Fk. Bruder,

originally Border.

Ver. 91. floyting] Playing on the flute. So in H. F. ill.

133.

" And many aflcite and litlyng home,
And pipes made of grene come."

Tlie first syllable for a time retained the broad sound of its

original. See Du Cange, Flauta. Kilian., Fluyte. In some
copies it is changed toflou-tinf).

Ver. 97. nightertale.] Niijht-time ; from the Sax. nihtem
dtel: noclurna portio. Lyds-^te uses ttightcrtyme. Traged.

fol 141. b. 150. b.

Ver. 100 And carf before his fader] The practice of

Squiers, of the higl'est quality, carving at their fathers'

tables has been fully illustrated by M. de S'e Palaye, Acad,

des Insc. t xx. p. 604.

Ver. ini. A Yenian hadde he] The late Editions call this

character the Squicr's Yeman, but impropeily. The pro-

noun HE relates to the Kni<iht. Chaucerwould never have
given the son an attendant, when the Father had none.

Yeman or Yeonian,i& an abbreviation of Yeongeman, as

Youthe is of Yeurigthe. Young men being most usually em-
ployed in service, servants have, in many languages, been

denominated from the single circumstance of age ; as, Trais,

pner, garpoii, boy, grome. As a title of service or office,

'Yonian is used in the Stat. 37 E. III. c. 9and 11, to denote a

servant of the next degree above a garsim, or groom ; and
at this day, in several departments of the Royal Household,

the attendants are distributed into three classes of Ser-

jeants or Squiers, Yeomen, and Grooms. In the Household

of the ]Mayor of London, some officers of the rank of Yeo-

man are still, I believe, called Young men. See Cham-
berlain's State of Great Britain.

In the Statute 20 R. II. c. 2. Yomen and Vadletz are

synonymous terms. Tlie Chanones Yeman, who is intro-

duced below, ver. 16030, is a common servant. See also

ver. 2730. The title of Yeoman was given, in a secondary

sense, to people of middling rank, not in service. So the

Miller, ver. 3.047, is careful " To saven his estat of yeman-
rie." The appropriaticjn of the word to signify a small

landholiier is more modem, I apprehend.

Ver. 104. peacok arwes] ArroiL-s with peacock feathers-

See Mr. Warton's illustration of this passage. Hist, of

Ene. Po. p. 4.W.

There is a Patent in R^^ner, 15 R. II. deartesagittandiper

Valettos Regis exercendd. The Yeomen, and all other Ser-

vants of the Royal household, of whatever state or office,

under the degree of Yeoman, are ordered to carry bows

and arrows with them, whenever they ride, &c. in the

King's train.

Ver. 109 .\ nothed] A head like a nut ; from the hair,

probably, being cut short. It has since been called a

Roundhead, for the same reason.

Ver. 115. A Cristofre] I do not see the meaning of this

ornament. By the Stat. 37 E. HI. Yomen are forbidden to

wear any ornaments of gold or silver.

Ver. 119. simple and coy] V. Saintf^, T. iii. p. 577.

Ver. 120. St. Eloy] In Latin, Sanctus Eligius. I have

no authority but that of Ed. Urr, for printing this Saint's

name at length. In all the MSS. which I have seen, it is

abbreviated, St. Loy. both in this place and in ver. 7146.

The metre will be safe, if otke be pronounced as a dissyllable.

Ver. 124. And Frenche she sjiakej It has been mentioned
before. Essay, &c. n. 55, that Chaucer thought but meanly
of the English-French spoken in his time. It was proper

however that the Prioresse should speak some sort of

French ; not only as a woman of fashion, a character

wliicli she is represented to affect, ver. 139, 140, but as a

religious person. The instructions from the Abbot of St,

Albans to the Nuns of Sopewell, in 1338, were in the

French language. See Auct. Add. M. Paris, p. 1171.

Ver. 127. At mete] The following circumstances of be-

haviour at table are copied from Roiit. de la R. 14178

—

14199.

Et bien se garde qu'elle ne moeille

Ses doys au brouet jusqu' Os jointes, &c.
Si sagement port sa bouchee,
Que sur son pied goutte n'en chce
He souppe. ne de saulse noire.

—

p;t doit si bien sa bouche terdre

Tant qu'el n'y laisse gresse aherdre
Au moins en la le>Te desseure.

—

Ver. 159. gauded all with grene] Having the Gatcdies

green. Some were of silver gilt. Blonast. V iii. p. 174.

Tria paria precularium del Corall cum le gaudeys aigenti

deaurata. So in Gower, Con/. Am. f. 190.

A paire of bedes blacke as sable

She toke and hynge my necke about.
Upon the gatidecs all without
Was wTjle of gold, pitr reposer.

Ver. 163. Another Nonne &c.] See Disc. p. Iii.

Ver. 165. a fayre for the maistrie] AVe should say, a fair
one ,- but in Chaucer's time such tautology was not, I

suppose, elegant. So below, ver. 189.

Therfore he was a prickasour, a right.

As to the phrase/or the moistrie, I take it to be derived

from the French pour la maistrie, which I find, in an old

book of Physick, applied to such medicines as we usually

call Sovereign, excellent above all others. MS. Bod. 761.

Secreta h. Satnp de Clutvliirnel, fol. 17- b. Ciroigne

bone pur la inaistriea. briseret a meurer apostemes &c.

Medicine magistrel pur festre &c. Medicine pj/r la mais-

trie pur festre &c. And in .^nother treatise in the same
MS. Medulla Ciriirgia Rolandi, similar phrases are used

in Latin, fol. 77- Pocio bona pro magisterio ad vulnera

simanda &c. fol. 79. Contra lupum &c. medicamen magis-

trate. In the same sense the Monk is said to be fair, /or'

the maistrie, above all others. The phrase is used by
Robert of Gloucester, p. 553. An stede he gan prikie

wel vor th<- maistrie. The several chemical preparations

known by the name of Magisterium of Lead, Bi.smuth &c.

I conceive to have originally acquired that name from
their being considered at first as masterly operations.

Ver. 166. loved venerie] i. e Hunting. If the word in

Chaucer's time had born any other sense, he would hardly

have put it into the mouth of Emilia in ver. 2310. The
monks of that age are represented as fond of field-sports.

See below, ver. 189—192, and P. P. fol. L. a. Knighton
says, that an Abbot of Leicester, who died in 13,37, in

venatione leporutn inter omnes regni dominos /amossimus
et nominatissimus habehalur. X. Scriptor. p. 2631. He adds
indeed, that the Abbot was used to assert, what perhaps
may have been partly true, *<; non delectasse in hujusmodi
/rivolis vcnationibus, nisi solum pro obsequiis dominis
regni prcestandis, et affabilitate eornm captandd, et gratid

in suis negotiis adipiscendd.

Ver. 169. his bridel — Gingeling] See this fashion of

hanging bells on bridles, &c. illustrated by Mr. Wai ton,

Hist, of Eng. Po. p. 164. See also below, ver. 14800, 1.

Ver. 177. a pulled hen] See below, ver. 6694.

" Swiche arrogance n'is not worth an hen."

I do not see much force in the epithet pulled. Ca. 1. reads,

pullet.

Ver. 179. whan he is rekkeles] MS. C reads, Cloisterles ;

to which the only objection is, that, if it had been the

true reading, there would have been no occasion to explain
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or pai-aphrase it in ver. 181. The text alluded to isattri-

bute<l by Grntian, Decrcl. V. ii. Can. xvi. Q. 1. c. viii. to a
I'ope Eugenuis.— .S;Vm' piscis sine atiiid caret villi, ita .tine

monoslerio iiionnchus. In P. 1'. aecunling to MS. Collnn.

Vesp. U. xvi. (for the passape is omitted in the printed

editions) a similar saying is quoted from Gregory.

Gregori tlie grete clerk garte w-rite in bokes
The rewle of idle reli^riouu riytful and obedient
rtijt as fishes in a Hod whan hem faileth water
Deien for drowlhe whan thei drie liggen

Riyt so religious roten and ster\en

That out of covent or cloistre coveiten to dwelle.

As the known senses of rekkeles, viz. careless, neplipent,

by no moans suit with this passiige, I am inclined to

suspect that Chaucer possibly wrote rei/helles, i e. without
rule. Repvl, from Reptila, was the Saxon word for a Rule,

and particularly for a Monastic Rule. Hence Rerjol-Hr',

KeguUiris seu Monastica vita: Hegol-lape ; Hegularium
lex : and in the quotation from Orm, Essay, itc. n. 52. an
reijhel-hoc signifies the himk of RuUs, by which the Augus-
tiiiian Ciinons were go%'cmcd.

A'er. 187- As Austin bit] i. e. biddeth. Chaucer fre-

quently abbreviates the third pei-son Sing, of the I'resent

Tense in this manner. See ver !)7*i 98.'t. Rit for Riileth.

ver. 4(X)9. 1561!6. Pint for Findeth. ver. 41!)1. Rist for

Riseth. ver. 5(«8. 50/1, 5. Slant hr Stuudetli. ver. 72.19.

Sit for Sittelh. ver. 7f«8. Swit for Smilelh.

Ver. 1.9.3. his sieves purfiled.] From the Fr. Pourfiler,

which properly signifies, to work \ipnn the eilpe. Pur,
Hno. and Pour Fr. are generally corruptions of the Latin

Pro.

It is not clear what species of fur the Gris was, only

that it was one of the better sorts. Sec Du Cange in v.

Griseum. If it was the same with Vair, commonly called

Menever, i. e. Memt Vair, as he supposes, it was probably

nest in esteem to Ermin. See the .Statute .37 E. III. c.

10 and 12. One of Wolsey's ordinances for the reformation

of the Augustinjan monks in 1519 is directed against the

foppery here described. In manicis sub nullo modo
fiirruris utantur aut pt-Uibus, ni.si prout iis pcrniissum est

in Statutis Benedictinis. Monast. v. ii. p. 567-

Ver. 203. His bootes souple] This is part of the descrip-

tion of a smart Abbot, by an anonymous writer of the

XIII Century. Ocreas habtbat in cruiibus, quasi innate

essent, sine plica porrectas 5IS. Boil. James, n. 6. p. 121.

Ver. 233. farsed] Stuffid, from the Fr. Farcir.

Ver. 237- Of yeddinges] This word being not understood,

has been changed in some copies into tidinges, and u-eil-

(tinges. It probably means a kind of Song, from the Sax.

Geddiau, or Giddian, To sing. See the Saxon Boethius,

cap. i. 1. ult. where the words thus singende cualh are

rendered in the Poetical Version, p. 152. gyddude thus.

See more instances in Lye's Sax. Diet. The Saxon 5
passes frequently into y

Ver. 256. in principio'] This phrase is commonly ex-

plained to refer to the Beginning of St. John's Gospel. It

may also refer to the Beginning of Genesis. In an old

French Komance, Vhistoire iles trois Maries, it seems to

signify some passage in the conclusion of the Mass. Acad,

des Ins. t. xiii. p. 521,

Moult aise sui quant audio
Le Prestre dire In principio.
Car la Messe si est finee.

It is not very material in which of these senses it is un-
derstood, either here or in ver. 15169.

Ver. 258. His pourchas was, &c.] From the Rom. de la

R 12288.

Mieu.\ vault mon pourchas que ma rente.

See R. R. £838.

Ver. 260. In Love-dayes] A day appointed for the

amicable settlement of differences was called a Lnve-day.

Braeton, 1. v. fol. 360. si ante judicium capiatur Diis

Amoris.—Rot. Parl.\3 H. IV. n. 13. agayn the fourme of

« Loveday taken bytwen the same pai-ties. The Glossary

calls them improperly. Meetings for pleasure atui di-

version. They were meetings for business ; though rt is

probable that the business, when finished, was iisUiiliy

followed by a treat given to the .Arbitrators, Ac. See llio

Pari. Roll, quoted above. In P. P. fol. xxvii. Sloth, in the
character of a Priest, says,

1 can holde Lovedaye.f, and herea Revcs rekenjTige,
And in Cannon or in 1 lecretals 1 caunot read a'lyne.

Ver. 270. The see were kept] i. o. guarded. The old
Subsidy of Tonnage and Poundage was given to the King
pur la sati/garde el custodie del ni-r. 12 E. IV. c. 3.

Ver. 292. his overest courtepy] Ilis uppermost short cloke

of coarse cloth. See ver. fi9(!4. and P. P. fol. xxxiii. b. 1. ult.

And kyt her copes and courtepies hem made.

It is a Teutonic word, from Kort curtus, and Pijb, penuhl
coactilis,cx vi'lis crassiorihns. Kilian in w.
Ver 300. Yet hadde he] Ilndde is here to be pronounced

as a Dissyllable, the h in he being considered as a conso-

nant. So below, ver. .Tas. See also ver. 9859. 11784. I] Ho4.

125.32. 128.34. in all which instances, and many others, the

e fuminine is to be pronounced before h.

304. to scolaie] to attend school; from the old French
verb, escoldier. It is used in the same sense by Lydgate.

Traged. fol. 99. So Chaucer uses to Werreie, ver. 10324.

14338. and to Festeye, ver. 10<j.5.o, from Guerroier and
Festoier.

Ver. 307. in forme and reverence] tuith propriety and
modesty. In the next line, "full i/ high scntenie" means
only, I apprehend, "full of high, or excellent, sense."—
Jlr. Warton will excuse me for suggesting these explana-

tions of this passage in lieu of those which he has given

in his Hist, of F.ng. Po. p. 451. The credit of good letteru

is concerned, that Cliaueer should not be supposed to have
made " a pedantic formality," and " a precise sententious

style on all subjects," the characteristics of a scholar.

Ver. 322. in suspect] in suspicion. See ver. 8781.

12197.

Ver. 331. a scint of silk with barres smale] It appears
from our author's translation of R. R. ver. 1103. that

barres were called cloux in French, and were an usual

ornament of a girdle. See Mr. Wai toll's Hist. p. .377-

426. Clavus in Latin, from whence the Fr. Cloux is

derived, seems to have signified not only an outward
border, but also what we call a stripe. Montfaucon, t.

iii. part i. ch. vi. A Bar in Heraldry is a narrow stripe,

or Fascia. Du Cange, in v. Clavatus, quotes the Slatut.

Andegav. an. 1423. in which the Clergy, and especially the
Regulars, are forbid to wear zonas auro clavatat.

Ver. ,3.3.3. A Frankelein] Fortescue de L. L. Ang. c. 29,

describes a Franklain to be a Pater /amilias—magnii
ditatus possessionibus. He is classed with, but a^fler, the

Mills and Armiger ,- and is distinguished fnmi the I.ibere

tenentes and Valecti ; though, as it should seem, the only

real distinction between him and other FreehoVlers con-

sisted in the largeness of his estate, Spelman, in v.

Frankld'n. quotes the following passage from Trivet's

French Chronicle : MS. Bibl R S. n. 56. Thomas de

Brothertnn, filius Edwardi I. Mareschallus Angli», (j/(r«

la mort de son pere esposa lafille de un Franeheleyn apelee

Alice. The Historian did not think it worth his while

even to mention the name of the Frankelein.

Ver. ,342. Seint Julian] was eminent for providing his

votaries with good lodgings and accommodation of all

sorts. In the title of his Legende, JI.S. Bod. \m'>. fol. 4, he
is called " St Julian, the gode herberjour." It ends thus.

Therfore yet to this day thei that over lond wende,
Thei biddeth Seint Julian anon that gode herborw he hem

sende.
And Seint Julianes Pater noster ofteseggeth also.

For his fader soule and his moderes, that be hem bring

therto.

Of the virtue of Seint Julian's Pater-noster sec the

Decameron. D. ii. N. 2.



176 NOTES ON THE CANTERBURY TALES.

Ver. 344. cnvraed] Stored with tvine. Cotgrave has

preserved the French word cnvind, in the same sense.

This is the reading of MS3. Ask. 1. 2. and others. The

common editions read viendid.

Ver. 357. At Sessions] At the Sessiotis of the Peace.

The Justices, hy the Stat. 34 E. III. c. 1. were to he, in

each comity, V7i Seigneur et ovcsque liii trols ou qtiatre des

meultz vauez du eountee, ensemblement ove ascuns sages

de la ley. A wealthy Frankelein might perhaps he com-

missioned under this description ; hut I know not how he

coud he a Knight of the Shire ; as they by 46 R- III. were

to be Chivalkrs et Serjantz dcs weulx vauez du pais ;

imless we suppose, either tliat tlie rank of Serjitnt

,Esquire) was as undefined as it is now, or that his

office of Justice made him an Esquire, within the meaning

of the act.

Ver. 359. An anelace] See the Gloss, to M. Paris in v.

Anelacius. It was a kind of knife, or dagger, usually

worn at the girdle. In that passage of M. Paris, p. .342.

where Petrus de Rivallis is mentioned nsgestansanelaeium

ad lumbare. quod clercium non decebat, it may he doubted

whether the wearing of an anelace simply, or the wearing

of it at the girdle, was an indecent thing in the clerk. The

five city-mechanics, a few lines below, are described as

wearing knives, and probably at their girdles (see v. 370.)

though the latter circumstance is not clearly expressed.

In the picture of Chaucer, which is inserted in some

copies of Occleve's book De regimine principis, he is re-

presented with a kn4fe hanging from a button upon his

breast. See 3ISS. Harl. 4866. Cotton. Otho. A. xviii.

Ver. 3jf). a gipciere] Fr. Gibeciere, a purse. The
mechanics, ver. 370. have also their pouches.

Ver. 361. a countour] This word has been changed in

Ed. Urr. upon what authority I know not, to Coroner.

The.MSS. all read Cowntowr, or coOT?)?o?(r. At the same

time it is not easy to say what office is meant. I have a

notion, that the Foreman of the inquest in the Hundred-

court was called a Countour ; but the Law Glossaries do

not take notice of any such sense of the word, and I cannot

at present produce any ihing stronger in support of it

tlian the following passage of R. G. p. .ISS. Speaking of

an Hundred-court summoned by the Constable of Glou-

cester Castle, he says, that

—

He hald this hundred mid gret folk and honour,
And Adam of Arderne was is [his] chef counlotti:

Though this may possibly mean that Adam acted as

accoinptant or steward of the court.

Ver. 362. vavasour] The precise import of this word

is often as obscure as its original. See Du Cange in v. In

this place it should perliaps be understood to mean the

wliole class of middling Landholders.

Ver. 372. on the deis] Tliis word occurs so frequently in

our old authors, tliat it may be worth the while to endea-

vour to give a more satisfactory explanation of it tlian is

to be found in the Glossaries. I apprehend that it originally

signified the wooden floor ID'ais, Fr. De assibus, Lat.]

which was laid at the upper end of the hall, as we still

see it in College-halls, &c. That part of the ronm there-

fore, which was floored with planks, was called tlie Dais,

the rest being either the bare ground or at best paved with

stone ; and being raised above tlie level of the other parts

it was often called the high Dais. In royal halls there

were more Dais than one, each of them probably raised

above the other by one or more steps ; and that where the

King sate was called the highest Dais. At a dinner, which

Charles V. of France gave to the Emperour Charles IV. in

1.377, Christine de Pisan says. Hist, de Ch. V. P. iii. c.

3.3, cinq dois [dais^ avoit en la sale plains de Princes et de

Barons, et autres tables par-tout— et estoient les deux

grans dois et les drefouers fais de barrieres a I'environ.

As the principal table was always placed upon a Dais,

it began very soon, by a natural abuse of words, to be

called itself a Dais, and people were said to sit at the Dais,

instead of at the table upon the Dais- It was so in the time

of M. Paris. Vit. Abb. p. 10/0. Priore prandente ad

magaam mensain, quam Deis vocamus.

Menage, whose authority seems tc have led later anti-

quaries to interpret Dais, a Canopy, has evidently con-

founded Deis with Dcrs- Ders and Derselet, from Dorsum,
as he observes, meant properly the hangings at the back
of the company, Du Cange, v. DoRSAiE ; but as the s.anie

hangings were often drawn over so as to form a kind of

canopy over their heads, the whole was called a Ders.

Christine, P. iii. c. 41. Sus chascun des trois (the Em-
perour and the Kings of France and Bohemia) avoit un
ciel, distincte I'un de I'autre, de drapd'or a fieurs de lis ;

et pardessusces trois en avoit un grant, qui couvroit tout

ail long de la table, et tout derriere <ux pendoit, et estoit

de drap d'or. This last ciel, or canopy, "which covered

the whole length of the table, and hung down behind tlie

company," was a Ders. That it was quite a different

thing from a Deis, appears from what follows : A I'autre

dois [dais] auplus pres (she says) seoit—le Daulphin and
others. Et sus le chiefdu Daulphin avoit un ciel, et puis

un autre pardessus qui totite la table couvroit. Dais here

plainly means a table. The Dauphin sate at the second

table, and had a canopy over his own head, and another

which covered the whole table. In short, one of Jlenage's

own citations, if properly corrected, will fully establish the
distinct senses of these two words. Ceremon. de Godefroy,

p. 3,35. Le Roy se vint mettre a table sur un haul Ders
(read Deis) fait et pr^par^ en la grande salle du logis

Archiepiscopal, sous un grand Ders. le fond du quel estoit

tout d'or. He has another citation from Martene, deMon.
Hit 1. i. 0. xi. p. 109. in which he himself allows, that

Dasium, the same as Dais, must signify un estrade, a

raised floor. It appears from the same citation, that the

ascent to the Dasium was by more steps than one.

See below, ver. 2202. 9585. 103/3. and Gower, Conf. Am.
fol. 155. a. Sittende ttpon the hie deis.

Ver. ,381. for the nones] " That is, as I conceive, for the

occasion. This phrase, which was very frequently, though

not always very precisely, used by our old writers, I sup-

pose to have been originally a corruption of corrupt Latin.

From pro-nunc, I suppose, came for the nunc, and so for

the nonce ; just as from ad nunc came anon. The
Spanish entonces has been formed in the same manner
from in-tunc."

I have repeated this note from the last Edit, of Shake-

speare, Vol. 5. p. 239. as I have not found any reason to

elter my opinion with respect to the original of this phrase.

I will add here a list of several passages in these tales, in

which it is used in the same sense. See ver. 525. 547. 3469.

1.J948. 15339. See also R G. p. 285-

And he hadde vor the nones tweye suerdes by hys syde.

Ver. 383. And poudre marchant] 'lA'hat kind of ingre-

dient this was I cannot tell. Cotgrave mentions a Pou/dre

blanche and a, Pouldre de due, which seem both to have

been used in Cookery. I must take notice, that the epithet

tart, in most of the MSS. is annexed to poudre marchant,

and I rather wish I had left it there, as, for anything that

I know, it may suit that as well as Galingale. [See

Brander's roll. n. cxiii. For to make flaumpayns—then

take powdour of pepper or els powdotir marchant— ami n.

cxviii. Veel in buknade. Add. note. Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 384. London ale] Whether this was a different sort

of ale from that of the provinces, or only better made, I

know not ; but it appears to have been in request above a

century after Chaucer. In the account of the feast of

Archbishop Warham in 1504, are the following articles.

Lei. Collect. App. P. ii. p. 30

De cervisia Londini iiii. dol. vi li.

De cervisia Cant, vi dol. prec. dol. xxv s.

De cervisia Ang. Bere xx. dol. prec dol. xxiii s iv d.

So that London ale was higher priced than Kentish by 5s

a barrel.

Ver. 386. Maken mortrewes] Lord Bacon, in his Njt.

Hist. i. 48. speaks of " a Morlress made with the brawn of

capons stamped and strained." He joins it witli thecuUice

[coulis) of cocks. It seems to have been a rich broth, or

siiupe, in the preparation o? which the flesh was stnmpi'd,

or beat, in a mortar ; from w hence it probablv derived its
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name, uiie morlreuse ; though I cannot say that I have

ever met witli the French word.

Ver. 3()8. a niornial] A cancer, or (lamjrene. So the

Gloss, and I believe t'haucer meant no more, by his con-

fining tiie disease to /*<• shin. Tlie original word. Malum
mortuum, Lat. Mauxiiiorz, Vn. seems to have signified a

kind of dead palsy, which took away entirely the use of

the legs and foot. Du Cange, in v. Malum MOiiTi'fM.

Jcn8:>n, in imitation of this psissage, has described a cook

with an—"old mortnial on his shin." Sad Shepherd. A. ii.

& vi.

Ver. 3.0.^ All in a goune of falding] I have added Jll,

for the sake of the verse, but perhaps unnecessarily, as

8ome of the MSS. read

—

In a goune of falding unto t'.e knee.

The reader has been forewarned, fissay, &c. p. xliv., tliat

Chaucer is not always correct in the disposition of his

accents.

Ver. 400. Of nice conscience] H. Stephens informs us, that

A'ice was the old French word for NiaLf. one of the syno-

nymes of Sut. Apnl. Herod. 1. i. c. 4. Our author uses it

elsewhere in its original sense for foolish, ver. (jj^ll.

But say that we ben mse, and nothing nice.

Ver. 405. His herberwe, his mone] In ver. 11.347- he uses

herbence for the jilace of the Sun, which perhaps it may
8ig:nify here. Lodemanar/e seems to be formed, as the

Gloss, observes, by adding a French tcrminatfon to the

Sax. Ladman, a Guide, or I'ilot. It would have been

more English to have said I.oiicmanship, as Seujnan.'ihip,

Horsemanship, liC. From the same property of ica^Ziiii?,

the North-star, in ver. 2(i()l, is called the Lodeslcrre ; and

hence also our name of Loadstone for the Magnet.

Ver. 41«. by his magike naturel] The same practices are

alluded to in U. F. iii. 175.

And clerkes eke, which conne well

All this majjiike naturell.

That crafteiy do her intentes

To niaken in cerlai/ne n.\rrndentes

Yniages, lo ! through which nmg>'ke

To maken a man ben hole or soke.

Ver. 433. Old Hippocras] Whoever is curious to know
more of the Physicians mentioned in this Catalogue may
consult the Account of Authors, &c. in Ed. Urr.—Fabric.

Bibl. Med- .flit.—and the Elench. Sledicor. Vet. ap. eund.

Bibl. Or. t. xiii. I shall only observe that the names of

Hippocras, or Ypocras, and Gallien were used even by

the Latin writers of the middle ages for Hippocrates and

Galen. See the inscriptions in the Library at St. Albans,

ilonast. L i. p. 1U4.

Magnuseram medicus, Jlypncras sum nomine dictus.

Alter et egregius vocitatus eram Gaiienus.

See below, ver. 12240.

Ver. 459. moist and newe] Moist is here used in a

peculiar sense, as derived from musleus ; for according to

Nonius, 2. 518. Muslnm, non solum vinum, verum etiam

novellum qiiiquid est, recte dicitur. So in ver. 17tX)9.

moisty ale is opposed to old.

Ver. 464. as noutlie] the use of nouthe for now, in thi"

place has so much the appearance of a botch, that it may
be proper to observe that the word was in use beft)re

Chaucer's time. See R.G. p. 455, 8. In the latter instance

it ;s in the middle of the verse.

Ver. 470. Gat-tothed] Whether we read thus, with the

generality of the MSS. or Cal-tothed, with .MSS. Ask. 1. 2. or

Qap-tuthed, with Ed. Urr. I confess myself equally unable

to explain what is meant by this circumstance of descrip-

tion. The AVife uses the phrase when speaking of herself

iij ver. 61H.5.

Ver. 528. spiced conscience] This phrase occurs again,

ver &117. but 1 do not understand it. See B. and F. Mad
Lo»er, Act, .3.

Ver. 550. the ram] This was the usual prize at wrestling-

matches. Sec below, ver. ISti?!. and Gamelyn. ver. 343.

5.15. M- Paris mentions a wrestling-match at WcHtminstcr

in the year 1222, at which a ram was the prize, p. 265.

Ver. 562. a goliardeih] Un gnliardois. Fa. Goliardus, or

Goliardensis, Lat. This jovial sect hwin^ to have been bo

called from Golias, the real or assumed name of a man of

wit, toward the end of the .xiith Century, who wrote the

Apocalypsis Gclice, and other |)ieccs in burloMpie Latin

liimes, some of which have hien falhuly attributed to

Walter Map. .See Tanner's Hihl. Hrit in v. (ioi.iAS, and
Du Cange in v. GoLtAiiDus. There is a ])neiu by one of

this sect in .AIS. liod. ,3f«i!». James. ;12. which is entitled

" Dicta cujusdam Goliardi Anglici," and begins thus :

Omnibus in (i.nllia, .Aniihis Goliardus,
Obediens et huuiilis, frator uon liastardus,

Golia' disci]iulus. dolens (pioJ taui tardus,

Mandat saluteni fratribus, nouiiue liicljardus.

The last Stanza is this,

Summa s.alus omnium, filius Marifc,

Pascal, potet, vestiat piieros Golise,

Et conservet socios saiict<X' confraria!

Ad dies usque ultimos Enoch et Klya?.

In several authors of the xiiith Century, quoted by Du
Cange, the Goliardi are classed with the Joculatores el

buffones.

Ver. ."iGS. a thomb of gold] If the allusion be, as is most

probable, to the old proverb. Every honest Miller has a

thumb of gold, this passage may mean, that our .'Miller,

notwithstanding his thefts, was an honest Miller, i. e. as

honest as his brethren.

Ver. .'188. sette hir aller cappe] Alter is the Genitive

Plural of Alle, from the Sax. eaira. Hir alter would be

properly rendered in Latin enrum omnium. See the Essiiy,

(fee. n. 27. To set a man's cap is the same as to make afoot

ofhim. See ver. 3145.

How that a Clerk hath set the lorightes cappe.

Ver. 6I7. a right good stot] I take Slot to be put here for

Stod, the Saxon word for a Stallion. A stot signified pro-

perly n Bullock, as it still does in the North. See the Percy

Housh. Book, p. 2. and Note. The passiige which Du
Cange, in v Stottis, has quoted from Maddox, Form.

Angl. p. 427. to shew, that Sloltus signifies ICquus admit-

sarius, proves rather that it signifies a Bullock. John de

Ncvill leaves to his eldest son several specific legacies " et

eciam cc vaccas pro stauro, cc stotlos et stirkes, MiM

bidentes," &c. Stirke is the Saxon name for a heifer, so

that there can be little doubt that " cc stottos et stirkes,"

should be rendered " cc bullocks and heifers."

Ver. fJL'fi. cherubinnes face] H. Stephen.s, Apol. Herod,

I. i. c. XXX. quotes the same thought from a French Epi-

gram.

Nos grands docteurs au Cherubin visage, &c.

Ver. 627. sausefleme] I find this word in an old Fr. book

of Physick, which I have quoted before in n. on ver. \('5.

" Oignement magistrel pur sausefleme et pur chesoune

manere de roiflne."—Roipnc signifies any scorbutic erup-

tion. So in the Thousand notalile Ihintjs, H. i. 70. "A
sawsjleame or red pimpled face is helped with this medi-

cine following."—Two of the ingredients are Quicksilver

and Brimstone. In another place, B. ii. 2<i. Oi/lc of Tartar

is said " to take away clc.-inc all spots, freckles, and filthy

wheales." These last, I suppose, are what Chaucer calls

u-helkes. The Origin.al of the word seems to be pointed

out in the following passage. Vit. U. ii. a Mon. Evesli. p.

169. " facies alba—interdum sanguinisfeumate viciata."

Ver. 648. Questio quid juris'] This kind of Question

occurs frequently in Ralph de Hcngham. After having

stated a case, he adds. Quid juris f .and then proceeds to

give the answer to it. See Heng. .Mag. c. xi. Esto autem

quod reus nullo modo venerit ad liunc diem, quid juris f

&c. See also, c. xii.

Ver. 649. a gentil harlot] The name of Harlot was

anciently given to men as well as women. See below,

ver. 4266. 7336. Herlod, in Welsh, is said to signify
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simply a young man, and Herlodes, a young woman.
Kichards. Welsh Diet, in v. With us it seems always

to have been a disgraceful appellation. In R.R. ver.

eOC}8. King of Harlots is Chaucer's translation of Roy de

rihanlx.

Ver. 664. a Signijicavit} The writ de excommunicato

capiendo, commonly called a Signijicavit, from the begin-

ning of the writ which is as follows: Rex Vicecomiti L
talulem. Signincavit nobis i-enerabilis pater H. L. Epis-

copus, &c. Cod. Jur. Ecc. p. 1054.

Ver. 6fi5. In danger hadde he] i. e. within the reach, or

control, of his office. See Hist. Abbat. Pipwell. ap. Monast.

Angl. t. i. p. 815. Nee audebant Abbates eidem resistere,

quia aut pro denariis ant pro bladis semper fuerunt Ab-
bates in dangerin dicti Officialis.

Tlie yonge girles, in the next line, may signify either

the young men or the young tvonien ; as girl was formerly

an appellation common to both sexes.

Ver. 672. Of Rouncevall] I can hardly think that Chau-

cer meant to bring his Pardoner from Ronceviiux in

Navarre, and yet I cannot find any place of that name in

England. An Hospital Beatce Mnria de Rounciivalle in

Charing, London, is mentioned in the Monast. t. ii. p. 443.

and there was a Bunceval-Hall in Oxford. Stevens, v. ii.

p. 262. So that perhaps it was the name of some Frater-

nity.

Ver. 674. Come hither, love, to me] This, I suppose
wa-s the beginning, or the burthen, of some known song.

Love, is here a dissyllable, as in ver. 26(1.

In love-days, ther c<5ud he m<5chel helpe.

and in ver. 162".

Ful s6th is sAyde, that l(jve n6 lordship.

The double rime of tome, answering to Rome, proves

evidently that Rome in this place is to be pronounced as

a Dissyllable. We need therefore have no scruple, I

think, of pronouncing it in the same manner wherever

the metre requires two syllables. See ver. 4562. 4.576. 5388.

556S.

A like use may be made of other similar rimes in Chau-

cer for establishing the pronunciation of the e feminine.

In ver. 1667;*- by me rimes to time, and in Tro. ii. 991. to

time and prime ; and accordingly both time and prime are

used in other places as dissyllables. See ver. 7884. 10827

—

10674. 12596.

In these cases the final monosyllable me transfers its

accent to the preceding syllable, after the manner of the

Greek enclitics, and the final e of course becitmes a mere
e feminine.

Ver. 675. bare—a stiff burdoun] Sang the base. See ver.

4163. and Du Cange in v. Burdo.

Ver. 684. the new get] The new fashion. Gette, or jett,

for the MSS. differ, is used in the same sense by Occleve,

de Reg. Princ. MSS. Bod. 15ll4. 1/86.

Also ther is another hcwe gette.

All foule waste of cloth and excessif.

—

Ver. 689. Bret-ful of pardon] This is the reading of all

the .MSS. and the same expression occurs, in the same

sense, in v. 2166, and ifi F. III. 1033.

Ver. 710. a noble ecclesiast] It appears from hence that

the Pardoner was an itinerant ecclesiastick. of much the

same stamp with Frate Cipolla in the Decameron, vi. 10.

By the Stat. 22 IT. VIII. c. 12. all proctors and pardoners

going about in any country without sufficient authority

are to be treated as vagabonds. Their impositions upon

the credulity of the vulgar have been checked by several

Councils. See Du Cange. in v. QiKTstiarii and Qu<Fstion-

arius, under which general names the vcriders o/indtilgen-

ci'i aie included.

Ver. 74.3. Eke Plato sayeth] This saying of Plato is

quoted again ver. 1715R. Our author probably took it from

Boethius, B. iii. Pr. 12. See also Rom. de la R. ver. 7465.

Ver. 761. amonges] I have ventured to lengthen the

common reading among by a syllable, as the metre re-

quires it, and Chaucer uses the word so lengthened in

other places. See ver. 6.534.

0\ide, amonges other thiuges smale

—

and ver. 9902.

Amonges other of his honest thinges.

I suspect that the Sax. gemang had originally a termination
in an, gemangan, like many other of the Saxon adverbs
and prepositions.

Ver. 787. to make it wise] To make it a matter of
in'sdom, or deliberation. So in ver. 3978. 11,535. Tie made it

strange—signifies

—

he made it a matter of difficulty.

Ver. 792. This is the point] See the Discourse, «Sic. §. vii.

Ver. 812. and our othes swore] i. e. and we swore our othes

—and praied him, &c. It is too frequent a practice with

our author to omit thegoverning Pronoun before his verbes.

See below, ver. 1757. And satee—ioT—And they sawe. Ver.

5042. and sayn—for

—

and they sayn. Ver. 5054. and yet lith

—for

—

and yet he lith. Ver. 6123. and blamed himself—ior
—and he blamed himself. Ver. 6398. And made him—for

—Atid I made him.

Ver. 819. In high and lowe] [n, or De alto et basso.

Barb. Lat. Haut et bas. Fr. were expressions of entire

submission on one side, and sovereignty on the other. So

P. L. p. 283. speakinfT of the Pope, says—He salle at his

dome set it lowe and hie. See Du Cange, in v.

Ver. 827. a litel more than p;is] A pas, with Chaucer,

means, always, I believe, afoot-pace. See ver. 2899. And
riden forth a pas. And ver. 12800. Than thou wolt gon a
pas not but a mile. See also ver. 16043.—more than trot

or pas.

Ver. 8,37. Now draweth cutte] Braweth is the second

person Plural of the Imperative Jlode. See the Essay, &c.

n. .32. The ceremony of drawing cutte occjirs again, ver.

12727, seq. YroifisiiTt C3.\\s\i tirer a la longue paille. V. i.

c. 2.04.

Ver. 868. the regne of Feminie] The kingdom of the

Amazons. So Penthesilea is called by Gower the Queenof
Feminee. Conf. Am. fol. 75. a 97. b.

Ver. 886. And of the temple] The Editions, and all the

MSS. except two, read tempest. But the Tlieseida says

nothing of any tempest. On the contrary it says, that the

passage

Tosto fomito fu et senza pene.

I have therefore preferred the reading of JISS. C. i. and
HA. as Theseus is described making his offerings, &c.
upon his return, in a temple of Pallas. Thes. 1. ii.

Ver 907—13] Imitated from the Theseida.

Chi son costoro, che a nostri lieti aventi

Cum crini sparti, batendose el pecto,
Di squalor piene in altri obseuri vestimenti,

Tutte piangendo, come se in despecto
Havessen la mia gloria e I'altre genti.

The 3rd line, I suspect, should be read thus

:

Di squalor piene in atri vestimenti.

Obseuri was a gloss for atri.

Ver 911. misboden] Injured. So in a Charter of Canute
to the Church of St. Paul. Monast. v. iii. p. 304. that nan
man—heoni misbeode.

Ver. 940. wala wa] I shall take the liberty of constantly

representing this Interjection in this simple form, thou-ii

in the MSS. it is written very differently ; walaieay, ic.

away, welaway, &c. from whence the more modern vul-'ii

weladay. Wa and la are both Saxon interjections of gntf.

The compound Walawais used in Chr. Saxon. Gibs. p. l:il

Ver. &70. No nere Athenes] Nerc is used for Nerrc, and

that for Nerer, the Comparative of Ker. So ver. 1852. feiro

ne nere; ver. 1345U. jiere and ne?'e; ver. 16189. never tin

nere.

Ver. 981. y bete] Probably, stamped; that operati.m

being anciently, I suppose, performed by the hammer.
See ver. 11948. 11951.
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Ver. 1016. And he that other] lie is inserted for the sal.-e

of the metre. Uiit iicrhaps we should rather read with

some of the MSS. And that other kitiyht hightc Palaiuon.

See the n. on ver. XKi.

Hiplilc is a Dissyllable here as in other places ; ver. 018.

8fi2. i?.'!"!. »W, et al. It is difficult to determine preeiscly

what part of speech it is; but upon tlio whole. I am
inclined to consider it as a word of a very singular form, a

verb active with a passive signification. See ver. 15(iii.

yihera I fiifflite must signify / <rm calh'il, as in the verso

preceding to hitihte signifies to be called. According to

this hypothesis in the present instance and in ver. fill).

8(;2. l?*). where highte signifies ivas call-d, it is put for

hiphted ; and in ver. 3097, where it signifies is called, for

htghleth.

It should be observed, that the Sax. hatan, vocare, pro-

mi'tere, from whence fihihle is derived, is a verb active of

the common form ; and so is highte itself, when it signifies

to promise. See ver. Cfi06 8372.

Ver. 1053. at the sonne uprist] I should have had no
objection to the reading of Kd. Urr. as the sonne nprist,

i. e. vpriseth, if I had found it in any IMS. The common
reading is supported by Lydgate, Th. fol. 364. a. where
uprisl is used for uprisitifj.

Ver. 1080. he blent] This word has vai-ious senses in

Chaucer, as it is derived from blinnan, cessare ; blindan,

caicare ; or blcndan, miscere. It seems here to be used in

a fourth sense, the same in which Shakespeare uses the

verb to blench, i. e. to shrink or start aside. Johnson's

Diet, in V. Ble.vch. And so perhaps in ver. 3751. and Tro.

iii. 1352.

Ver. 113.5. to dien in the peine] So in Froissart, v. i.

c. 206. Edward III. declares that he will not return

"jusques a tant qu'il auroit fin de guerre, ou paix a sa

suffisance, ou a son grand honneur : ou il mourroit en la

peine." See also K. H. y.iH>.

Ver. 1157. par amour I loved hire] i. e. tnth love I loved

her. This is a genuine old expression. See Froissart, v. i.

c. 196. II aima ad/)nc par amours, et depuis espousa,

Madame Ysabelle de Juillers.—and Hoccace, Decam. x. 7-

per u Hi ore amiat3. So below, ver. 2114. That loveth par
amour.—From hence Paramour or Paramours, in one
word, was used vulgarly to signify tore; See ver. 3355.

439t). 13772. and a mistress ; ver. 6036.

Ver. 1165. the olde Clerkes sawe] The olde Clerk is

Boethius, from whose book de ConsiAalione Chaucer has
borrowed largely in many places. The passage alluded to

is in L. iii. Met. 12.

Quis legem det amantibus ?

Major lex amor est sibi.

Ver. 1214. stound] One moment. For this reading we
are obliged to MS. C. i. Vulg. or stound.

Ver. 12G4. A dronken man] This is also from Boethius,

L. iii. Pr. 2.

Ver. 1281. The pure fetters] The very Fetters. So in the

Duch. ver. 58:1. The pure deth. The Greeks used Kadapos
in the same sense (Tifiwi' Kadapos. A very Timon : Aris-

topb. Oof. 1548.) ; and the Latins purus putus. See

Froissart, v. ii. e. 104. pur Anglois de courage.

Ver. 1346. exiled on his hed] So in Froissart, v. i. c. 241.

orders were given que nul sur sa teste ne s'advanpiist d'aller

dei-ant. In v. ii. c. 41. he uses indifferently *«?• la teste

and sur peine de la teste.

Ver. 1378. Befome his hed in his celle] This is the

reading of MS. E. TheM^^S. C. i. and II A. read, Uefom
his Owen eelle—and perhaps their authority ought to have
been followed in the text.

Ver. 1430. Philostrate] In the Theseida Arcite takes

the name of Pentheo. See the Discourse, &c. p. liv. The
name of Philostrate might be suggested to Chaucer,
either by Boccace's poem entitled Philostrnto, or by the

Dtcameron, in wliieh one of the characters is so called. In

the Midsummer Niaht's Dream, of which the principal

Bubject is plainly taken from this Tale, a Philostrate is

also introduced as a favourite servant of Theseus, and
master of his sports.

Ver. 1479. That nedes co.st] The sense of this paswage as

it stands in the MSS. is so obscure, that I nm inclined to

adopt the alteration proposed in (JI. (Jrr. v. Nkdk. That
nedes cast he moste himselven hide. i. e. That he must
needs cast, or contrive, to hide himself. But I find the
same expression in L. W. 26!t(;.

" Or nedes costc this thing mote have an endc."

Ver. l.')24. feld hath eyen] An old Monkish verse to this

efTeet is quoted in MS. Bud. James, n. 6. ]). 161. Campus
habet lumen, et habet nemus auris acumen.

Ver. 1537. Now shineth it, and now] I have printed this

line so upon the credit of Edit. M. which professes to

follow MSS. though perhaps' we might safely read with
MS. A. Now itte shineth, now

—

Itte may h.ave been a dis-

syllable formerly as wcH as alte.

Ver. 1568. That shapen was. &c.] See T. iii. 734. 5. 7797.

Ver. 1628. his thankcs] With his yood icill. See also

ver. 2109. 5854. and ver. 2116. hir thankcs; with their (lood

will. So in the Saxon Chron. p. 243. sume here tlia7ikes,

and sume here unthankes ; aliqui libenter et aliqui in-

gratis.

Ver. 1644. And breking] The MSS. .ill re.ad, hrekelh.

But it is more likely, I think, that the first transcriber

should have made a mistake in that word, tlum tliat

Chaucer should have offended so unnecessarily against

grammar.

Ver. 1(;.58. In his fighting were as] As has been inserted

for the sake of the metre, but I am not satisfied with it

Perhaps we should read fightinpe, and pronounce the final

e. In the Saxon, Verbals of this form are said to termin-

ate in angc, inge, onge, unpe. Ilickes, Or. AS. c. 3. xvii.

Ver. 1670. 1.] So in the Theseida, 1. v.

Ma come nui vegian venir in hora
Cossa che in raille anni non aviene.

Ver. 1715. As though it were] Tlie best MSS. read—As
it were in a listes—which perhap.? is right. See before,

ver. 1014. on armes.—And Froissart, v. i. c. 153. en unci

lices, qui pour celle cause furcnt faites.

In the preceding line other is the old expression for or.

Ver. 1749. Mars the rede] So below, ver. 1971- Bocc.ace

has given Mars the same epithet in the opening of his

Theseida.

— mbicondo Marte.

Ver. I8I7. And therfore] Imitated from theTlicseida, 1. v.

Ma pero che gia inamorato fui

il per amor sovente folegiai,

M'e caro niolto il ijerdouare altrui.

Ver. 1861. Sle his contrary] The terms in the Theseida

are simply

—

Chi I'altra parte caccera di fuore

Per forza d'arme. marito Ii tia.

Ver. 190O. Arsmetrike] So Arithmetikc was commonly
called in our ancient language. See below, ver. 7804. and

The seven Sages of Rome. MS. Cotton. Galba. E. ix.

Geometrie and ars mctrike

Fisik and also Ketorike.

Ver. 1915. Hath Theseus don wrought] This should

rather be don work. The Participle of the Past Time is

put improperly for the Infinitive Mode. But the same

inaccuracy occurs again in ver. 4591.

These marchants ban don fraught hir shippes newe.

Ver. 1920. the temple of Venu.s] In the description of

this temple Chaucer has taken very little from lioccacc,

as he had already inserted a very close imitation of this

part of the Tlieseida in his Assemblee cfFoules, from ver.

183 to ver. 2i.7. If that Poem alludes, as 1 suspect, to the

intended maniape between John of Gaunt and lilanche

of Lancaster, which took place in l.'f59, it will follow that

N 2
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the Poem of Palamon and Arcite must have been com-

posed after that period.

Ver. 1932. And hadde a euckow] Hadde is inserted upon
the authority of Ed. M. I do not recollect to have found

it in any MS.

Ver. 1942. The porter idelnesse] In the As?, of F. ver.

261. Richcsse is the Porter of Venus. But Idelnesse, Dame
Oi/seuse, is the Porter of the Jardin de Deduit. Rom. de

la R. 645.

Ver. 1977. I shall throw together a few lines of the

Theseida, which Chaucer has plainly copied in this des-

cription.

Xe v'era bestia ancora ne pastore

—

Cerri—Nodosi. aspri. rigid! e vetusti

—

E le porte eran de eterno adamante
Femito d'ogni parte tutte quante.

Ver. 1999. The cruel ire] From flie Theseida.

Vide \i le ire rosse come focho
E la paura palida in quel locho.

The pikepurse, I am sorry to say, is Chaucer's own.

Ver. 2002. The shepen] The stable; from the Sax. scjT^en,

which signifies the same thing. The translator of Bede
renHers ad stabulajumentorum—to neata scypene. B. iv.

c24.

Ver. 2014. outhees] Outcry; from Hiiteiium, a term
well known in our Law. This line has usually been

printed

—

Armed complaint on the/tand. fiers corage.

Ver. 2019. the shippes hoppesteres] It is needless to

trouble the reader with the various readings and inter-

pretations of this passage. To Itoppe, in Saxon signified

exactly the same as to dance, though with us it has ac-

quired a ludicro'is sense ; and the termination stre, or

ster, was used to denote a female, like trix in Latin. As
therefore a female baker was called a bakester, a female
brewer a brewester, a. female webbe, or weaver, a webbester,

so, I conceive, a female hopper, or dancer, was called an
hnppester. It is well known that a ship, in most languages,

is considered as a female.

Though the idea of a ship dancing on the waves be not

an unpiietical one, the adjunct hoppesteres does not seem
so proper in this place as the bellatrici of the Theseida,

1. vii.

Vedevi ancor le ^a^^ bellatrici.

In voti carri e li volti guastati.

In another respect Chaticer has improved upon his original,

by representing the ships on fire. It should be observed

that the principal circumstances in Boccace's description

of this temple of Mars are copied from Statins, 1. vii.

Ver. 2020. The hunte] The huntsman, from the Sax-

hunta. See before, ver. 1C30. and below, ver. 2630. I know
not what to think of the two following lines. Was Chaucer
serious, or did he mean, in this and some other similar

passages, to ridicule the minute and often incongruous
descriptions of the old Romancers? The lines are in all

the 3ISS.

Ver. 2027- Tli' armerer and the bowyer] The Editions

and all the MSS. except Dr. Askew's, read—The harbour
and the bocher. I was glad to avail myself of the authority

of those two JISS. to insert Th' armerer instead of Tlie

harbour, and in consequence of that emendation I have
ventured, from conjecture only, to substitute the bowyer
for the bocher.

Ver. 2031. With thilke sharpe swerd] Thilke is from
conjecture only. The MSS. read

—

the. Sharpe is a Dissyl-

lable in other places. See v r. 2028. 2605. 903,3.

In the next line I have also put Yhanging instead of

flanging.

Ver. 212R. Armed they weren] This is upon the authority

of Ed. M. The MSS. read—Armed were they

—

Ver. 2150. alauns] Alano is the Spanish name of a
species of Dog. which the Dictionaries call a Mastiff. Sir

J. Bouchier's translation of Froissart, B. iv. c. 24. " foure

coursers and two Allans of Spaygne, fayre and good."

Ver. 2154. Torcttes'] Rather, toretes, with the MSS. from
the Fr. Touret, which is explained by Cotgrave to signify,

among other things, " the little ring, by which a Hawkes
Lnne, ovLeash, is fastened unto the Jesses." Mr.Warton has
shewn, by several quotations, that toretes were affixed to

the collars of dogs, for a similar purpose. Hist, of Eng.
Po p. 364. Our author says, that " (lie Ringe (of the

Astrolabe) renneth in a manner of a titret." Tr. of Ast.

fol. 291. b.

Ver. 2171. fraknes] The Saxon word for what we call

freckles.

Ver. 2206. What haukes] He alludes to the following

description in the Theseida, 1. vii.

L'aula grande d'alti cavalieri

Tutta era plena, e di diverse gente.

Qui^i aveva zuguiari e ministrieri

Di diversi atti copiosaniente,

Zilfalchi. astori, falconi. e sparavieri,

Brachi, li'iTeri, e mastin veramente,
Su per le stanze e in terra a giacere,

Assai a quor zentUi belli a vedere.

Ver. 2219. And in hire houre] I cannot better illustrate

Chaucer's Astrology than by a quotation from the old

Kalendrier de Bergiers, Edit. 1500. Sign. K. ii. b. Qui
veult savoir comme bergiers scevent quel planete regne

chascune heure du jour et de la nuit, doit savoir la planete

du jour qui veult s'enquerir ; et la premiere heure tem-
porelle du soleil levant ce jour est pour celluy planete. la

seconde heure est pour la planete ensuivant. et la tierce

pour I'autre, &c. in the following order, viz. Saturn,

Jupiter, Mars, Sol, Venus, Mercury, Luna. To apply this

doctrine to the present case. The first hour of the Sunday,

reckoning from sun-rise, belonged to the Sun, the Planet

of the day ; the second to Venus, the third to Mercury,

&c. and continuing this method of allotment, we shall

find that the twenty-second hour also belonged to the Sun,

and the twenty-third to Venus; so that the hour of Venus
really was, as Chaucer saj-s, two houres before sun-rise

of the following day.

Accordingly, we are told in ver. 2273. that the third

hour after Palamon set out for the temple of Venus, the

Sun rose, and Enielie began to go to the temple of Diane.

It is not said, that this was the hour of Diane, or the

Moon, but it really was ; for, as we have just seen, thjB

twenty-third hour of Sunday belonging to Venus, the

twenty-fourth must be given to Mercury, and the first

hour of Monday falls in course to the Jloon, the presiding

Planet of that day.

After this Arcite is described as walking to the temple
of Mars, ver. 2369. in the nexte houre of Mars, that is, the

fourth hour of the day. It is necessary to take these

words together, for the nexte houre, singly, would signify

the second hour of the day; but that, according to the

rule of rotation mentioned above, belonged to Saturn, as

the third did to Jupiter. The fourth was the nexte houre

o.fMars, that occurred after the hour last named.

Ver. "22.1. Fayrest of fayre] So Palamon in the Theseida.

O beUa dea. del bon Vulcan sposa.

Per cui se aliegra il monte Citherone,

Dee 1 ti priego. che mi sii pietosa.

Per quelle aniore che portasti ad Adone.

And again. See below, ver. 2240.

lo non te chegio in arme aver victoria

—

lo cercho sola Emilia, la qual poi

Donarmi. Dea, se donar la mi voi.

II modo trova tu, ch'io non nccuro
O ch'io sia ^into, ch'io sia vincitore.

Ver. 2273. The tbridde hour inequal] In the Astrological

system, the day, from sun-rise to sun-set, and the night,

from sun-set to sun-rise, being each divided into xii hours,

it is plain, that the hours of the day and night were never

equal, except just at the Equinoxes. The hours attributed

to the Planets were of this unequal sort. See Kalendrier

de Berg. loc. cit. and our author's treatise on the Astrolabe.
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Ver. •22aT. Fu mondo il tenipio e di bci drapi ornato,

Tlu'S. 1. vii.

Ver. 2291. Hire bright here] So Emilia is described in

Tbes. L xii.

Dicho che i suo crin parevnn d'oro,

Non con trezza restretti, ma soluti

E petinati.

Ver. 2292. A coroune] Corona di querzia cereale. Thcs.

1. vii.

Ver. 23.-.a Shal thee declaren] This Is improper, as the

fires A I iv already declared the event of the combat. In

the Original, as 1 remember, the appearance of Diana is

prior to the Omen.

Ver. 2.T72. payen] This French word is constantly used

in the best MSS. instead of payuii.

Ver. 2375. O stronge god] The prayer of Arcitc in the

Theteida begins in the same msinner.

A forte dio. che ne i regni nivosi

Uistonii ser^-i le tue s.icre case

—

Se per alto volere la mia etate

E le mie forze meritaii , die io

T>e i toi sia detto, per quella pietate,

Ch'ebbe Neptuno, alor che cou disio

Di Citharea usavi la beltate,

Rinchiuso da Vulcan, ad ogni idio

Facto palese, humilme'ite te priego,

Che a li niiei prieghi tu iiou fazi iiiego.

Io sou come tu vidi giovinetto, ic.

Ver. 2404. Than lielpe me] So in the Theteida.

Dunque me ajuta per Io santo focho,

Che te arse gia, si come me arde hora.

I tempii tuoi etemi soneranno
De I'armi del mio Wnto compagnone,
Et ancora le mie \i penderano—
Etenii fochi sempre vi arderano.
E la barboa [f. barba] e i mei con [f. crin] che offensione

Di ferro non sentiron te iuiprometto.

Ver. 2451. oul-redc'^ Oiit-icit : surpass in counsel. The
sense of this word has been most ridiculously mistaken by

Dryden.

For this advantage age from youth has won,
As not to be oul-riddcn, though out-run.

Ver. 2469. Min ben also the maladies coldu] I apprehend

that maladies in this verse is to be pronounced as of four

syllables.

Min ben also tlie maladies c61de.

See below, ver. 2495.

Ther wis in thTiostelries all abuute.

And ver. 2591.

Ther n'^re swiche cumpagmes never twey.

Ucwever, if any one should prefer a hobbling line with

another syllable in it, he may read with the best WS-.
And min ben also, &c.

Ver. 2506. Guiding of sheldes] Rubbintj, from the Sax.

Gnidan
; /ricare. I have not scrupled to insert this read-

ing in the text from a single AIS. (N"C.) and that one of

the least authority. Indeed both Caxton's Editions sup-

port it, for they read utiydyng ; and « in many MSS. is

undistinguishable from u. The other readings are,

Gyngyynge, Gif/fititg, Griijging, Girding, Gyding, Gryding.

Ver. 2513. Pipes, trompesj Theseida, 1. ii.

A una hora trombe, nachare, e taniburi

Sonaron forte.

—

See Da Cange, in v. Nacara, who describes it to be a kind
ot brazen drum used in the cavah-y.

Ver. 2516. Here three] So in the Theseida.

Qui tre, la quatro, e qui sei adunati,

Tra lor mostraudo diverse ragione.

Ver. 252^. Held yet the chambre] So the Theseida.

Ancboi le riche camere tenea
Del suo palagio.

Ver. 2535. an o] It may be doubted, whether this be on

abbreviation of Oyez, or whether the Interjection //« were

used to command a cessjitinn of noise, as well at^ of fight-

ing, ie. For the latter use, see v. I7(IH. 2(i5H. and Holinshed,

p. 4y.'). The duke of Norfolke was not fullie set forward,

when the King cast down his warder, and the Heraldes

cried, Ho, bo.

Ver. 2552. himself to were] To defend. It is a Saxon

word. See Chr. Sax. Gibs. p. 57. hine werede. te de/endit.

—and p. 148. See also Lydg. Troy. U. iv.

That shelde ne plate might his body were.

Ver. 2559. ylast] The prepositive y is an addition of my
own, for the sake of the metre ; but perhaps we might

read " No longer shal the tourneyinge last." See the u. on

ver. 1658. I should observe that some MSS. read tourna-

ment, and MS. D. touriiuntenge, which may lead us to

suspect that Chaucer possibly wrote, tourneymenting.

Ver. 2563. The vols of the peple] So the Theseida.

Di nobili e del populo il romore
Tocho le stelle, si fu .ilto e forte,

Li dei, dicendo, ser\i tal signore

Che de gU amici suoi fugiela morte.

Ver. 260a the herte spone] This part of the human
body is not mentioned in any Dictionary, that I have seen.

The following passage of Jonson, Sad Shepfierd, A. L

S. vi. would incline one to suspect, that it means the

concave part of the breast, where the lower ribs unite with

the cartilago ensiformis.

—He that undoes him, (the deer.i

Doth cleave the brisket bone, upon the spoon

Of which a Uttle gristle grows —

The Gloss, supposes spone, to be a Participle, signifymg

Tlirust, driven, pusltl ; from the It. Spingere.

Ver. 2617. He foincth on his foo] 1 have ventured to

substitute /oo instead of /oo^ or /c.^, the readings of the

MSS. Foot seems to have been originally introduced by a

copyist from the preceding line, and to have been after-

wards altered to/eet, in order to make some sense.

Ver. 2628. the vale of Galaphey] This word is variously

written; Colaphey, Galga/ihey, Galapey. There was a

town called Galapha, in Mauritania, Tingitana, upon the

river Malva (CeUar. Geog. Ant. v.ii. p. 935.) which perhaps

may have given name to the vale here meant. For

lielinarie, ver. 2632, see the note on ver. '>7.

Ver. 267.'!. The trompoures] the trumpeters. So the best

MSS. If the learned Editor of Ancient Scottish Poems had

found this word in this sense in his copy of Chaucer, he

would not, I apprehend, have looked any further for an

explanation of it in The Dance, by Dunbar, St. 2. v. 10.

p. 27.

Ver. 2677. Whiche a miracle] It is scarce necessary to

observe that which, in our ancient language, was often

used for who and what. It is used for what here, and

again, ver. 5621. 6875.

Ver. 2685. And was all his in chere,a8his in herte] I

have patched up this verse, as well as I coud, out of the

different copies. There is nr) authority, as I recollect, for

the first in, except Ca. 2. but it seems absolutely necessary :

and all the copies read—u* in his Aerte—whic i I think, is

evidently wrong.

Ver. 208& a furj] Most of the copies have a fire. MS.

A. reads a fuyr,' from which I have made tlie present

reading, as in the Theseida it is Uerinis, i. e. Erinnys, one

of the Furies.

Ver. 2698. corv-en] Cut out of his harness. 1 suppose to

save the time and trouble of regularly disarming him, the

laces, &c. were cut.

Ver. 2715. And ferm.icies] Pharmacies. I have added

the and, which seems as necessary to the sense as to the

metre.

Ver. 2735. The grec] The prize ; the honour of the day.

So in P. P. fol. 98.

The gre yet hath he gotten, for al liis grete wound.



182 NOTES ON THE CANTERBURY TALES.

And in that cnrious old Ballad, Tlie turnament of Tvtlen-

liam. ver. 91. Ancient Poetry, v. ii.

[To] which of all the hachelery granted is thegree.

And again, ver. 186.

They gathered Perkin about on every side,

And grant him there the grec, the more was his pride.

It was necessary to vindicate this old phrase, as the

Editions have discarded it for They grete.

Ver. 2740. a joiirnee] A dai/'s work, or icap. Fb. To
make this still clearer, the Editions, in general, read

—

a

dayesjourney—and spoil the verse.

Ver. 2748. bouke] The trunk of the body, probably ;

from the Sax. lUice, venter.

Ver. 2802. overnome] Overtaken ; from overniman. Sax.

Ver. 2803. And yet] Su in the Theseida, 1. x.

E anchor ne le hrazza era perduta
La \ital forza, sol ne lo intelletto

E nel core era ancora sostenuta
La pocha vita.

—

Ver. 2813. Therfore I stint] This is apparently a fling

at Boccace's pompous description of the passage of Arcite's

s<iul to heaven. Thes. 1. xi. It should be observed however,

that our author had already made use of the same des-

cription in his Troilus, v. 1806, seq. It is not in the

Philostrato.

Ver. 2817. ther Mars his soul gie] The force of ther in

this passage will best appe.ar by a collation of other similar

passages. See particularly ver. 5022. 7143. 9182.

Ver. 2856. He casteth] I have added He, to complete the

verse. The use of pronouns redundantly is common in

Chaucer.

Ver. 2862. in that solve grove] In the Theseida, Arcita

is buried—nel bosco, ove ranciina

Aver sovente soleva de amore.

Ver. 2866. Of funeral] 0/ is a conjectural supplement.

Or the verse may be, perliaps better, completed, by taking

in the word fully from MS. NC. and Ed. Ca, 2.—in which
th' office

Funeral he might all fully accomplice.

Ver. 2872- And after this] The second this is from con-

jecture only. Some MsS. read—And after this Theseus
hath Ysent—which perhaps is right.

Ver. 2879. bare the visage] If this expression were in

Milton, the Criticks would not fail to call it an elegant

Grcecism. In Chaucer we can only hope that it may be

allowed to be an elegant Anglicism. Froissart says, that

the corpse of our Edward III. was carried " tout au long de

la eilt' de Londrcs, a viaire decouvert, jusques a. Westmon-
stier." V. i. c. 326.

Ver. 2885. With flotery herd] Thes. 1. xi.

Con rabuffata braza [or, barba] e tristo crine

E polveroso.

—

Flotery seems literally to mean Jioting ,- as hair dische-

velled (rabbuffata) may be said to flote upon the air.

Huggy is rough.

Ver. 2887. And passing over] According to this reading,

the sense is plain, that Palamon was the reufuUest, &c.

passing over, or excepting, Emelie. But all the MSS. that

I have seen, read

—

other. If we adhere to that, we must
dispose the Parenthesis thus :

And (passing other of weping) Emelie
The reufullest, &,c.—

and the sense will be, that v/ith Palamon came also Emelie
(passing others of, or in weping) the reufullest, &c But
such a construction would be very harsh and unlike

Chaucer's usual facility ; and therefore I rather believe

we should read

—

over.—with Ed. Urr.

Ver. 2897. his bow Turkeis] So in the Rom. de la R.
Love is said to have deux arcs Turquois, ver. 924.

Ver. 2904. the maister strete] The principal street. Le
fotiverain carrefour. Froissart, v. iv. c. 28.

Ver. 2960. the liche wake] The custom of watching

with dead bodies (lice. Sax.) is probably very ancient in

this country. It was abused, as other Wakes and Vigils

were. See Uu Cange, in v. Vigili.s:. In vigiliis circa

corpora mortuorum vetantur chorece et cantilence, secu-

lares ludi et alii turpes etfatui. Synod. Wigom. an. 1240.

c. 5. Chaucer seems to have confounded the Wake-plays,

as they were called, of his own time with the Funeral-

games of the Antients. So in Troilus, v. 303. Troilus says

to Fandarus,

But of the fire and flanibe funeral

In which my body brennen shall to glede.

And of the feste and playcs paU-stral

At my vigile I pray thee take good hede.

Ver. 2964. in no disjoint] With no disadvantage. So
ver 13341. in swiche disjoint ; at such disadvantage.

Ver. 2993. that fayre chaine of love] Our author's philo-

sophy is borrowed, as it is usually, from Boethius. L. ii.

Met 8.

Hane rerum seriem ligat,

Terras ac pelagus regens,

Et ca;lo imperitans, amor.

See also, for what follows, L. iv. Pr. 6.

Ver. 3019. Lo the oke] So in the Theseida.

Li querci. che anno si lungo nutrimento
E tanta Wta quanto noi vedemo.
Anno pur alcun tempo finimento.

Le dure pietre ancor &c.

Ver. 3043. Than is it wisdom] From the Theseida.

E pero fare de la necessitate

Virtu, quando bisogna, e sapientia,

E U contrario e chiara vanitate.

Ver. .3056. his vassallage] Valour, prowess. Froissart, v.

i. c. 271. a grand honneur et vassellage. See Du Cange, in

V. VassAticum.

Ver. 3078. With all th' avys] So the Statute 5 H. IV. is

said in the Preamble to be made—rft- V advis et assent des

Seignurs, &c. The same form is used in most of the Acts

of that reign.

Ver. 3091. oweth] By writing this word so, according

to some MSS. we preserve a proper distinction between
oweth, tlie third person Sing, of the Present Tense, and
ought, which was formerly only used in the Past Tense.

Ver. 3109. Thus endeth Palamon] Beforel quit this tale. I

will just take notice that the same subject has been treated

twice in French verse, many years since Chaucer's time,

by two Ladies. The one, Anne de Graville, is said by Du
Verdier (Bibl. p. 42.) to have translated de vielL langage et

prose Le beau Romant des deux amants Palamon et Arcita.

It began thus

:

Victorieiix en armes et amours
Fut Theseus, apres que plusieurs jours

Eut sejoume en I'Amazoue terre,

Ou Cupido et JIars luy firent guerre,

Les quels vainquit et Hypolite ausi

—

The other, Jeanne de la Fontaine, is mentioned by La
Croix du Maine ; and it was most probably her poem,

that Johannes Secundus has celebrated, 1. iii. Elc-g. xv. as

he appears to have written her Epitaph and a Jfcenia upon
her death. V. Lib. Funer.—inter Opp. Secund.

In the New Edit, of Les Bib/iotheques Francoises, the

Poem of Anne de Graville is said to be still preserved in

the Royal Library at Paris ; and I find from a note of M.
de la Monnoye in that Edit, that he was well apprized

of our Chaucer's having borrowed this tale from the

Theseida.

Ver. 3126. in Pilates vois] In such a voice as Pilate

was used to speak with in the Mysteries. Pilate, being an

odious character, was probably represented as speaking

with a harsh, disagreeable voice.

Ver. 3156. After this verse, the two following are found

in so many MSS. that perhaps they ought to have been

I

inserted in the text.

; And ever a thousand good ageins on badde
;

I
That knowest thou wel, but if thou be madde.
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Ver. 3172. as deme not] This plinise has occurred before

:

vcr. iMA. As kcpe ine. Ver. 23i'J. As senile. 1 once

thought that as in these cases was used ellii)tic:i1Iy for <lo

so much as , but then tlie foUowing verb must liave been

in the infinitive mood, whereas it is often in the impera-

tive. See ver. 577X As taketh. Ver. G(i.'U. As doth.

Ver. \Xi5-2. As beth. 1 am tlierefore rather inclined to

anderstand it in the sense of so, according to its original

etymology. As is an abbreviation of (//.•;, and that uf al

iwa ; sic omnino. See ver. ;")-!81. r>T!ii. 7i'*'7.

Ver. 3199. hendy Nicholas] Ilciidy, or Ilende, as it was

more commonly written, signified, courteous. So ver.

&.m.
—A. sire, ye shuld ben hende,
And curteis, as a man of youre estat.

Ver. MW. augrim-stones] Auflrini is a corruption of

Algorithm, the Arabian term for Numeration. Aw/rim-

ttoncs therefore were the pebbles, or counters, wliich were

anciently used in Numeration.

Ver. 3217. the kinges note] What this tiote, or tune, was
I must leave to be explained by the Musical Antiquaries.

Aiiijclus ad virginem, I suppose, was Ave Maria, &c.

Ver. 3223. Of eightene yere] The words—I gessc—are

not in the MSS. JIS. A. reads, seventene ; which perliaps

may be right if screntene be pronounced as of four

syllables. Ask. 1 and 2. would remove all ditticulties

by reading, 0/ eightene yere this woman icas of age,

Ver. 3227. He knew not Caton] The calling of this

author Calon shews, that he was more studied hi French
than in Latin. See below, ver. !)251. 14tM6. Ifil.'i-). Who
he was, or of what age, is uncertain : but his authority,

four or five hundred years ago, seems to have been as

great as if he had really been the famous Censor of Rome.
However, the maxim here alluded to is not properly one

of Cato's; but I find it in a kind of Supplement to the

.Moral Distichs, entitled Facetus int. Auctores octo morales.

Lugd. 1538. cap. iii.

Due tibi prole parera sponsam moresque venustam,
Si cum pace velis vitam deducere justam.

The same treatise, or at least one with the sjime begin-

ning and on the same subject, is mentioned in the Cat.

MSS. Coll. Trin. Dublin, n. 275. under the title of Urbanus.

It is there attributed to Daniel Ecclesiensis (Churche),

who lived about the year 1180. See Bale. Cent. iii. 17- and
Fabric. Bib. Med. jEt. in v.

Ver. 3237. many a gore'] This word is used again in ver.

13719. 1 do not understand it in either place.

Ver. 3247. blisful for to see] The better MSS. read

—

on

to see,—which I believe is right. See L W. 2914. Lydg.

Troy, B. iii. ch. xxii.

His brother Troylus, so goodly on to see—

and Gower, Con/. Am. fol. 17- b.

The was she fouler unto [r. on to] se.

Ver. 3248. the newe perjenete tree] Some of the 5ISS.

read, perjonette. as if the word were derived from the

iTAL. pero giovanetto, rather than from the Fr. poire, or

pere,Jeunetle. In cither case it signifies a young pear.

Ver. 3251. perled with latoun] That is, I believe, or/ia-

mented ivilh liitoun in the shape. 0/ pearls. It is probable

that some very elegant purses were embroidered with real

pearls.

Ver. .3254. So gay a pnpelot] This word may cither he
considered as a diminutive from Poupdc, a Puppet; or as

a corruption of Papillot, a young buttei fly.

Ver. .3208. a primerole] Old Fr. for a Primrose. It is

Used by Gower. Con/. Am. fol. 148.

Ibid, a piggesnie] The Romans used oculiis as a term of

endearment, and perhaps piggesnie, in vulgar language,

only means ocellus ; the eyes of th.at animal being remark-
ably small. The word occurs again in the Remcdie 0/
Love, ver. 257. though I do not believe that to be a work of

Ciiuucer.

Ver. 3286. harowj It would much exceed the limits of

those notes to recite the several opinions concerning the

original of tliis word. The curious reader may consult

Du Cange in v. and Ilickes, fir. Fr. Ttipot. p. IK!. I rather

believe it to have been derived from liar, alius, and Op,
cliimor, two Islandie words, which were probably once
cimimon to all the Scandinavian nations. See Gu<lnuind.

.\nd. Lex. Island, by Itescnius. Hafn. 108,3. In support of

this opinion, it may be observed, that the very word
Ilaroep, or Ilorop, was used by some of the inhabitants of

the Low-countries in the same sense in which llarou was
by the Kormans. Du Cange, in v. IIakokf.

Ver. 3308. Of Cristes] 0/ is added from conjecture only.

Ver. 3,318. With Poules windows] Perhaps this means,
that his shoes were cut in squares like panes of glass.

Bale mentions /enestralos caleros as making part of the

liabit of the Franciscans. Cent. iv. 27. and 91. They also

occur in the Cistercian Statutes an. 1529. and the Mrmks are

forbidden to wear them. Du Cange in v. CArxEi fknestrati.

Ver. 3321. of a light waget] Or, U'atetiel. Skinner explains

Watchet to mean a colour, a whitish blue ; but in this

place it seems rather to mean some kind of cloth ,- deno-

minated, perhaps, from the town of ff'atchet, in .Somerset-

shire. Instead of ?((////, some MSS. read fiti ,- and MS. A.

witit. This last epithet would be quite inconsistent with

Skinner's explanation.

Ver. .3329. the scole of Oxenforde] The school of Oxford
seoiiis to have been in much the same estimation for its

dancing, as that of Stratford for its Frencli. See before,

ver. 125. Oxen/orde is a Quadrisyllable. Oxna/uvda.
Sax.

Ver. .3.330'. tapsterej A /emale keeper of a tap or tavern.

See n. on ver. 2019 and the Prol. to the continuation of tho

C. T. Ed. Urr. p. 594.

Ver. 3.3.37. squaimous] Squeamish ; but I know not how
to make that sense agree with what follows. Kobert of

Brunne (in Iiis translation of Manuel des Peeliees, MS.
Bod. 2078. fol. 46.) writes this word, esquaimous ; which

is nearer to its original, exquamiare, a corruption of

excambiare.

Ver. 3 ij8. a shot window] That is, I suppose, a window
that was shut. It might perhaps he better to write this

word, with some of the MSS. shet, or shette ; as Chaucer

does in other places, ver. 10605. 1C610. MS. A. reads slwp ;

and HA. short.

Ver. .3.'J01, 2.] These two lines, containing Absolon's

Song, were meant, I apprehend, to be broken into fi>ur

short verses, which will rime together very harmoniously,

if the accent be laid upon the last of lady, as it often is in

such compositions.

Ver. .3382. .And som for strokes] In the margin of MS C. I.

is the following note. " Ovid. IctibuS agrestis iSte."

Ver. ,3,384. Heplaieth Herode] This is much in character.

The Parish-Clerks had always a principal share in the

representation of Mysteries. See the I'ref. to Dodsley's

Old Plays, p. xii.

Ver. 3302. the neighe slie] Gower has this proverbc.

Con/. Am. B. iii. f. 58.

An olde sawe is : who that is slygh

In place wher he may be nyghe,

He maketh the ferre leef loth.

Ver. 3449. Seinte Frideswide] Seinl is one of the very

few French adjectives, which, after their naturalization

liere, retained for a considerable time, I apprehend, a

distinction of Gender. See the ICssay, &c. p. xxviii.

Chaucer always writes it Seinte, when he u?.cs it in the

feminine gender ; and the final e is oftefi to be pro-

nounced, as in this place. See ver. 7180. 10292. Srinle

Marie.—ver. 7406. 7701. Si-inte Charitee. Of the same

form are Excellente, ver. 10459. and Peregrine, ver. 10742.

There is great propriety in making the Carpenter invoke

St. Frideswide, who was Patroness of a considerable Priory

at Oxford, and in high estimation there.

Ver. .34.57. another clerk] He alludes to a story, which

is told of the famous Thales by I'lato in his Tlieo'tetus,
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p. 127. Ed. Fie. but our author probably read it in the Cento

A^ovt-lle Antiche. N. 36. It is there entitled, D'uno Strologo

ch'ebbe, nome Milensius, che/u ripreso da una donna.

Ver. 3479. wigbtes] Witches. In the Teutonic, Witc-

vroiiwe ; but whether they were so called from their

wisdom, or from their being supposed to be clothed in

while, is not clear, A wid'jw, in tliat language, is called a

wit-vroiiwi; from the latter circumstance. Kilian in v.

See Keysler's Dissertation de Mulieribus Fatidicis, in

which, with a great deal of learning and probability, he

has traced the popular notions of witches and witchcraft,

in the northern parts of Europe, from a very early period.

The faculty of floating upon the water, so as not to be

capable of being drowned, is ascribed by Pliny to a race of

male-witches in Poutus. Nat. Hist. I. vii. c. 2. non posse

mergi, ne quidem vestibus degravatos.

Ver. .U8(). the Night-spel] The charm, which follows,

ver. a483—6. is so lamely represented in all the MSS. that

I have left it as 1 found it in the common editions. It

might perhaps be a little improved by reading it thus :

Jesu Crist and Seint Benedight
Blisse this hous from every wight.

Fro the nightes mare. Pater-noster.

\\lier wonest thou Seint Peter's suster ?

In ver. 2. wicked may be left out upon the authority of

MS. A. and others. It is certainly an unnecessary epithet.

ver .!. Paier-noster was often repeated in the middle, as

well as at the end, of charms.

ver. 4. Instead of wonest, some copies read wendest.

I do not understand how the Night-mare came to be allied

to St. Peter.

To say the truth, I suspect this charm to be an Inter-

pol ition. We have a Night-spel of another form in

Gcrvas. Tilber. Otia Imper. 1. iii. c. 93. See also the

Decameron. D. vii. N. 1.

Fantasima, Fantasima,
Che di riotte vai,

A coda ritta ei venisti,

A coda ritta te n'audrai, &c.

Concerning the Night-mare, see Kej'sler, Antiq. Septcnt.

p. 497.

Ver. .3509. no labbe] No blab. Labben, Holl. Klappen,
Belg. blaterare. Kilian.

Ver. 3512. harwed helle] Harried. Sax. harrassed, sub-

dued. Our ancestors were very fond of a story of Christ's

exploits in his Descensus ad inferos, which they called

the harrowing 0/ Helle. They took it, with several others

of the same stamp, from the Gospel of Nicodemus, Fabr.

Cod. Apoc. N. T. There is a Poem upon this subject in

MS. Bud. 1687.

Hou Jesu Crist hA-owed helle

Of harde gestes ich wille telle.

And in the Chester Whitsun-Playes, MS. Ilarl. 2013. the

company of Cookes, which was to exhibit the 17th Pageant,
or the Descensus ad inferna, is thus addressed.

You Cookes with your carnage see that you doe well,

In pagente sett out the harrowinge of helle.

See also P. P. pass. six. f. 101—3.

Ver. 3526. for God] Pour dieu. Fr.

Ver. .3539. The sorwe of Noe] It will be in vain, I appre-
hend, to look for this anecdote in Genesis, even in Dr.

Kennicot's edition. Nicholas probably quoted it from the

Slysteries, with which the Carpenter was better acquainted.

The dispute between Noah and his wife upon this occasion

makes a considerable part of the 3d Pageant of the Chester

Whitsun-Playes above-mentioned. MS. Hart. 2013. The
following lines will shew the grounds of her refusal to

embark.

Noe. Wife, come in, why standes thou there ?

Thou art ever froward, that dare I swere.
Come in on Codes halfe : tyme it were,
For fear lest that wee drowiie.

Wipe. Yea, Sir, set up your saile.

And rowe forth with e\il haile.
For withouten anie faile

I wil not oute of tliis toune

;

But I h.ave my gossepes everich one.
One foote further I will not gone

:

They shal not drown by St. John,
And I may save ther life.

They loved me full weU by Christ.

But thou will let them into thie chist,

EUis rowe forth, Noe, when thou list.

And get thee a newe wfe.

At last Sem, with the assistance of his brethren fetches

her on board by force, and upon Noah's welcoming her
she gives him a box on the ear.

These Playes are said, perhaps truly, to have been first

written in 1328, but the Harleian MS. represents them, aa

they were to be exhibited in 1600. There is a better copy
of the same Playes in the Bodl. Lib. E. N. 115. transcribed

by one William Bedford, 16(14, but even in that we see but
small remains of the original diction and orthography.

Ver. 3624. His owen hond] Willi his own band. So
Gower, Con/. Am. fol. 76. b.

The crafte MjTierve of woUe fonde,
And made cloth her owen honde.

See also fol. 113. a.

Thyng which he sayd his owne mouth.

Ver. 3625. the stalkes] The steps. Gloss. tJrr. but I

rather believe the renges to mean the steps, and the stalket

the upright pieces of a ladder.

Ver. 3638. clum] From the Sax. clumian, mussitare,

murmurare.

Ver. 3692. a trewe love] What kind of thing this was to

be borne under the totigue, I do not understand. [See the

Gloss, in V. Trewe-Love.—Add. note, Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 3703. I swelte and swete] Sweltan, Sax. signifies

to die. Chaucer >ises swelte to signify the effect of a great

oppression of spirits. See ver. 1358. 9650. R. R. 2480.

Hence our word sultry {sweltry) to express a suffocating

heat.

Ver. 3709. it wol not be, compame'] So MS. C. 1. It is

put, for the sake of the rime, instead of the Fr. Compaine,

compognon. We use friend in the same sense. In MS.
C. it is written compaine ; in some of the best MSS. com
bame. The Editions read

—

As helpe me God and sweet Saint Jame.

Ver. 3724. thyn ore] The Editt. have made it thy nore.

But ore is the right word. It signifies grace, favour,

protection. See R. G. p. 381, mylce and ore, mercy and
grace p. 475. in was ore ich am ido, in whose protection I

am put. And Li beans disconus. MS. Cotton. Cal. A. ii.

fol. 49. b.

SjT Ly beaus thurstede sore.

And seyde ; Maugys, thyn ore.

To drinke lette me go.

Where thyn ore must be imderstood to mean with thy

favour, as in this passage of Chaucer.

Ver. 3768. the viretotej This is the reading of the best

MSS. The explanation of the word I leave to the reader's

sagacity.

Ver. 3772. more tawe on his dist8.f] So in Froissart. v.

iv. p. 92. Ed. 1574. U aura en bref temps autres estoupes

en sa quenoille.

Ver. 3809. an hondbrede al aboute] Al has been added

for the sake of the metre, but. I believe, unnecessarily.

The original phrase was an hondes brede, an hand's

breadth ; so that hondebrede, as it is written in some MSS.
would naturally continue to be pronounced as a trisyllable.

Ver. 3819. he fond neyther to selle] This is a French

phrase. Fabliaux, t. ii. p 282.

Ainc tant come il mist a descendre
N e trouva point de pain a vendre.

In the next verse, selle, for the sake of the rime, is put for

sille. Sax. Syl. Fr. sueil. Lat. solum.

Ver. 3853. Whan folk han laughed] The better MSS.
read

—

laughen, which therefore is probably right. Chaucer
sometimes forms the Participle of the past time in en
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even in those verbs, of which he also uses the Participle

in ed. See ver. 33H. ic^islieti: TJ5i. /aren ; for washed,
and fared.

Ver. 3«f)2. So the ik] So the I ,- so may I the, or thrive.

This ancient phrase is terribly corrupted in most of the

MSS. and Editt. It occurs again below, ver. liflill. 16;)!)7.

Ver. StMi.l. With blcring] With a trick put iipi'n a proud
Miller. So ver. 17201. blered is thyn eye ; Ihuu art ch<ated.

And R. R. ver. 3912. almost blered is mine eye ; / am
almost cheated.

Ver. 38/7. As hath a lelce] Boccace has the same
allusion. Decani. Introd. to D. iv. Et quegli, die contra
alia mia eta parlando vanno, mostran male eke conoscano,
che per che il porro habbi il capo bianco, die la coda sia
verde.

Ver. 3HH0. Yet in otir ashen] There is so great a resem-
blance between this line and the following of the Church-
yard Elegy, Dodsley's Coll. vol. 4.

Ev'n in our ashes live their wonted fires

—

that I should certainly have considered the latter as an
imitation, if Jlr. Cray himself had not referred us to the
l(>y (17") Sonnet of Petrarch, as his original. Ch' i' veggio

nel pensier ifc.

Ver. 3893. the chimbe] Kimc, Teut. means the pro-

minency of the staves beyond the liead of the barrel. The
imagery is very exact and beautiful.

Ver. 39<i2. of a souter a shipman, or a leche].The pro-

verbial expression, Ejc suture medicus, was perhaps
derived from the fable of Pha;drus with that title. L. i.

Fab. 14. Tlie other. Ex suture nauclerus, is alluded to by
Pynson the printer, at the end of his Edit, of Littleton's

Tenures, 1525. Ames,^. iW. Speaking of one Redman,
another printer, he says,—" Miror profecto unde nunc
tandem se fateatur typographum, nisi forte quum Diabolus
tutorem nauclerum, et ilium calcographum fecit."

Ver. 3904. it is half way prime] In the Discourse, ic.

§. xiv. I have supposed that this means half ivay past
prime, about half hour after seven A.M. the half way
between Prime and Terce. In the fictitious Modus tenendi

Parliamtntum, a book not much older than Chaucer,
Ilora medife primes seems to be used in the same sense, c.

de diebus et huris Parliameuti. MS. Ci'tlon. Nero. 1). vi.

On common days ParlinmnxtHm debet indioari hora
medije prima;

—

in diebus festivis bora prima projder
divinnm servitium. In a contempirary French transla-

tion of this treatise, JIS. Ilarl. 305. hora media; primce is

rendered a la my henre le prime ; in an old English
version, MS. Harl. 930. the cure of myd pryme ; and in

another, AIS. Harl. 1309. midde prime time. Our author
uses prime large ver. 1(1674. to signify that prime was con-
siderably past.

Ver. 39(19. set his howve] His hood. So in Tr. B. iii.

775. an koivve above a call signifies a hood over a cap.
And in P. P. fol. 4. Serjeants at Law are described in
howves of Silk ; but in fol. 16. it is said,

Shal no sergeant for his senice were no silke hode.

Both words seem to be derived from the Teut. Hoofd;
a head.

Hood and Cap being equally coverings for the head, to
tft a man's howve is the same as to set his cap. See n.
on ver. 5!i7.

Ver. 3927. a long pavade] It appears from ver. 39.i8, that
the pavade was a weapon of oflfence. Of what sort I cannot
tell, as I do not remember to have met with the word any
where else. Pavois, Fb. in those times signified a long
thield.

Ver. 3929. A joly popper] A bodkin, according to Sp.
and Sk. who however produce no authority for such an
interpretation. The name seems to be fitter for a pistol

;

though I am not prepared to prove that pistols were car-
ried in the pocket in Chaucer's time.

Ver. 3934. a market-beter] One that makes quarrels in
markets, says the Glossary. But, according to Mr. Upton,

Pref. to Observ. on Shakesp. p. xx. " A market-beter
is one who raises the price of the market— 2'o lient the

Jire Chaucer uses in the Kniglifs Tale, ver. 2255. 2294,
for—<o rouse, to stir wp." Though this explanation of Mr.
Upton's be not quite satisfactory, I think it far j)rcferablo
to the other. [See the Gloss, in v. Market-Ueter. In a
more modern author to beat the market seems to signify
merely to go Uj: and down the market. Promos and
Cassandra, by Whetstone, Act iv. s. 6. a servant says,

" Wyld foule, &e. are so deere,

—

That this houre / have the market belt.

To drive a bargaj-ne to my most profytt."

Add. note, Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 3939. deinous Simekin] Ilis name was Simon, ver.

4020, 4. of which Simekin is the diminutive; and from his
disdainful, insolent manners he had acquired the surname
of Deinous, just as Nicholas, in the former tale, ver. :)l!i;».

"was cleped Hendy," from the very opposite behaviour.
A gredt number of our surnames have been derived from
qualities of the mind, and it is reasonable to suppose that
at the beginning they were merely pcrsunal, like wliat wo
call nicknames. It is probable that the use of hereditary
surnames was not, even in Chaucer's time, fully established
among the lower classes of people.

Ver. 39K8. the Soler hall] This is the true reading. It
means the Hall with the Soler. Before the students in
our Universities were incorporated, they lived in lodging-
houses, called Inns, Halls, and Hostels, which were often
distinguished by names taken from some peculiarity in
their construction. One at Cambridge was called Tyled
Ostle. Parker's Seel. Cantab, ap. Lei. Collect, t. v. p. 189.

And at Oxford Oriel-Colkge probably derives its name
from a large Jlessuage, vulgarly known by the name of
il- Oriele, upon the site of which it stands. Ayliffe's Hist.
V. i. p. 287. An Oriel, or Oriol, was a Porch

; (Du Cange, in
V. Oriolum) as a Soler seems originally to have signified
an open gallery, or balcony, at the top of the house

;

though latterly It has been used for any upper room, loft,

or garret. (Idem, in v. Solahiujn Watts, Gloss, ad Mat.
Par.) Froissart, v. i. c. 234. Les fcmmes de la ville

mo7iterent en leurs logis et en solliers. In the description
of Cambridge above cited, p. 188. there is mentioned a
Garret-ostle. Mr. Warton strongly confirms this reading.
Hist, of Eng. Po. p. 432. note n.

Ver. 4012. Strother] I cannot find any place of this name
in England

; there is a Struthers, or Strauther, in the
Shire of Fife.

Ver. 4021. How fares] It may be observed, that Chaucer
has given his Northern Clerks a Northern Dialect. I will
just point out a few p.articulars in which their language
differs from that used in the rest of his work.

1. They terminate the third person Singular, and the
whole Plural number of their verbs in es, instead of eth,

or en. So, in the present instance, we have—fares , and
in the lines Immediately following

—

has ; behoves; has ;

wirkes ,- gas ,• wagges ,• fallcs.

2. They use a in a great number of words, which Cliaucer
in other places writes with o ; as swa for so ; liame for

Ao»i«/ /ra for /ro. ver. 4(»71, 2. banes and ones for bones
and 07ies, &c. That this was the Northern practice appears
from the following note. Uiht. Abbat. Pipewell. Monast.
Aug. V. i. p. 816. Et sciendum quod Monachi boreales

scripserunt in cartis nostris Jiahage, pio liohawe.

3. Many of their words are of the obsolete Saxon form ;

as ver. 4031. henen for hcnnes ; ver. 4076. idiilke for whichc;
ver. 408.3. alswa for also; ver. 4128. slikc from swilke,

instead of swiche ; ver. 41.'iO. gar for make, or let ; <kc.

4. If I am not mistaken, he has designedly given them a
vulgar, ungrammatical phraseology. I do not remember
in any other part of his writings such a line as ver. 404a

I is as ill a miller as is ye.

See also ver. 4084. 1 is .- ver. 4087. Thou is.

Ver. 4027. 1 hope] / expect. It signifies the mere expec.
tation of a future event, whether good or evil, as €A.7ri^£,
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Gr. airi spero Lat. often do. So in Shakespeare, Ant.

and CI.

I cannot hope
Cawar and Anthony shall well greet together.

Ver. 4038. answered] Sax. aiidsicarode is a compound
word of AND, contra, and sicaran, which, in the Islandic,

signifies dicere. Barthol. Ant. Dan. p. 6!)0. Thnrbiorg

svarar. Thorbivrga dicit. This etymology accounts for

its being accented upon the middle syllable

—

answdred
See ver. 4126.

Ver. 4(i.'i3. to the wolf thus spake the mare] The story

alluded to is told of a mule in Cent. Nov. Ant. N. 91. The
Mule pretends, that his name is written upon the bottom
of his hind-foot. The Wolf attempting to read it, the

Mule gives him a kick on the forehead and kills him.

Upon which the Fox, who was present, observes, Oyni

huomo, cite .ta lettera, non e savio. There is a similar

story of a Wolf and a Mare, in the most delectable History

of Reynard the Fox. Edit. 1701. ch. xviii. but whether that

story be in Caxton's edition ; whether it be in the Dutch
book from which Caxton translated ; whether the Dutch
book be an original composition or a translation ; when
it was written, he, are all points, upon which I v/ish

to be informed by some more knowing Antiquary. I will

just observe that one of the foxes tricks, ch. xiv. seems to

bo alluded to by Richal de Berbeiffeil (Richard de Bertie-

zieux] a Proven9al poet, who died in 13fi3. Qundrio, t. ii.

p. 144. I will cite the passage from MS. Crofts, fol. cxci.

though I do not understand the last clause.

Anc Ranart d'lsengrin

Tan gen no sap venjar,

Qan lo fiz escorzar,

Ell dit per eschirnir

Chapels et (/an Com eu faz no mair.

Reynard here seems to have procured Isegrim's skin to be
stript off, to make him a hood and gloves. In the English,

he procures the Wolfes shoes to be pulled off and put upon
his own feet.

Ver. 40.59. a levesell] This word is plainly derived from
the Sax. lefe, fvlium, and setl, sed s. Metesel is a word of

the same form. Peter of Langt. p. 334. "It neghcd nere
metesel." It was near the time of sitting down to dinner.

A levesell therefore signifies a leafy seat, an arbour. It

may be understood in the same sense in the Persones Tale,

p. 155. " right as the gay levesell at the Taverne is signe of
the win that is in the celler."

Ver. 4094. make a clerkes berde] i. e. cheat him. Faire la

barhi', Fr. is to shave, or trim the beard ; but Chaucer trans-

lates the phrase literally, at least when he uses it in itsme-
taphorical sense. See ver. 5943. and H. of F. ii. 181. Boccace
has the same metaphor. Decam. viii. 10. Speaking of some
exorbitant cheats, he says, that they applied themselves

—

" no7i a radere ma a scorticare huoynini .- " and a little lower
—" si a soavemente la barbiera saputo menare il rasoio."

Ver. 4138. chalons] Whatever they were, they probably
were so called from their being made at Chalons. The
Glossary interprets them to be blankets ; but a passage in

the Monast. v. ii. p. 7-0. would rather lead one to suppose

them coverlets ;—aut pannos pictos, qui vocantur Chaluns,

loco lectisternii.

Ver. 4206. a cokenay] That this is a term of contempt,
borrowed originally from the kitchen, is very probable. A
Cook, in the base Latinity, was called Coqiiinator and
Coquinarius, from either of which Cokenay might easily

be derived. In P. P. fol. xxxv. b.

And yet I say by my soule I have no salt bacon,
Ne no cokency by Christe coloppes to make.

It seems to signify a Cook. And so, perhaps, in the Tur-
nament of Tottenham. Anc. Poet. t. ii. p. 24.

At that feast were they served in rich array ;

Every live and five hail a cokency.

That is, I suppose, a cook, or scullion, to attend them.
In those rimes ascribed to Hugh Bigot, which Camden

h;is published, Brit. col. 451. (upon what authority, I

know not)

'
' AVere I in my castle of Bungey
" I'pon the river of Waveney,
" I would ne care for the king of Cockeney."

The author, in calling London Cockeney, might possibly

allude to that imaginary country of idleness and luxury,

which was anciently known by the name of Cokaigne, or

Coeagne ; a name which Hickes has shewn to be derived

from Coguina. Gr. A. S. p. i'31. He has there published
an excellent description of the country of Coknigne, in oM
English verse, but probably translated from the French.

At least the French have had the same fable among them,
for Boileau plainly alludes to it. Sat. vi.

Paris est pour un riche un pais de Coeagne,

The festival of La Cocagna at Naples, described by Keysltr.

v. ii. p. 369. appears to have the same foundation. It pro-

bably commenced under the Norman government. Theij
is a mock-heroic poem, in the Sicilian dialect, entitled L.i

Cuccagna conquistata, by Gio. Batfista Basiii, Palerm.

1674. in which the description of I'alma ciltd di Cuccagna
begins thus

:

Sedi Cuccagna sutta una montagna
Di furmaggiu grattatu, et havi in cima
Di maccaruni una caudara magna.

Ver. 4318. Him thar nof] I have restored this old word,

upon the authority of the best MSS. in this and other

places. See ver. 5911. 5918. 6947. 17301. It is derived from
the Sax. thearfian, nccesse habere ; and is generally used

as an Impersonal. " Him bchoveth not to winne or acquire

good, that doth evil." I have ventured to substitute winne
instead of the common reading wene, of which I eoud
make no sense. MS. B. 5. reads. He may nought wilne w.

Ver. 4345. a Jacke of Dover] The general purport of this

phrase is sufficiently explained in the following line ; but

the particulai' meaning I have not been able to investigate.

Ver. 4348. of thy perselee] an old Bake of Kokcry, which
I have consulted upon this occasion, MS. Harl. 4016. has a

receipt for" Gose or c&pon farced," but it does not mention

parseley. It only says in general terms, " Take yolkes of

eyeron (egges) hard ysodde and hew hem smale with the

herbes—and caste therto pouder of ginger pepcr canell and

salt and grapes in tyme of yere." I h.ive lately met with

another, I suppose, the true, receipt for stuffing a Goose in

MS. Harl. 2/9. It begins—" Take percely and swynis grece

or sewet of a shepe and parboyle hem, &c."

Ver. 4.355. soth play quade spel"} As this is said to have

been a Flemish proverb, I have ifiserted spel from MSS.
Ask. 1. 2. instead of the common reading play. -Spel, iri

Teut. is ludiis, as quade, or quaed, is malus. Sir John
Harrington, in his Ajhilogie of Poetrie,qucitesaii old saying

of the same import. Soth bourde is no bourde.

Ver. 4375. riding—in Chepe] There were sometimes

Justs in Cheapside. HoUings. v. ii. p. 348. But perhaps

any procession may be meant. MSS. Ask. 1. 2. read revel.

Ver. 4377. And til] And is added.

Ver. 4394. they play] So MS. C. All the rest read he.

Ver. 4413. a louke] A receiver to a thief, Sp. Sk. This

explanation, I believe, is a mere fancy, but I have nothing

better to propose.

Ver. 4421. Our Hoste saw wel] Concerning the time of

day meant to be pointed out in the following lines, see the

Discourse &c. J. v.

Ver. 4450. Malkins maidenhede] A common phrase.

P. P. fol. vii. a. b.

Ye have no more merit of masse ne of houres
Thau Malkin of hire maydenhood, that no man desireth.

Ver. 4467. But Chaucer] So MSS. C. !. Ask. 1. 2. In the

Editt. it had been strangely corrupted into Tliat.

Ver. 4477- In youthe he made of Ceys] The story of

Ceyx and Alcyone is related in the introduction to the

poem, which was for some time called " the Vreme 0/

Chaucer," but which, in the MSS. Fairf. 16. and Bod. 638.

is more properly entitled " the hooke of the Duchesse." The
following note, which has been prefixed to it in all the
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later editions, is in MS. Fuirf. in the hand-w-riting of John

Stowe. "By the person of a mournini; Knijjht siltimj

under an oke is mettnt John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancasler,

greaity lamenlimj the death of one whom hee entirely loved,

supposed to he lilanehe the Duehesse." 1 believe John is

very right in his conjecture. Chaucer himself, in his Lep.

ofO. \V. 4IK. s;i)s, that he uuide " the deth of lihiunehc

the Duehesse :" and in the poem now under consideration

ho plainly alludes to her name, ver. 9-18.

"And faire white she hete ,

That was my ladys name right."

On the other hand, the Knight is represented, ver. 4.'i5, 6.

" Of the age offour and twenty yere,

Upon his berde but litel here"

—

whereas John of Gaunt, at the death of Blanche in 1369,

was about nine and twenty years of age. But this perhaps

was a designed misrepresentation.

I will just observe that the manner, in which Chaucer

speaks of his own age at the time of this composition, is a

confirmation of what has been suggested in the Discourse

Ac. n. 3. that the Canterbury Talcs were the work of bis

latest years. When the Dutchess Blanch died, he was

one and forty , a time of life, which, I believe, a man
seldom calls his youth, till he is advanced at Iciist twenty

years beyond it.

Ver. 44!il. the Seintes legende of Cupide] In the Editt.

it is called the Legende of good women ; in MS. Fairf. 16.

the Legendis of ix gode women. According to 'Lydgalc,

Prol. to Boccace, the number was to have been tiineteen ,-

and perhaps the Legende itself affords some ground for

this notion. See ver. 183. and C. L. ver. 108. But this

number was probably never completed, and the last story

of llypermnestra is seemingly unfinished.

In an imperfect copy of the Master of the game, dedi-

cated to Henry, eldest son of Henry I\'. (MS. Uarl. 6824.)

is the following passage. " As Chaucer seithe in his

prolog, of XXV. good wymmen, by writing have men
mynde of thynges passed." See ver. 18.

In this passage the Man of Lawe omits two Ladies, viz.

Cleopatra and Philomehi, whose histories are in the

Legende ; and he enumerates eight others, of whom there

are no histories in the Legende, as we have it at present.

Are we to suppose, that they have been lost ?

With respect to the time of Chaucer's writing the

Legende, see the Discourse &c. n. 3.

Ver. 4486. The plaint of Deianire] This reading is sup-

ported by several MSS. of midiiling auth(jrity ; but the

better copies read Diane, and MS. A. Syane. Tliero is a

nymph Cyane in Ovid, Metam. 1. v. who weeps herself

into a fountain ; but not for love.

Ver. 4512. To Muses, that men clepe Pierides] He rather

means, I think, the daughters of Pierus, who contended

with the Muses, and were changed into Pies. Ovid,

Metam. 1. v.

Ver. 4515. with hawebake] So MS. A. The other read-

ings are—hawe i bake. MSS. Ask. 1. 2.—hawke bake.

B S.—bevy bake. B. e. i.—have wee bauke. E.—have

we bake. B. 5. HA—hawe ybake. Ca. 2.—the whiche

hath no lak. Ca. 1.—The reader may take his choice of

them.

Ver. 4534. Bet is to dien] This saying of Solomon is

quoted in Rom. de la Ro. 8573. Mieux vault niourir que

pauvres estre.

Ver. 4617. In sterrea] This passage is imitated from the

Megaeosmus of Bernardus Sylveslris, an eminent philoso-

pher and poet about the middle of the xtith Century.

Fabric. Bibl. Med. ..Etat. in v. Bernardus Carnotensis et

Sylvestris. I will transcribe here the original lines from

MS. Bod. 1265.

Praejacet in stellis series, quam locgior aetas

Explicet et spatiis temporis ordo suis,

Sceptra Phoronei. fratrum discordia Thebis,

f l-'lanima Phaethontis, Deucalionis aqua.

1

It stellis Codri paupertas, copia Croesi,

Incestus Paridis, Hippolytique pudor.

In stellis Priami speeies, audaeia Tumi,
Sensus Ulyxeus, llerculeust/ue i-lgor.

In stellis pugil est I'oUux et iiavita Typhis
Et Cicero rhetor et geonietra Thales.

In stellis lepiduni dicUit Maro, Milo tigurat,

Fulgurat in Latia nobilitate Nero.
Astra notat Persis, .A^gyptus parturit artes,

Gra-cia docta legit, pra;lia Roma gerit.

The four lines in Italics are quoted in the Margin of

MS. C. 1.

Ver. 4709. Or Hion brent] There is great confusion

among the MSS. in this line. I have made the best sense

that I coud, without departing too far from them. MS.

A. reads,

" Or whanne Hion brende Thebes the citee."

which might lead one to conjecture,

" Or whanne Philip brende Thebes the citee."

This last phrase is French. See Froissart, v. i. c. 225.

dedans R(5nes la eiti et environ.

Ver. 4725. O Mars o Atyzar] So A. Other MSS.

read, Athasir, Atayzer, Attezer, Atazir. I am not Astro-

loger enough to determine which is the right word.

Atizar, Spa.n. and altiser, Fr. signify to light a fire, to

injlame. But whether that sense can have any place here,

I am doubtful.

Ver. 4732. is ther non electioun] In the margin of MS.

C. 1. is the following quotation. Omnes concordati sunt,

quod Eleetiones sint debiles, nisi in divitibus : habent

enim isti, licet debilitentur eorum eleetiones, radicem, i.

nativitates eorum, qufe confortat omnem planetam debilera

in itinere, &c. It is taken from Liber Electionum by one

Zael. JIS. Harl. 80. Bod. 1648.

Ver. 4841. O soden wo] I shall transcribe the following

passage from the Margin of MS. C. I. though I know not

from what author it is borrowed, as it confirms the

readings adopted in the text. Semper mundante Uftilice

trislitia repentina succedit. Mundana igitur felicitas

mullis amarituiinibus est respersa. Exlrema gaudii

luctus occupat. Audi ergo salubre consilium; in die

bonorum tie immemor sis malorum. The Editt. read

O &>udan, wo &c.

Ver. 4858. fote-hot] Hastily, with all expedition. See

Gower, Conf. Am. fol. 816.

And forth with all anone/o/c hote

He stale the cowe

—

See also R. R. 3827. Haul le pied, in French, has the same

signification. Cotgrave, in v. So that I should suspect

hot, in our phrase, to be a corruption of haul.

Ver. 5«J02. The following plot of the Knight against

ConsUnce, from this ver. to ver. 5030. and also her adven-

ture with the Steward, from ver. 5330 to ver. 5344. are

both to be found, with some small variations, in a Story

in the Gesta Rumanorum, ch. 101. MS. Harl. 2270.

Occleve has versified the whole story ; as he has another

from the same collection, Z>c;yKA«(i»(a et muliere mold,

ch. 54. Ibid. (cxx. Edit.) See an excellent MS. of Occleve 3

works. Bib. Reg. 17 D. vi. The first poem begins,-^" In

the Remain jestes WTiten is thus :
" the second,—" Some

time an Emperour prudent and wise."

Ver. 5004. how he might quite hire while] Her time,

labour &c. So in the Leg. of Ariadne, v. ult. " the divel

quite him his while."

Ver. 5191. O messager] Quid turpius ebrioso, cui ffftor

in ore, tremor in corptire ; qui promit stultJL, prodit

occulta ; cui mens alienatur, facies transformatur ? nuUmn

enim latet secretum ubi regnat ebrietas. Marg. C. 1.

Ver. 5.345. O foule lust] O extrema libidinis turpitudo,

qu« non solum mentem effeminat, set etiam corpus

enervat : semper secuntur dolor et pcenitentia post, i.c.

Jlarg. C. 1.

Ver. 55(6. Som men wold sayn] See Gower, Conf. Am.

B. ii. fol. 35. b. 2. and the Discourse &c. J. xv.

In another circumstance, which has been introduced
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with the same words, ver. 5429. our Author agrees with

Gower, ibid. fol. 35. a 1.

Ver. 552/. your Custance] I have added pour, for the

sake of the metre.

Ver. 5552. Bat litel while] In Marg. C. I. A mane
usque ad vesperam mutabitur lerapus. tenent tympanum
et gaudent ad sonuni organi, &c.

Ver. 5555. Who lived ever] Ibid. Quis imquam unl-

earn diem totam in sua dilectione duxit jocundam ? quem
in aliqua parte diei reatus conscientije, viz. impetus iree,

vel motus concupiscentiae non turbavit
;
quem livor, vel

ardor avaritiae, vel tumor superbiae non vexavit, quem
aliqua jactura, vel offensa, vel passio non commoverit, &c.

Ver. 558.3. I have already given my reasons for following

the best MSS. in placing this Piologue of the Wife of

Bathe next to the JIan of Lawes Tale. Discourse, &c.

§ xvi. The want of a few verses to connect this Prologue

with the preceding Tale was perceived long ago ; and the

defect was attempted to be supplied by the author of the

following lines, which in MS. B. are prefixed to the com-
mon Prologue.

Oure oost gan tho to loke up anon.
Gode men, quod he, herkeneth everichone,

As evere raote I drynke w\ti or ale,

This marchant hath itold a mery tale,

Howe .Januarie hadde a hther jape,

His w\-f put in his hood an ape.
But hereof I wil leve off as now.
Dame wyf of Bathe, quod he, I pray you
Telle us a tale now nexte after tliis.

Sir oost, quod she, so god my soule hlis.

As I full}- thereto %vil consente.
And also it is myn hole entente,
To done yow alle disporte as that I can.
But holde me excused ; I am a woman.
1 can not reherse as these clerkes kune.
And ri\-t anon she hath hir tale bygunne.
Experience &c.

The same lines are in MSS. Bod. S and f. I print them
here, in order to justify myself for not inserting them in

the text.

Ver. 5626. I have wedded five] After this verse, the
six following are in MSS. G. 1 . HA. C. 2. and in Edit.
Ca.2.

Of whiche I have pyked out the beste
Bothe of here nether purs and of here cheste.
Diverse scoles maken parfj't clerkes.
And diverse practyk in many sondiy werkes
Maken the werkman parfj-t sekirly:
Of five husbondes scoIerjTig am I,

Welcome the sixtlie &c.

If these lines are not Chaucer's, they are certainly more
in his manner than the generality of the imitations of

him. Perhaps he wrote them, and afterwards blotted

them out. They come in hut awkwardly here, and he
has used the principal idea in another place. March. T.

ver. 9301.

Ver. 5657. The dart is sette] See Lydg. Boe. fol. xxvi.

And oft it happeneth, he that hath best ron
Doth not the spcrc like his desert possede.

Ver. 5677. I graunt it wel, I have non envie,

Though maidenhed preferre higamie] So these two
verses stand, ivithout any material difference, in all the

MSS. If they are right, we must understand -preferre to

signify the same as he preferred to. Knowing no example
of such a construction, I have ventured at an alteration of

the text. It might have been as well, perhaps, to have
left the first line untouched, and to have corrected the se-

cond only thus

:

Though maidenhed he prefer'd to bigamie.

Ver. 5681 . a lord in his houshold] See 2 Tim. ii. 20.

Ver. 5764. writeth Ptholomee] In the Margin of MS. C.

1. is the following quotation : Qui per alios ?ion corrirjiiur,

alii per ipsum corrigentur. But I cannot find any such
passage in the Almageste. I suspect that the Wife of

Bathes copy of Ptolemy was very different from any that

I have been able to meet with. See another quotation

from him, ver. 5906.

Ver. 5799. The bacon—at Donmow] See Blount's Ant.

Tenures, p. 162. and P. P. 446. This whimsical institu-

tion was not peculiar to Dunmow. There was the same in

Bretagne. " A I'Ahbaie Sainct Melaine, pres Renncs, y a,

plus de six cens ans sont, un coste de lard encore tout frais

et non eorrompu ; et neantmoins voue et ordonne aux pre-

miers, qui par an et jour ensemble mariez ont vescu fan

debat, grondement, et sans s'en repentir." Contes d'Eu-
trap, t. ii. p. 161.

Ver. 5810. Sweren and lien] Rom. de la R. ver. 19013.

Car plus bardiment que nulz horns
Certainement jurent et mentent.

Ver. 5811. (I say not this] This parenthesis seems to be
rather belonging to Chaucer himself than to the Wife of

Bp.tho.

Ver. 5814. Shal beren hem on hond] Skal make them.

believe falsely, the cow is wood. The latter words may
either signify that the cow is mad, or made of wood.

Which of the two is the preferable interpretation, it will

be safest not to determine, till we can discover the old

story to which this phrase seems to be a proverbial

allusion.

Ver. 5817. Sire olde Kaynard] Cagnard, or Caignard,

was a French term of reproach, which seems to have been
originally derived from Canis. Menage, in v. In the fol-

lowing speech it would be endless to produce all Chaucer's

imitations. The beginning is from the fragment of Theo-

phrastus, quoted by St. Jerome, c. Jovin. 1. i., and by John
of Salisbury, Polycrat. 1. viii c. xi. See also Ro>n. de la

R. ver. 8967. et suiv.

Ver. 5882. chamberere] A chamber-maid. Fr. See

8695. 8853.

Son varlet et sa chamberiere,
Aussi sa seur et sa nourrice
Et sa mere, si moult n'est nice.

Rom. de la R. 14480.

Ver. 5923. in the apostles name] See. 1 Tim. ii. 9.

Ver. 6042. IWetellius] This story is told by Pliny, Nat.

Hist. 1. xiv. c. 13. of one Mecfnius ,- but Chaucer probably

followed Valerius Maximus, 1. vi. c. 3.

Ver. 6049. In woman vinolent] Rom. dc la R. 14222.

Cai' puisque femme est enyvTee
El n'a point en soy de deffence.

—

Ver. 6065. Seint Joce] or Josse, Sanctus Judocus, was a
Saint of Ponthieu. Vocab. Hagiol. prefixed to Alenage,

Etymol. Fr.

Ver. 6137. visitations] Rom de la R. 12492.

Souvent voise a la mere Eglise,

Et face \-isitations

Aux nopces, aux processions,

Aux jeu-x, aux festes, aux caroles.

—

Ver. 6151. bobance] Boasting, pride. Fb. en orgueil et

en bubatis. Froissart, v. iv. c. 70. In the Editt. it is bof-

tance. The thought in the next lines is taken from Rom.
de la R. 13914.

Moult a souris povre recours,

Et met en grand peril la druge.
Qui n'a qu'ung partuys a refuge.

Ver. 6191—4. These four lines are wanting in MSS. A.
Ask. 1. 2. and several others. And so are the eight lines

from ver. 6201. to ver. 6208. incl. They certainly might
very well be spared.

Ver. 6216. with his fist] MS. A. reads

—

on the lysle—and
so does Ed. Ca. 2. with the addition of (what was at first a
marginal gloss) on the Cheke. In support of this reading

it may be observed, that Sir Thomas More, among many
Chaucerian phrases, has this, in his Merry Jest of a Ser.

Jeant &c.

And with his fist

Upon the I//si

He gave him such a blow.

—
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Ver. (>?27. open-heded] This is liternlly from Val. Max.
1. vi. c. :i. uxorem diniisit, quod cam capite ape) to foiiM

vcrsatum coRnoverat. IIo Rives the reason of this severity.

Lex enim tibi meos tantum pra;finit oculos, quibus for-

mam tuam approbes. liis decoris instrumenta compara:
his esto spcciosa, Ac.

Ver. Bi.W. a sommer-gamc] This expression, I suppose,

took its rise from the Summer being the usual season for

Games. It is used in P. P. fol. xxvii.

I have lever here an harlotry, or a Somers game

—

This storj- is also from Val. Max. 1. vi. c. .3. P. Sempronius
Sophus—conjugem repudii nota affecit, nihil aliud quam
ee ignorante Ittdos aussim spcctare.

Ver. 62'i3. Valerie, and Tlieophrast] Some account lias

been given of these two treatises in the Discourse &c. n. li).

As to the rest of the contents of this volume, Hieronymus
contra Jovinianiim, and Tertullian de I'aUio are suffi-

ciently knowTi ; and so are the letters of Eloisa and Abe-

lard, the Parables of Solomon, and Ovid's Art of Love. I

know of no Trotuln, but one, wliose book Curatidorum
agritudinnm miiliebrium, ante, in, et post partum, is

printed int. Medicos antiqiios, Ven. 1547. What is meant
by Crisippus I cannot guess.

Ver. 6258. Which book was ther] I have here departed

from the MSS. which all read,—In which book tlier was
e]\c.—Perhaps, however, it might be sufficient to put a full

stop after Jovinian.

Ver. 02ii4. exaltation] In the old Astrology, a Planet was
said to be in its Exaltation, when it was in that sign of

the Zodiac, in which it was supposed to exert its strongest

influence. The opposite sign was called its Dejection, as

in that it was supposed to be weakest. To take the instance

in the text, the Exaltation of Venus was in Pisces, (see also

Tcr. 1(1587), and her Dejection of course in Virgo. But in

Virgo was the Exaltation of Mercury.

She is the welthe and the rj-sjTige

The lust the joy aud the lyk^Tige

Unto Mercury.

—

Gower, Con/. Am. 1. vii. fol. 14/. So in ver. 10098. Cancer

is called Joves exaltation.

Ver. (!.'W3. Tho redde he] Most of the following instances

are mentioned in the Epistola Valerii nil Rufimnn de nnn
ducendd uxore. See also Horn, de la R. 9140. 9615. et suiv.

Ver. 6.329. Of Lima— and of Lucie] In the Epistola

Valerii, &c. MS. Reg. 12. D. iii. the story is told thus

:

Luna virum suum interfecit quern nimis odivit : Lucilia

suum quem nimis amavit. Ilia sponte miscuit aconita

:

li2BC decepta furorem propinavit pro amoris poculo. Lima
and Luna in many MS.S. are only distinguishable by a

small stroke over the i, which may be easily overlooked

where it is, and supposed where it is not.

Ver. R3:!9. Latumeus] In MSS. Ask. 1. 2. it is Latynius

:

In the Epistola Valerii just cited, Pavorinvs flens ait

Arrio—

.

Ver. 6.355. mo proverbes] For the following aphorisms
see Prov. xxi. 9. 19. and xi. 22. The observation in ver

6364. is in Herodotus. U. i. p. 5. Ed. Wesseling.

Ver. 6414. The Sompnour herd the Frere gale] The same
word occurs below, ver. 6918. " and let the Sompnour gale."

Ill both places it seems to be used metaphorically. Gulan,
Sax. signifies canere. It is used literally in the Court of

Love, ver. 1357. where the nightingale is said

—

to crie and
gale. Hence its name, Nightegale, or ^'ightengale. In the

Island, at gala is ululare, Galli more exclnmare ; and
Hana gal ; Gallicinium. Gudm. And. Lex. Island.

Ver. 64.39. King Artour] I hope that Chaucer, by placing
his Klf-quene in the dayes of King Arlvitr. did not mean
to intimate that the two monarchies were equally fahulous
and visionary. Master Wace has judged more candidly
of the expUiits of our British hero.

Ne tut raensonge, ne tut veir
;

Ne tut folie, ne tut saveir.

Tant unt li conteor coute,

£ li fableor taut fable,

I'ur les contes eiibelccer,

Ke tut unt fait fable .seiiibler.

Le Unit. .MS. Cotton. Vitcll. A. 7.

Ver. 6441. faerie] Fi'erie. Fr. from Fi'e, the French name
for those fantastical beings which in the Gothic languages
are called Al,fs, or Eli-es. The corresjumding names to Fife,

in the otlier Komance dialects, are Fiita, It.v;.. and Hilda,
Span, so that it is probable, that all three arc derived
from the Lat. Fatum, which in the barbarous ages was
corrupted into fatiis and Fata. See Menage, in v. Fee.
l)u Cange, in v. Fadus.
Our system of Faerie would have been much more com-

plete, if all our ancient writers had taken the same lauda-
ble pains to inform us upon that head, that Oervaseof Til-

bery has done. Ot. Imp. Dec. iii. e. 61,2. lie mentions two
species of Damons in Engl.-md, which I do not recollect to

have met with in any other author. The first are those,

quos Galli Ifeptunos, Angli PoiiTt'.vos nominant. Of the
others he says

—

Est in Anglid quoddam dcemoniim pennt,

quod sua idiomate Grant nominant, adinstar puUi equini
anniculi, tibiis ereclum, ociilis scintillantibus &c.

This la.st seems to have been a Da;mon sui generis, but
the Porttiniis appears to have resembled the Gobelin, as
described by Oideric. Vital. 1. v. p. 5:>(). Speaking of the
miracles of St. Taurinus at Evreux in Normandy, he says

—D^mon enim, quem de Diana; phano cxpulit, adhuc in

eadem urbe degit, et in variis frequenter formis apparens
neminem leedit. Huftc vulgus Gobelinum * appellat, et jier

merita Sancti Tauiini ab humana laisione roercitum usque
hodie affiimat.

In the same manner Gervase says of the Portuni. Id

illis insitum est, ut obsequi possint et obesse non possint.

He adds indeed an exception. Verum unieum quasi niodu-

luin noccndi habent. Cum cniin inter ambiguas noetia

tenebras Angli solitarii quandoqueequitant, Portuni'siiitn-

nunquam invisus equitanti se copulat, et cum diutius

comitatur euntem, tandem loris arreptis equum in Iiitum

ad manum ducit, in quo dum infixus vohitatur, Portunut
exicns cacliinnuin/acit,et sic hujuscemodi ludibrio huma-
nam simplicitatem deridet This is exactly such a prank
as our Hob, or Hop, goblin was used to play. See the Mid-
summer Night's Dream. A. 2. S. 1. and Drayton's Nym-
ph idia f.

It should be observed, th.it the Portuni. according to

Gervase. were of tho true Faery size, staturd pusilli dimi-

dium poinds non habenles. But then indeed they were
senili vultu, facie corrugatd. In Dec. i. c. 18. he describes

another species of harmless Daemons, called Folleli. Esprita

FoUets. Fr. Foletti. Ital.

The Incubus mentioned beh.w, ver. 6462. was a Faery of

not quite so harmless a nature. He succeeded to the ancient

Fauni, and like them was supposed to inflict that oppres-

sion, which goes under the name of the Ephialles, or Night-

mare. Pliny calls the F.phialtes Faunorum in quiete

ludibria. N. H. 1. 25. x. The Incubus however, as Chaucer

insinuates, exerted his powers for love as well as for hate.

Gervas. Tilber. Dec. i. c. 17- Vidimus quosdam Daimones

tanto zelo mulieres amare quod ad inaudita prorunipunt

ludibria, et cum ad concubitum earum accedunt mira

mole cas oppriniunt, nee ub aliis videntur.

Ver. 6457. undermelcs] The undermelc, i. e. undcrn-

inelc, was the dinner of our ancestors. See the note on

ver. 8136.

Ver. 6466. came riding fro river'\ Or, fro the river, as it

is in some MSS. It means from hawking at traterfowl.

Froissart, v. i. c. 140. Le Comte de Flandres estoit tousjours

en riviere—un jour advint qu'il alia voUer en la riiuerc—et

getta son fauconnicr un faucon apres le heron, et le Comte

aussi un—So in c 210. he sa.\s, that Edward III. had with

him in his army—trente fauconnicrs a cheval, chargez

* Gohehnura. v. Du Cange. Gloss. Gr. v. Ko'oAoi.

f I shall here correct a mistake of my own in the Dis-

course &c. n. 23. I have supposed that Shakespeare might
have followed Drayton in his Faerj' system. 1 have since

obser%ed that Don Quixot, which was not published till 1605,

is cited in the Nymphidia, whereas we have an I'dition of the

Midsummer Night's Dream in 1600. So that Drayton un-

doubtedly followed Shakespeare.
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d'oiseaux, et bien soixante couples de forts chiens et

autant de levriurs : dont il alloit, chacun jour, ou en chace

ou en 7-u-iere. ainsi que il luy plaisoit. Sire Thopas is

described as following this knightly sport, ver. 13G()5.

He coude hunte at the wilde dere,

And ride on hauking./br t?ie rivcre

With grey goshauk on honde.

V er. G710. Ful selde up riseth] Dante, Purg. vii. 121.

Rade volte risurge per li rami
L'huinana probitate : et questo ^'uole

Quei che la da, perclie da se si chiami.

Ver. G741. For gentillesse] A great deal of this reasoning

is copied from Boethius de Consol. 1. iii. Pr. 6. See also

R. R. 2180, & seq.

For villanie raaketh villeine,

And by his dedes a chorle is seine, &c.

Ver. 6777. Poverte is hateful good] In this commendation

of Poverty, our author seems plainly to have had in view

the following passage of a fabulous conference between the

Emperour Adrian and Sccundus the philosopher, reported

by Vincent of Beauvais, Spec. Huitor. 1. x. c. 71. Quid est

Paupcrtas ? Odibile bonvm ; sanitatis mater ; remotio

curarum ; sapientia repertrix ; negotium sine damno

;

possessio absque calumnia ; sine soUicitudine felicitas.

What Vincent has there published appears to have been

extracted from a larger collection of Gnomce under the

name of Secundus, which are still extant in Greek and

Latin. See Fabric. Bib. Gr. 1. vi. c. x. and MS. Harl. 399.

The author of Pierce Plouphman has quoted and para-

phrased the same passage, fol. 75.

Ver. 6781. elenge] Strange ; probably from the old Fr.

esloingnd. So in the Cuckow and Nightingale, ver. 1 15.

Thy songes ben so elenge in good fay.

And in P. P. fol. 3. b.

AVhere the cat is a Iriten, the com-t is full elenge.

See also fol. 46. b. [See the Gloss, in v. Elenge. Add. note.

Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 6797. For filthe, and elde also, so] Though none of

the MSS. that 1 have seen, authorize the insertion of the

second so, it seems absolutely necessary.

Ver. eS-ia. auctoritees] Aiictoritas was the usual word
for what we call a tejct of Scripture. MS. Harl. 106. 10.

Expositio aiictoritatis, Majus gaudium super uno pecca-

tore. Ibid. 21. Expositio <ii(C?o»v7tt(w, Stetit populus de

longe &c.

Ver. 6931. the nale] the Ak-hmisc. P. P. fol. 32. b.

And than satten some and songe at the )iale.

Skinner supposes it tobe a corruption of in n-ale, which is not

impossible. [See the Gloss, in v. Nale. Add. note. Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 6959. an old ribibe] He calls her below, ver. 7155.

an olde rebckke. They were both names for the same
musical instrument. See Menage, in. v. Rebec. Ribeba, in

the Pecameron. Ix. 5. is rendered by Mafon, the old French
translator. Rebec and Guiterne. Chaucer uses also the

diminutive 7?/fci'6^t', ver. 3331. 4395. How this instrument

came to be put for an old woman, I cannot guess, unless

perhaps from its shrillness. An old writer, quoted by Du
Cange, in v. Baudosa, has the following lines in his descrip-

tion of a Concert.

Quidam rebeccam arcuabant
Muliebrem vocem confngcntcs.

Ver. 6990. wariangles] I have nothing to say either in

refutation or support of Mr. Speght's explanation of this

word—"A kind of birds full of noise, and very ravenous,
preying upon others, which when they have taken, they
use to hang upon a thorne or pricke, and teare them in

peeces, and devour them. And the common opinion is,

that the thorne, whereupon they thus fasten them and
eat them, is afterward poisonsome. In Staffordshire and
Shropshire the name is common."—except that Cotgrave,
in his Fk. Diet, explains Arneat to signify The ravenous
bird called a Shrike, Nynmurder, Wariangle.—[See the
Gloss- in v. Wariangles. Add. note, Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 7018. to hevy or to bote] We have nearly the same

expression in Froissart, v. i. c. 229. ne laissoient riens a

prendre, s'il n'estoit trop chaud, trop froid, ou trop pesani.

Ver. 7092. As to the Phitonesse did Samuel] So MS. A
The Editt. read,

As the Phitonesse did to Samuel

—

which is certainly wrong. See 1 Sam. xxviii. Our authoi

uses Phitonesse for Pythonesse. II. F. iii. 171- And so does

Gower, Coti/. Amant. fol. 140.

The Phitonesse in Samary.

—

Ver. 7145. liard] A common appellative for a horse, from

its prei/ colour, as bayard was from bay. See before, ver.

4113. P. P. fol. 92.

He lyght downe of liardc and ladde him in his hand.

Bp. Douglas, in his Virgil, usually puts liart for albits,

incanus, &o-

Ver. 7164. thou olde very trate] So MSS. C. t. Ask. 1. 2.

and Ed. Ca. 2. The later Editt. read viritrate in one word.

We may suppose trate to be used for trot, a common term

for an old woman. Keysler, Antiq. Sept. p. .'503. refers i I

to the same original with the German Drud, or Drut ;

Saga.

Ver. 7269. And now hath Sathanas, saith he] So MSS.

C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. I have put these two lines in a parenthesis

as he refers to the narrator, the Sompnour.

Ver. 7277- A twenty thousand] I have added A for the

sake of the verse. Chaucer frequently prefixes it to

Nouns of number. See ver. 106!)7-

And up they risen, wel a ten or twelve.

Ver. 7-99. To trentals] Un trentel, Fr. was a service of

thirty Slasses, which were usually celebrated, upon as

many different days, for the dead. Du Cange, in v.

Trentale.

Ver. 7327 Askaunce that he wolde for hem preye] The
Glossary interprets ascaunce to mean askew, aside, side-

ways ; in a side vietc ; upon what authority I know not.

It will be better to examine the other passages in whicli

the same word occurs, before we determine the sense of it.

See ver. 16306.

Ascaunce that craft is so light to lere.

Tro. i. 285.

Ascaunce, lo ! is this not wisely spoken ?

Ibid. 292.

Ascaunce, what, may I not stonden here?

Lydg. Trag. fol. 136. b.

Ascaunce I am of maners most chaungeable.

In the first and last instance, as well as in the text,

ascaunce seems to signify simply as if; quasi. In the two

others it signifies a little more ; as if to say. This latter

signification may be clearly established from the third

line, which in the Italian original (Filostrato di Boccaccio,

1. i.) stands thus

:

Quasi dicessc, e no ci si puo stare ?

So that ascaunce is there equivalent to quasi dicesse in

Italian.

As to the Etymology of this word I must confess myself

more at a loss. I observe however that one of a similar

form in the Teutonic has a similar signification. Als-

kacks ; Quasi, quasi vero. Kilian. Our as is the same
with als. Teut. and Sax. It is only a further corruption

of al so. Perhaps therefore ascaiince may have been origi-

nally ais-kansse. Kansse in Tkut. is ChanccVR. and Eng.

I will just add, that this very rare phrase was also used,

as I suspect, by the Author of the Continuation of the

Catiterbury Tales, first printed by Mr. Urry. Prol. ver. 361.

And al ascaunce she loved him wel, she toke him by the swere.

It is printed a staunce.

Ver. 7329. A Goddes kichel] " It was called a Goddes

kichel, because Godfathers and Godmothers used ccm-
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monly to give one of them to tlieir Godcliildren, when
they asked blessinji." Sp. And so we nre to suppose a

Goddes halfpeny, in ver. T^t^H. was culled for the same
reason, &c. But this is all (inilis tlicluni, I believe. The
phrase is French, and the true meaning of it is explained

by M. de la Monnoye in a note upon the Conies de li. D.

Pcrit-rs, t. ii. p. 107. Belle serrure de J)iett'] Expression

du petit peuple, qui raporte pieusement tout a Dieu

—

Kien .I'est plus conimun danslaboucho des bonnes vieilles,

que ces especes d'llebraismcs : // m'en coute un bet ecu

de Dieu ; II ne tne resle que ee pauvre enfant de Dieu ;

Donez moi une benite aumdne de Dieu.

Ver. 7442. fifty yere] See Du Cange, in v. Skjipect.?:.

Peculiar honours and iraniunities were granted by the

Rule of St. Benedict to those JMonks, qui quinquaijinta

annus in ordine exegerant, quos annutn jiihiheum exi-gisse

vulgo dicimus. It is probable that some similar regulation

obtained in the other Orders.

Ver. 7488. mendiants] In JIS. A. it is mcndinants, both

here and below, ver. 74y4. which reading, though not

agreeable to analogy, is perhaps the true one, as I find the

word constantly so spelled in the Stat. Ii R. II. c. 7, 8,

9,10.

Ver. 7511. Jovinian] Against whom St. Jerome wrote;

or, perhaps, the supposed Emperour of that name in the '

Gesla liomanorum, c. lix. whose story was worked up into

a Morality^ UTider the title of L'orpucil et prtfsomplion de

VEmpereur Jovinien—k 19 personages. It was printed at

Lions, l.Wl. Hvo. sur une vieille copie. Du Verd^tr, in v.

JoviNiE.v. The same story is told of a Hubert King of
Sicili/, in an old Englisli poem. MS. Ilarl 17ol. Mr.
Warton has given large extracts from an Oxford MS. as I

suppose, of the same poem. Hist, of lOng. Po. p. 184.

Ver. 7514. of ful gret reverence] The Editt. have changed
this to/«^ litel ; but the reading of the MSS. may stand, if

it be understood ironically.

Ver. 7600. As saith Senek] This story is told by Seneca,

de Ira, I. i. c. xvi. of Cn. Piso. It is also told of an Em-
perour Eraclius, Gesla Romanorum, cap. cxi.

Ver. 7'>-5. Irous Cambyses] This story is also in Seneca,

1. iii. c. xiv. It differs a little from one in Herodotus, 1. iii.

Ver. "fio?. Singeth Placebo] The allusion is to an Anthem
in the Romish church, from Psalm cxvi. 9. which in the

Vulgate stands thus : Placebo Domino in regione vivorum.

Hence the complacent brother in the Marchant's Tale is

called Placebo.

Ver. 7662. the river of Gisen] It is called Gyndes in

Seneca, lib. eit. c. xxi. and in Herodotus, 1. i.

Ver. 76*)6. That wimmen] So the best JISS. agreeably to

the authors just quoted. The Editt. have

—

That mfn might ride and wade &c.

Sir J. i\Iandevile tells the story of the Euphrates ;

—

" because that he had sworn, that he sholde putte the

ryvere in suche poynt, that a wominan myghte wel passe

there, withouten castynge of of hire clothes." p. 49.

Ver. 7710. the letter of our sele] There is a letter of this

kind in Stevens, Snpp. to Dugd. vol. ii. App. p. 370.

Fratres Prcedicatures, Warwicc. admiltiint Thomam Can-

nings et uxorem ejus Agnetem ad participationem omnium
bonnrum operum conventiis ejusilem. It is imder seal of

the Prior, 4 Non. Oetob. An. Dom. l.'M7.

Ver. 7740. The remainder of this tale is omitted in MSS.

B. G. and Bod. )3. and instead of it they give us the fol-

lowing lame and impotent conclusion.

He ne had nozt eUis for his sermon
To part among his brethren when he cam home.
And thus is this tale idon.

For we were almost att the toun.

I only mention this to shew what liberties some Copyists

have taken with our author.

Ver. 7879. Were newe spoused] It has been observed in

n. upon ver. 812. that Chaucer frequently omits the

governing Pronoun before his Verbs. The instances there

cited were of Personal Pronouns. In this line and some
others, which I shall point out here, the Relatives u'hii or

uliirli are omitted in the siiuie manner. See ver. 7411.

1.3035. 1604!J.

Ver. 7910. Lynyan] or Linian. The person meant was
an eminent Lawyer, and made a great noise, ;i8 we say, in

his time His name of late has been so little known, that

I believe nobody has been angry with the Editt. for calling

him Livian. There is some account of him in I'anzirolus,

de CI. Leg. Interpret. 1. iii. c. xxv. Joannes, a Lignnno, agri

Mediolancnsis vico, oriimdus, et ob id Lignonus dictus

&c. One of his works entitled, " Traclatus de Hello," is

extant in MS. Reg. 13. B. ix. He compiled it at Bologna

in the year 13(J0.

He was not however a mere Lawyer. Chaucer speaks of

him as excelling also in Philosophie, and so does bis epi-

taph, ap. Panzirol. 1. c.

Gloria Lignani, titulo decoratus utroque,

Legibus et sacro Canone dives erat.

Alter Aristoteles, Ilippocras erat et Ptolomaus

The only specimen of his Philosophy that I have met
with is in MS. Ilarl. 1006. It is an Astrological work,

entitled, " Conclusiones Judieii composite p'er Domnuiu
Johannem de Lyviano (1. Lyniano) super coronacione

Domni Urbani Pape VI. A. D. 1378. xviii April, &c. cum
Diagrammate." He also supported the election of I'rban

as a Lawyer. Panzirol. 1. c. et Annal. Eceles. a Raynaldo,

torn. xvii. He must therefore have lived at least to l;J7H,

though in the printed epitaph he is said to have died in

1368, XVI Febr.

Ver. 7927. To Emelie ward] One of the regions of Italy

wa.s called jF.milia, from the Vm JEmilia, which crossed

it from Plaientia to Rimini. Placentia stood upon the

Po. Pitisc. Lex. Ant. Rom. in v. Via .jE.milia. Petrarch's

description of this part of the course of the Po is a little

different. He speaks of it as dividing the ^Emilian and
Flaminian regions from Venice

—

JEmiliam atque I'la-

miniam Veneliamque discriminans. But our Author's

Emelie is plainly taken from him.

As the following Tale is almost wholly translated from

Petrarch, (see the Discourse S:c. §. xx.) it would be endless

to cite particular pas.sages from the original, especially as

it is printed in all the Editiims of Petrarch's works. It is

there entitled, De ohedienlid etjide uxorid Mylhologia.

Ver. 8136. The time of undcrne] The Glo.ssary explains

this rightly to mean the third hour of the day, or 7iine of

the clock. In ver. 8857, where this word is used again, the

original has

—

hora tertia. In this place it has

—

hora

prandii. From whence we may collect that in Chaucer's

time the third hour, or underne, was the usual hour of

dinner.

I have never met with any Etjnnology of this word

underne, but the following pa.ssage might lead one to sus-

pect that it had some reference to undernoon. " In the

town-book belonging to the Corporation of Stanford, 28 E.

IV. it is ordeyned. that no person opyn ther sack, or set

ther corn to sale afore Hour of Ten of the Bell, or els the

Undernone Bell be rongyn." Peck's Desid. Cur. vol. i. B.

vi. p. 36. In the Islandic Diet. Ondverne is rendered Mane
diei.

Ver. 82.58. ful of nouches] The common reading is

ouches ; but I have retained the reading of the best MSS.

as it may possibly assist somebody to discover the meaning

of the word. I observe too that it is so written in the

Inventory of the effects of Henry V. Rot. Pari. 2 H. \l.

n. 31. "Item 6 Broches et nouches d'or garniz de divers

garnadcs pois 31<^ d'or pris 3.5».

Ver. 8466. of Pavic] When the text of this tale was

printed, I had not sufficiently adverted to the readins! of

the best MSS. which is uniformly Panik. I have little

doubt that it should be Pa/uTc both here and below, ver.

8640. 8814. as in Petrarch the Marquisses sister is said to

be married to the Count de Panico. In Boccace it is de

Panago.

Ver. 8614. his message] His messenger. See below, ver.
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8823. Message was commonly used for Messager by the

French Poets. Du Cange, in v. Messagarius.

Ver. 8915. as ye ban do mo'] For, me. This is one of the

most licentious corruptions of Orthography, that I remem-
ber to have observed in Chaucer. All that can be said in

excuse of him is that the old Poets of other countries have
not been more scrupuious. Quadrio has a long chapter,

L. ii. Dist. iv. cap. iv. upon the Licences taken by the

Italian Poets, and especially Dante, the most licentious,

as be says, of them all, /or the sake of Rime. As long a
chapter might easily bo filled with the irregularities which
the old French Poets committed for the same reason. It

should seem, that, while Orthography was so variable, as

it was in all the living European languages before the

invention of Printing, the Poets thought it generally ad-

viseable to sacrifice propriety of Spelling to exactness of

Riming. Of the former offence there were but few
judges ; the latter was obvious to the eye of every reader.

Ver. 9064. Lest Chichevache] This excellent reading is

restored upon the authority of the best MSS. instead of

the common one, Chechiface. The allusion is to the sub-

ject of an old Ballad, which is still preserved in JIS. Harl.

2251. fol. 270. b. It is a kind of Pageant, in which two
Beasts are introduced, called Bt/corne and Chichevache.

The first is supposed to feed upon obedient husbatids, and
the other upon patient wives : and the humour of the

piece consists in representing Bicorne as pampered v/ith a
superfluity of food, and Chichevache as half starved.

In Stowe's Catalogue of Lydgate's works, at the end of

Speght's Edit, of Chaucer, there is one entitled "of
two monstrovs beasts Bicorne and Chichefache." It is not
improbable that Lydgate translated the Ballad now extant
from some older French Poem, to which Cliaucer alludes.

The name of Chichevache is French; Vacca%iarca.

Ver. 9080. aventaille] The forepart of the armour. Sk.
He deduces it from avant. But ventaille was the common
name for that aperture in a close helmet through which
the wearer was to breatlie, Nicot, in v; so that perhaps
aventaille meant originally an helmet with such an aper-
ture ; tin heaunie d ventaille.

Ver. 9088. and wringe, and waille] Beside the MSS. C.

1. Ask. 1. 2. and others, we have the authority of both
Caxton's Editt. for concluding the Clerkes Tale in this

manner. I say nothing of the two Editt. by Pynson, as

they are mere copies of Caxton's second. But I must not
conceal a circumstance, which seems to contradict the
supposition that the Mnrchant's Prologue foUowed
immediately. In those same JMSS. the following Stanza is

interponed.

This worthy Clerk whan ended was his tale.
Our Ho3te saide and swore by eockes bones,
Jte were lever than a barrel of ale
My wif at home had herd this legend ones ;

This is a gentil tale for the nones.
As to my purpos, wiste ye my wille,

But thing that wcl not be, let it be stille.

Whatever may be thought of the genuineness of these
lines, they can at best, in my opinion, be considered as a
fragment of an unfinished Prologue, which Chaucermight
once have intended to place at the end of the Clerkes tale.

When he determined to connect that tale with the Mar-
chant's in another manner, he may be supposed, notwith-
standing, to have left this Stanza for the present uncan-
celled in his MS. He has made use of the thought, and
some of the lines, in tlie Prologue which connects the
Monkes'VaXe with Melihee, ver. 13«95—1390O.
The two additional Stanzas, which were first printed in

Ed. Frr. from MS. F. (IL 1. in Urry's List) and whi<h
serve to introduce the Frankelein's tale next to the
Clerkes, are evidently, I think, spurious. They are not
found, as I recollect, in any MS. except that cited by Mr.
Urry and MS. B If these two MSS. were of much
greater age and authority than they really are, they would
weigh but little in opposition to the number and character of

those MSS. in which these Stanzas are wanting, and in
which the Marchant's tale stands next to the Clerkes.

Another proof of the spuriousness of these Stanzas is,

that they are almost entirely made up of lines taken
from the Prologue, which in this Edition, upon the
authority of the best MSS. isprefixed to the SquieresTaXe.
See below, ver. 10301.

Ver. 9172. Ne take no wif] What follows to ver. 9180
incl. is taken from the Liber aureolus ITieophrasti de
ntiptiis, as quoted by Hieronymus, contra Jovinianum,
and from thence by John of Salisbury, Polyerat. 1. viii. c.

xi. Quod si propter dispensationem domus, et languoris
solatia, ei fugam solitudinis, ducuntur uxores, multo
melius dispensat servus fi,delis, &c. Assidere aiilem

cegrotanti magis possunt amici et verntitce bct^efieiis

obligati quam ilia, qucB nobis imputet lachrymas suas, &c.

Ver. 9180. many a day] After this verse in the common
Editt. are these two,

And if thou take to thee a wife untrew
Full oftentime it shall thee sore rew.

In MSS. A. C. and B. a. they stand thus—

And if thou take a wif be wel ywar
Of on P"'' which I declare ne dar.

thing

In MSS. C. 1. HA. D. thus—

And if thou take a ^vif of heye IjTiage

She shal be hauteyn and of gret costage.

In aiS. B. 8. thus—

And if thou take a wif in thin age olde

Ful lightly mayst thou be a cokewold.

In JfSS. Ask. 1. 2. E. H. B. ^. N. c. and both Caxton's

Editt. they are entirely omitted, and so I believe they

should be. If any one of these couplets should be allowed

to be from the hand of Chaucer, it can only be considered

as the opening fif a new argument, which the author, for

some reason or other, immediately abandoned, and
consequently would have cancelled, if he had lived to pub-

lish his work.

Ver. 9230. Lo how that Jacob] The same instances are

quoted iu Mclibeus, p. 83.

Ver. 9350. As saith Senek] In Marg. C. 1. Sicut nihil est

superius benigna conjuge, ita nihil est crudelius infesta

muliere- Seneca.

Ver. 9251. as Caton bit] i. e. biddeth. See the n. on
ver. 187- The line referred to is quoted in Marg. C. 1.

Uxoris linguam, si frugi est, ferre memento.

It is in L. iij. Dist. 25.

Ver. 9259. If thou lovest thyself] The allusion is to

Ephes. V. 28- He that loveth his wife, loveth himself. The
MSS. read—If thou lovest thyself thoa lovest thy wif

—

which, I think, is certainly wrong. I have printed, from
conjecture only

—

love tliou thy wif. But upon reconsider-

ing the passage, I think it may be brought still nearer to

the Apostles doctrine by writing—Thou lovest thyself, if

thou lovest thy wif.

Ver. 9298. Wades bote] Upon this Mr. Speght remarks
as follows :

" Concerning \Vade and his bote called Guinge-

lot, as also his straunge exploits in the same, because the

matter is long and fabulous, I pass it over."

—

Tantamne
rem tarn negligeitter ? Mr.Speght probably did not foresee,

that Posterity would be as much obliged to him for a little

of i\\\s,fabulous matter concerning Wade and his bote, as

for the gravest of his annotations. The story of Wade is

mentioned again by our author in his Troilus, iii. 615.

He songe, she playede, he tolde a tale of Wade.

It is there put proverbially for any romantic history ; but
the allusion in the present passage to Wades bote can

hardly be explained, without a more particular knowledge
of his adventures, than we are now likely ever to attain.

Ver. 9348. disputison] Disputation. So ver. U2fl2.

15244. See Gower, Conf. Am. fol. 15. b.

In great desputeson they were-

and fol. 150. b. 151. b.
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Ver. {Mug. A chidester] So MS. A. Soe the note on ver.

S0I9.

Ver. S41(i. a man is wood] In MS. A. mannisheiceU ; in

C. 1. tiianiiish woud.

Ver. !)594. Xe he Theodomas] This person is mentioned
again as a famous trumpeter in the II. of F. iii. 156. but
upon what aiitliority I really do not know. I should sus-

pect that our author met with liiin, and the auccdutc

allud-d to, in some Jiomantic Ilisli/ry of Thebes.

lU is prefixed to proper names emphatically, according

to the Saxon u.-.iige. See before, ver. a242. him Ilolofernes;

ver. 9247. him Jlardoehee : and below, ver. 9608.

Of hire Philologie and him Mercury.

Ver. 9fio2. As that she bare it] As this line is not only ill

all the best MSS. but also in Edit, Ca. 2. it seems very ex-

traordinary that the later Editions should have exchanged
it for the following.

So fresh she was and thereto so licand.

Ver. 9858. his service bedetb] Pro/ereth. So this word is

explained in another passage, ver. )(io33.

Lo, how this thefe coude his service bede .'

Ful soth it is, that uriche profered service

Stinketh, as witnessen thise olde wise.

See also ver. 8236.

Ver. 9659. false of holy hewe] I have added of, from
conjecture. See below, ver. 12355. under heice OfJioUnesse.

Ver. 9681. vernage] Vernaceia Ital. " Credo sic dictum
(says Skinner) quasi Veronaccia, ab agro Veronensi, in

quo optimum ex hoc genere vinum crescit." Ilut the

Vernage. whatever may have been the reason of its name,
was probably a wine of Crete, or of the neighbouring con-

tinent. Froiss. V. iv. c. 18. De I'isle de Candie il leur

venoit tresbonnes malvoisies et grenaches (r. gernaches)

dont ils estoient largement servis et coufortez. Our author

in another place, ver. 13000, 1. joins together the wines of

ilalvesie and Vernai/e. Malvasia was a town upon the

e.astern coast of the Morea, near the site of the ancient

Epidaurus Limera, within a small distance from Crete.

Ver. 9684. Dan Constantino] Dan, a corruption of TJomi-

nus, was a title of honour usually given to Monks, iis Vom
and Von still are in France and Spain. See below, ver.

13935.

\\'hether shal I call you my lord Dan .John,

Or Dan Thomas, or elles Dan AJbon ?

Dan Constantine, according to Fabric. Bibl. Med. .^t. t. 1.

p. 423. Ed. Pat. 4to. wrote about the year I08O. Jlis works,
including the treatise mentioned in the text, were printed

at ISasil. 1536. fol.

Ver. 9690. And they han don] This line has also been
left out of the later Editt. though it is iu all thebe>t MSS.
and in Edit. Ca. 2. To supply its place the following

line

—

So hasted Januarie it must be don

—

has been inserted after ver. 9(591. and the four lines have
been made to rime together by adding sune at the end of

ver. 9689.

Let voiden all this hous in curteis wise sone.

Ver. 9714. Ne hurt himselven] In the Persones Tale we
have a contrary doctrine. "God wote, a man may slee

himself with his owen knif, and nuJie himself dronken
of his owen tonne," p. 166.

Ver. 9761. In ten of Taure] The greatest number of

MSS. read, two, tiio, too, or to. But the time given {/uure
dauis comjjlete, ver. 9767-) is not sutlicient for the Jloon to

pass from the 2d degree of Taurus into Cancer. The mean
daily motion of the Moon being = 13° 10' 35". her motion
in 4 days is = l». 22°. 42-'. or not quite 53 degrees; so that,

supposing her to set out from the 2d of 1 aiu-us, she would
not, in that time, be advanced beyond the 25th dei;ree of

Gemini. If she set out from the loth degree of Taurus, as
I have corrected the text, she might properly enough be

biiid, in four daj's, to beffliden into Cancer.

Ver. 9888. a dogge for the bowe] a dog us,d in shouting.
See before, ver. 6951.

Ver;)967. so brenninRly] Vulg. tifnirinly. MS.S. Ask. 1.

2. Tcaa./ereehtlii ,• wliicli is iirobably a gloss for the true
word, brtnninyty. See before, ver. 156<j. MS. A. reads,
benynyly,

Ver. 99113. For as good isl The reading in the text in
from JIS. Ask. I. MS. A. reads thus:

For as good is al blind deceived be.

I should not dislike

For as good is ai blind deceived to be.
As be deceived, whan a man may see.

Ver. 10(R)0. AVhat sleight is it] These lines are a little
diflferent in JISS. C. 1. HA.

"What sleighte is it, Ihouyh it be long and hote.
That love n'il find it out in som manerei'

Ver. 10104. AVhich that he ravisshed out of Ethna] So MS.
A. In some other MSS. Flhna, by a manifest error of the
copyist, has been changed into Proserpiiia. The pas.vigo
being thus made nonsense, other transcribers left out the
line, and substituted this in its stead.

" Eche after other right as ony line."

Ver. 10121. Among a thousand] Ecclesiastes vii. 28.

This argument is treated in much the same manner in
Melibeus, p. 108— 10.9.

Ver. 10158. The Romain gestes] He means the collection
of stories called Gesta Ilomanorum ; of which I onoo
thought to say a few words here, in order to recommend it

to a little more attention than it has hitherto met with
from those who have written upon the poetical inventions
of the middle ages; but as many of the stories in that
collection arc t;iken from a treatise of Petrus Alphonsus,
De Clericali disciplind, an older and still more forgotten
work, I shall reserve what I have to offer upon this sub-
ject till I come to the Tale of Melibeus, p. 108. where
Piers Alphonse is quoted.

Ver. 102-27. Can pullen] After this verse, the Editt. (ex-
cept Ca. 2. and Pyn.s. 1.2.) have eight others of the lowest
and most superfluous ribaldry that can well be conceived.
It Would be a mere loss of time to argue from the lines
tiiemselves, that they were not written by Chaucer, as we
h:ive this short and decisive reason for rejecting them, that
they arc not found in any one MS. of authority. They are
not found in JhS.S. A. C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. HA. li. C. I). G. Hod.

a. S- y. 1. 1, t,. C. 2. T. N. Ch. In JISS. E. U. I. W. cither the

whole tide, or that part where they might be looked for,

is wanting. The only tolerable JIS. in which I have seen
them is F. and there they have been added in the margin,
by a later hand, perhaps not older than Caxtoii's first Edit.

Ver. 10240. Out! helpe !] Two lines, which follow this
in the common Editt are omitted for the reasons stated
in the note upon ver. 10227. And I sliall take the same
liberty, upon exactly the same grounds, with four m()ro,
which have been inserted in those Editt. after ver. 10250.

Ver. 10241. O stronge lady .store] As all the best 5ISS.

support this reading. I have not depaited from it, for fear

store should have some signification that I am not aware
of. Some MSS. have slowre. MS. G. houre. Edit. Cii. 2.

hore. Hora, merelrix. Islakd.

Ver. 10261. Ve mase, yema-sen] Thefinal n hasbeen added
without authority, and unnecessarily. This line is very
oddly written in MSS. Ask. I. 2.

Ya may ya may ya quod she.

Ver. 102.0.3. It has been said in the Discourse &c. §. xxiiL
that this new Prologue has been prefixed to Mie Squicies
tale iipon the authority of the best .MSS. They are, as
follows; A. C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. HA. D. Hod. „. y_ 5. Tl;e

concurrence of the first five 5ISS. would alone have been
more than sufficient to outweigh the authorities in favour
of the other Prologue. Edit. Ca. 2. (though it has not thin

l*rologue) agrees with these MSS. in placing the Squieres
t:ile after the Marchants.

Ver. 10298. weive] This verb is geucriiily uaed traiiid-
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lively; to leave, to relinquish a thing. But it has also a

neuter signification ; to depart ; as here. See also ver.

4728. 9357.

Ver. 1(1312. Sin women connen utter] MS. A. reads,

oxtte ; but others have utter ; vihKh I believe is right,

though I confess that I do not clearly understand the pas-

saga The phrase has occurred before, ver. 6103.

AVith danger uttren we all our chaffare.

Ter. 10144. Of whiche the eldest sone] I have added jonc,

for the sake of the metre.

Ver. in3fi4. and in his mansion] His refers to Mars, and

not to the Sun. " Aries est Vexnltation du Soleil mi xix.

riepre. et si est Aries maison de Mars." Calend. des Berq.

Sign. I. ult. Leo was the Mansion of the Sun. Ibid. Sig.

K. 1. Aries is there also said to be signe chanlt et sec.

Ver. 10381. strange sewes] A sewer was an officer so

called from his placing the dishes upon the table. Asseoiir,

Fr, from asseoir, to place. In tlic establishment of the

King's household there are still four Gentlemen Seiners.

Sewes here seem to signify dishes, from the same original

;

&s assiette in Fr. still signifies a ij7We di.s7i, or pto<e. See

Gower, Conf. Am. fol. 115. b.

The fleshe, whan it was so to-hewe,

She taketh, and maketh therof a sewe—
Ver. 10382. heronsewes] Herongeaux. Fr. according to

the Glossary. At the Intronization of Archbp. Nevil, 6

Edward IV. there were Heronshaices iiii C. Lei. Collect,

vol. vi. 2. At another feast in 1530 we read of " 16 Heron-

seu-s, every one 12d." Peck's D. C. vol. ii. 12.

Ver. 10509. a gentil Poileis courser] A horse of Apulia,

which in old Fr. was usually called Poille. The horses of

that country were much esteemed. MS. Bod. James vi.

142. Richard, Archbp. of Armagh, in the xivth Century,

says in praise of our St. Thomas, " quod nee mulus
Hispanis, nee dextrarius Apuli(F, nee repedo jEthiopise,

nee elephantus Asia;, nee camelus Syriae hoc asino nostro

Anglia- aptior sive audentior invenitur ad praelia." He
had before informed his audience, that Thomas, Anglice,

idem est quod Thorn. Asinus. There is a Patent in Rymer,
2 E. n. De dextrariis in hurahardia. emendis.

Ver. 10523. the Grckes hors Sinon] This is rather an
awkward expression for

—

the horse of Sinon the Greek ,-

or, as we might say, Sinon (he Greek's horse.

Ver. in.">4G. Alhazen and Vitellon] Alhazeni et Vitellonis

Opticrg are extant, printed at BasiL l.')72. The first is

supposed by his Editor to have lived about A. D. 1100, and
the second to A. D. 1270.

Ver. 10561. Canacees] This word should perhaps have
had an accent on the first e—Canacees, to shew that it is

to be pronounced as of four syllables. So also below, ver.

10945.

And swouneth eft in Canacees barme.

Ver. 10570. yknowen it so feme] Known it so before. I

taVeferne to be a coiTuption of forne (foran. Sax.). So in

Tro. V. WIG. feme yere seems to signify /or»ncr years. In

P. P. fol. Ixxx. b./crne ago is used as long ago.

Ver. 10583 chambre of parements] Chamhre de pare-

ment, is translated by Cotgrave, the presence-chamber

;

and Litdeparement, a bed of state. Parements originally

signified all sorts of ornamental furniture, or clothes,

from parer, Fr. to adorn. See ver. 2503. and Leg. of G. W.
Dido, ver. 181.

To dauncing chambres, ful of parementes,
Of riche beddes and of pavementes,
This Eneas is ledde after the mete.

The Italians have the same expression. 1st. d. Cone.

Trident. 1. iii. II Pontefice—ritomato alia camera de'

paramenti co" Cardinali—

.

Ver- 10587. in the fish] See the note on ver. 6284.

Ver. 10660. Til that wel nigh] That has been added for

the sake of the metre. We might read with some MSS.

Til wel nigh the day began for to spring.

Ver. 1066.3. That mochel drinke, and labour] So MSS. 0.

1. HA. In MS. A. it ip, Thatmirihe and labour. In Ask. 1.

2. That after nwche labour. In several other JISS. and
Editt. Ca. 1. 2. That moche mete and labour. AVe must
search further, I apprehend, for the true reading.

Ver. 106C6. bloud in domination] V. Lib. Galeno adscr.

de natura &c. Ed. Charter. T. V. p. 327. Sanguis dominatur
horis septem ab hora noetis nona ad horam diei tertiam.

Ver. 10742. A faucon peregrine] This species of Falcon
is thus described in the Tresor de Brunet Latin, P. 1. Cb.

Des Faucons. MS. Reg. 19. C. X. " La seconde lignie est

faucons, qui hom apcle pelerins, par ce que nus ne trove

son ni. ains est pris autresi come en pelerinage. et est mult
legiers, a norrir, et mult cortois, et vaillans, et de bone
maniere." Chaucer add.s, that this Falcon was of fremde,
01fremed, land ,- from a,foreign country.

Ver. 10749. leden] Language, Sax. a corruption of Latin.

Dante uses Latino in the same sense. Canz. I.

E cantine gli augelli

Ciascuno in suo latino.

Ver. 10840. croivned malice] The reader of taste mil not

be displeased, I trust, at my having received this reading

upon the authority of MS. A. only. The common reading

is cruel.

Ver. 10921. thilke text] Boethius, 1. iii. met. 2.

Repetunt proprios qua-que recursus,

Redituque suo singula gaudent

—

which our author has thus translated : " All thyngesseken
ayen to hir propre course, and all thynges rejoysen on hir

retourninge agayne to hir nature." The comparison of the

Bird is taken from the same place.

Ver. 10958. velouettes blew] Velvets, from the Fr. Velnu.

Velovette. See Du Cange, in v. Villosa, Velluetum. See

Saintre, t. iii. p. 664.

I will just add, that as bleu; was the colour of truth (see

C.L. ver. 248) so green belonged to inconstancy. Hence in a

Ballade upon an inconstant lady (among Stowe's Additions

to Chaucer's works, p. 551. Ed. Urry), the burden is

—

Instede of blew thus may ye were al greue.

Ver. 10962. thise tidifes] The tidife is mentioned as an

inconstant bird in the Leg. of G. W. ver. 154.

As doth the tidif for newefangelnesse.

Skinner supposes it to be the Titmouse ,- but he produces

no authority for his supposition ; nor have I any to oppose

to it.

Ver. 10963, 4. are transposed from the order in whicli

they stand in all the Editt. and MSS. that I have seen.

Some of the best MSS. however read

—

And pies—which

rather countenances the transposition. My only excuse

for such a liberty must be, that I cannot make any good

sense of them in the common order.

Ver. 10977, 8. are also transposed ; but upon the authority

of MSS. A. C. 1, and, I believe, some others ; though, being

satisfied of the certainty of the emendation, I have omitted

to take a note of their concurrence. Ed. Ca. 2. agrees with

those MSS. According to the common arrangement, old

Cambuscan is to win Theodora to his u-if, and we are not

told what is to be the object of Algarsif 's adventures.

Ver. 10981. of Camballo] MS. A. reads Caballo. But
that is not my only reason for suspecting a mistake in

this name. It seems clear from the context, that the

person here intended is not a brother, but a lover of

Canace,

AATio fought in listes with the brethren two
For Canace, or that he might hire winne.

The brethren two are, obviously, the two brethren of

Canace, who have been mentioned above, Algarsif and

Camballo. In MSS. AsV:. 1. •?.. it is

—

hir brethren two ;

which would put the matter out of all doubt. Camballo

coud not fight with himself.

Again, if this Camballo be supposed to be the brother

of Canace, and to fight in defence of her with some two
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brethren, who mipht bo suitors to her, according to

Spenser's fiction, he ooiul not ]>rc>iierl.v be s;iiil to wiiiiii: his

sister, wlien he only prevonteii others from winning her.

The outline therefore of tlie unfinislied part of this tale,

according to my idea, is nearly this ; the conclusion uf the

story of the Faticon,

" By mediation of Camhallits,"

with the help of (lie Rinp , the conquests of Cambiiscan ;

the winning of Theodora by ,-17_(7(/r.«/7', with the assistance

of ^Ai" horse ofhrass ; and the marriage of Canace to some
kniaht, who was first obliged to fight for her with her two
brethren ; a method of courtship very consonant to the

spirit of antient Chivalry,

Ver. lo;)84. and thcr I left] After this verse, in MS. C.

1. and others, is the following note: "Here endeth the

Squieres tale as meche as Chaucer made." The two lines,

which in the Editt. and some JISS. are made to begin a
third part, are wanting in all the best JISS.

" Apollo whirleth up his chare so hie

Til that the god Jlcrcurius house the slie."

They certainly have not the least appearance of belonging
to this place. I should guess that they were originally

scribbled by some vacant reader in the blank space, which
is commonly left at the end of this talc, and afterwards
tr.-xnscribed, as Chaucer's, by some copyist of more dili-

gence than sagacity.

Ver. 10')85. In faith, Squier] The authorities for giving

this Prnlogue to the Frankelein, and for placing his tale

next ti> the Squieres, are MSS. A. Ask. 1. 2. HA. Rod. a. y.

In MS. C. 1. there is a blank of near two pages at the end of

the Squieres tale, but the Frankekin's tale follows, begin-

ning at ver. IKHJO". This arrangement isalso supported by
Ed. Ca. 2. For the rest, see the Discourse, &c. §. xxv.

Ver. 11021. Thise olde gentil Bretons] Of the collection

of Brilish Lnys by Marie something has been said in the
Discourse &c. n. 24. I will here only quote a few passages

from that collection, to shew how exactly Chaucer and
she agree in their manner of speaking of the Armorican
bards. The Lay of Elidus concludes thus : MS. ]Jarl. 978.

fol. 181.

De I'aventure de ces treis

Li auntien Bretun curteis
Firent li lai pur reuiembrer,
Qe hum nel deust pas oblier.

The Lay of GuUjutmar thus : fol. 146.

De cest cunte, ke oi avez,
Fu Guiguemar le lai trovez,
Q'hum fait en Itdrpe e en rote,

Dont est a oir la note.

The Lay of Chevr^uil begins fol. 171.

Asez me plest, e bien le voil,

Du lai qe hum nume chevrefoil
Q'la verite vus encunt.
Pur quoi il fu fet e duut.
Plusurs le me imt anile e dit,
E jeo I'ai trove en eseril,

De Tristram e de la reine,
De lur amur qui tant fu fine,

Dunt il eurent meinte dolur,
Puis mururent en uii jur.

In one particular Chaucer goes further, as 1 remember,
than Marie, when he says, that these Lays were

" Rimeyed in hir firste Breton tonge,"

it .rimei/ed be understood to mean tcritlen in Rime. But
it may very well signify only versijied. Indeed the Editor
of i\\eDictionnaire de la langue Breton ne by Dom Pelletier

seems to doubt, whether the Armorican language be
capable of any sort of poetical harmony. •' Nous ne
voyons pas que nos Bretons Arnioricains ayent cultivee la

poesie; et la langue telle qu'ils la parlent. ne paroit pas
pouvoir se plier a la mesure, a la douceur et a la harmonie
des vers." Pref. p. ix. A strange doubt in him. who might
bave found in the Dictionary, which he has ublished,
quotations from two Armorican poems, viz. leg propheties
de Gwinglajr and la destruction de Jerusalem, both in

Rime. Sec Aralmt. Bagat. And he himself speaks in the
same preface, p. viii. of la vie de S. GwenoU, premier Abbi
de Landevenec, ecrite en vers. The oldest MS. however
now known in the language, according to his account, is

that containing lesiirophetiesde GwimjUiff. written in 1450.

Ver. 11113. Not fer fro Pcnmark] The best MSS. have
blundered in this n.ime. They write it Pedmark. But
MSS. Bod. a. e. and Ed. Ca. 2. have it right—Pcnmart.
The later Editt. have changed it ridiculously enough into
Denmark.
Pcnmark is placed in the maps upon the western coast

of Eretagne between Brest .ind Port L'Orient. Walsing-
ham mentions a descent of the English in 140,3, a/nid
Penarch (r. Penmarch) p. 369. See Lobineau, 11. de Bret,
t. i. p. .WG. In the same history, de Penmarc occurs very
frequently as a family-name. The etymology of the word,
from Pen {caput, mons) and Mark (limes, regio) is evi-
dently British.

Ver. 11 120. Cairrud] This word is also of British original,
signifying the lied city.- as Cair guent in this island signi-
fied the White city. Arviragus is a known British name
from the time of Juvenal.

Ver. 11127. Dorigene] Droguen, or Dorguen, was the
name of the wife of Alain 1. Lobineau, t. i. p. 70. See
also the index to t. ii.

Ver. 112')0. Aurelius] Tliis name, though of Roman
original, was common, we may presume, among the
Britons. One of the princes mentinned by Gildas was
called Aurelius Covanus. Another British king is named
Aurelius Ambrosius by Geff'rey of Monmouth. It may be
remarked of this last author, that although ho has not
paid the least regard to truth in his narration of facts, ho
has been very attentive to probability in his names both
of persons and places.

Ver. 11262. as doth a furie in hcUe] It is "a fire," in
MSS. C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. IIA. which, perhai)s, ought to have
been followed : though I c:innot say that I well understand
either of the readings. Fury and /uyr have been eon-
founded before, ver. 26116.

Ver. 11317. Is ther non other grace] I have inserted
these two lines in this place upon the authority of MS. A.
supported by MSS. E. Bod. (. They have usually been
placed after ver. 11310.

Ver. 11422. Pamphilus for Galathee] Mr. Urry, misled
by his classical learning, has altered this most licen-

tiously

—

" Than Polyphemus did for G.alathee."

But the allusion is plainly to the first lines of a Latin
Poem, which was very popular in the time of Chaucer,
in which one Pamphilus gives a history of his amour wiili

Galatea.

The poem begins thus : MS. Cotton. Titus A. xx.

Liber Pamphili.
Vulneror et clausum porto sub pectore teluni,

C'rescit et assidue plaga dolorque niihi.

Et ferientis adhuc non audeo dicere nouien.
Nee siuit aspectus plaga videre suos.

This poem, by the name of Pamphilus. is quoted in our
author's Jlelibeus, p. 116. It is extant in .MS. in many
libraries, and it has also been printed more chan once.

Leyser. Hist. Poet. MediijEvi,p.2071. (1171.) CatahOaignat
n. 2233, 2234.

Ver. 11453. tregefoures] The profession of a Joculalor or

Juggler, was anciently very comprehensive, as appears
from this passage of the Breviari d' Amors. See the Dis-

course &c. n. 2.").

Altressi peccan lijoplar.

Que ssabo cantar e batar,
E ssabo tocar estrumens,
O ssabon encantnr las gens,
O ffar antra joglayria—

In the time of Chaucer, the persons who exercised the
first mentioned branches of the art were called, generally
Minstrels ; and the name of Jogehmr was, in a manner,
appropriated to those, who, by sleight of hand and
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machines, produced such illusions of the senses as are

usually supposed to be effected by enchantment : see

above, vei-. 704!». This species of Jofieliiur is here called a
Tri-ijctoiir. They are joined together in company with
Magicians. II. of F. iii. 16!).

Ther saw I playing Jor/dours,

Mariiciens and Troqetours,
And Pliitonesses, Chamieresses

—

And Clerkes eke which conne wel
All this magike naturell.

See also the following ver. 187—191.

If we compare the feats of the Trepetours, as described

in this pa^sage. with those which are afterwards per-

formod by the Clerkes mcptke, for the entertainment of

his guests, ver. 11501—11510, we shall find them very

similar; and they may both be illustrated by the fol-

lowing account which Sir John Mandevile has given of

the exhibitions before the Gretc Chan. " And than comen
Jogulours and Enchantoures, that don many marvaylles :

for they maken to come in the ayr the Sonne and the

Mone, be seminge, to every mannes sight And after they

maken the nyfiht so derk, that no man may see no thing.

And aftre they maken the day to come ayen fair and
plesant with bright Sonne to every mannes sight. And
than they bring«n in daxtnces of the fairest damyselles of

the world and richest arrayed. And aftre they maken to

comen in other damyselles, bringinge coupes of gold, fulle

of mylk of dyverse bestes, and yeven drynke to lordes and
to ladyes. And than they make Knyphtes to jousten in

armes fulle histyly ; and they rennen togidre a gret ran-
doum ; and they frusschen togidere fulle fiercely ; and they
brcken here speres so rudely, that the tronchouns flen in

sprotes and peces alle aboute the Halle. And than they
make to come in hnntynp for the Iltrt and for the Boor,
with houndes renning with open mouthe. And many
other thinges they don be craft of hir enchauntementes,
that it is marveyle for to see. And suohe playes of desport
they make, til the takingup of the boordes." Mand. Trav.

p. 2«5, 6. See also p. 261. "and wher it be by craft or by
nygromancye, I wot nere."

The Glossary derives Tregeloiir from the Barb. Lat.
Tricator ; but the derivatives of that iaxaWyaretricheur,
tricherie, trick, &c. Nor can I find the word Trepetnur in

any language but our own. It seems clearly to be formed
from treijet, which is frequently used by Chaucer for

deceit, imposture. R. R. 6367. 6312.63-25. and so is trepetry,

ibid. 6374. 6.382. From whence tricjet itself may have been
derived is more diflBcult to say ; but I observe, that
trehvchet, the French name for a military engine, is called

by Chaucer trepepet. R. R. 6279. and by Knighton, 2(172.

treppet ; and that this same word trebuchet, in French,
signified also a niachine/o»- catchinp birds. Du Cange, in
V. Trepget. Hinc appellatio mansit apud nos instru-

mentis, aut machinulis, suspensis et lapsilibus, ad captan-
das aviculas. Has enim etiamnum trcbucliets appellamus.
Muratori, in his Antiq. Med. iE. Diss, xxvi.p. 473, informs
us, that trnbocchello, or trabocchetto, in Italian (which he
explains to be the same as trebuchet in French) signified

also another instrument of fraud, which he describes

thus : Sa;culis Italiae turbatissimis—in usu fuere teterrima

insidiarum loca, id est, in cubiculis pavimentum perfora-

tum, ac linea tabula {liibalta appellabant) ita caute co-

opertum, ut qui improyide alteram tabula; partem pedibus
premeret, cedente ipsa in ima rueret. This was clearly a
species of trapdoor. The reader will judge whether the

Trepetour may not possibly have been so called from his

frequent use of these insidious machines in his operations.

Tliat a great deal of machinery was requisite to produce
the apparences, or illusions, enumerated by Chaucer in

this passage, is very certain ; but not long after the art of

a Trepetour seems to have been reduced to that of a
modern Juppler, mere sleight of hand. In Lydgate's
translation of The Dance of Macabre, MS. Harl. 116. he
has introduced a Trepilour speaking thus :

^^^lat may availe mankynde [f. magike] naturale,
Or any erafte shewed by apparence.
Or course of sterres above celestiale.

Or of heven all the influence.

Ayenst deth to stand at defence ?

Li/parde de maiine now helpith me right nought.
Farewell my craft and all such sapience.
For deth hath more maistries than I have wrought.

He has also the following speech of Death to a famous
Tregitour

:

Maister John Rykell, somtime Tregitour
Of noh'e Henri kinge of Englelond,
And of France the mighty conquerour.
For all the sleightes and tumyng of thyne honde,
Thou must come nere this dance to understonde :

Nought may avail all thy conclusions.
For deth shortly, nother on see nor londe,
Is not dyscejTed by noon illusions.

Ver. 11567- And nowel crieth] Noel, in French, is de-
rived frorn Natalis, and signified originally a cry of joy at
Christmas, le jour natal de notre Seipnenr. Menage in v.

NoiiEL. It was afterwards the usual cry of the people
upon all occasions of joy and festivity. Hist, de Charles
VII. par Chartier, p. 3. at the proclamation of Henry VI.

fut crie sur la fosse de son pere a haute voix, A'ive le Roy
Henry, Roy de France et d'Angleterre ; et avee cela fut

crid Jfoel, des assistans, confortans lesdits Anglois.

Ver. 11585. His tables Toletanes] The Astronomical
Tables, composed by order of Alphonso X, king of Castile,

about the middle of the xiiith Century, were called some-

times Tabulce Toletance, from their being adapted to the

city of Toledo. There is a very elegant copy of them in

MS. Harl. 3647. I am not sufficiently skilled in the ancient

Astronomy to add any thing to the explanation of the

following technical terms, drawn chieflj' from those tables,

which has been given in the Addit. to Gloss. Urr. v. Ex-
pans VERES, p. 81.

Ver. 11C79. thise stories here witnesse] They are all

taken from Uieronymus contra Jovinianum, 1. i. c. 39.

Ver. 11766. To alle wives] After this verse the two fol

lowing are found in several MSS.

The same thing I say of Bilia,

Of Rhodogone and of Valeria.

Rut as they are wanting in MSS. A. C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. HA.
I was not unwilling tfi leave them out.

Ver. 11802- She n'oldc]. After this verse Ed. Ca. 2. has

the six following

:

Peraventure an hepe of you I wis

Will holden him a lewed man in this,

That he woU put his wife in jeopardie.

Herkneth the tale, er ye upon him crie.

She may have better fortune than you semeth ;

And wlian that ye han herde the tale demeth.

These lines are more in the style and manner of Chaucer

than interpolations generally are ; but as I do not remem-
ber to have found them in any JIS. I coud not receive them
into the text. I think too, that, if they were written by

him, he would probablj, upon more mature consideration,

have suppressed them, as unnecessarily anticipating the

catastrophe of the tale.

Ver. 11807. As she was boun'] Ready. This old word is

restored from MSS. A- Ask. 1. 2. See P. L. p. 256. 291.

Ver. 11926. AVhich was the moste free] The same ques-

tion is stated in the conclusion of Boccace's Tale. Philoe.

1. v. Dubitasi ora qual di costoro fusse maggior liberalita

&c. The Queen determines in favour of the husband.

Ver. 11929. Ye, let that passen] I have said all that I

have to say, in favour of this Prologue to the Doctour's

tale, in the Discourse &c. §. xxviii. It is only found in

M.S. A. In MSS. C. 1. HA. the following note is at the end

of the Frankelein's tale : " Here endeth the Fr. T. and

biginneth the Phisiciens tale without a. Prologe."

Ver. 11993. For wine and youthe] The context, I think,

requires that we should read,

For wine and slouthe don Venus encrese.

He is giving the reason, why she avoided Slopardic. and

did not permit Bacchus to have maistrie of hire mouth ;

because wine and slouthe encrease the amorous inclina-
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tiiins, as oil and grcse do fire. I can make no sense of

you/he, ot Ihotii/litf, as some MSS. read.

Ver. \-2(K)l. The doetoiir] Over against this line in the

margin of MS. C. i. is written " Augiistiniis ;" whicli

means, I suppose, that this descripMon of Knvy is taken

from S. Austin. l!iit I doubt wliether Cliaucer meant to

quote that Saint by the title of The doctour. It rather

seems !o be an idle parenthesis like that, ver. 726!'.

Ver. ii'li74. a eherl] So the best JISS. and Ed. Ca. 2. The
conmion Editt. have client. In the Rom. de la H. where
tliis story is told, ver. .'JHI.i—.'>8!)4, Claudius is called Scr-

f/fiil of Appius : and aoconlingly Chaucer a little lower,

ver. 122l>4. calls him " servant—unto—Api)ius,"
la the Discourse &c. S. xxix. I forgot to mention the

Rom. de la Hose as one of the sources of tliis tale ; though,
upon examination, I find that o\ir aiithoi- has drawn more
from tlience, than from either tiowcr or Livy.

Ver. 12159. For love] Rom. de la R. uUJl.

Car par amour el sans ha'ine

A sa belle tille Virgine
Tantost a la teste couple,
Et puis ati Juije presentee
Devant tous en plain Consistoire,
Et le .luge, selou I'hystoire,

Le commanda tantost i prendre

See below, v. 12100

—

3. The speeches of Virginius and his

daui,'htcr are of Chaucer's own invention.

Ver. 12190. See F. L. 18.

Ver. 12-2X1. Of bothe yeftcs] This line is restored from
MSS. C. 1. HA. It had bc(;ii supplied in the common
copies by the following :

IJut hereof wol I not proceed as now.

Ver. laS.TO. a pitous tale] This is the reading of two good
MSS. A. and IIA. but I believe it to be a gloss. Tlie otiier

copies read erne/ul, which is near the truth. It should be
erme/ul. Earme, Sax. signifies miser. Hence earnielice,

misere. Chr. S.-ix. 6.'i. earmtlie, miscria, ibid. 141. And a
little lower, ver. 1224G, to ermc is used for to grieve as the
Sax. earmian is, Clir. Sax. 188. 14.

Ver. 12239. thy jordanes] This word is in AValsingham,

p. 288. " dua> olla;. quas Jnrdanes vocamus, ad ejus collum
colligantur." This is part of the punishment of a pre-

tended Ptiisicus et astroloyus, who had deceived the
people by a false prediction. IloUinshed calls them two
jorilen pots, p. 440.

Ver. 12240. Thin ypocras] Tpocras, or Hippocras, and
Galiancs, should both have been printed, as proper
names, with great initial letters. See the note on ver.

433.

Ver. 12245. Said I not wel ?] All tlic best IMSS. agree in

giving this phrase to tlie Host in this place. It must
remind us of the similar phrnse, said I well ? which occurs
so frequently in the mouth of Shakespeare's /lost of the

Garter ,- and may be sufficient, with the other circum-
stances of general resemblance, to make us believe, tliat

Shakespeare, wlien he drew that character, had not for-

gotten his Chaucer.

Ver. 1227!). To saffron] So 5IS. A. and Ed. Ca. 2. I have
preferred it to the common reading savor, as more expres-
sive, and less likely to have been a gloss. Saffron was
used to give colour as well as flavour.

The next lines are thus read in MSS. C. 1. Ask. 1. 2. HA.

In every village and in every toun,
This is my teme, and shal and ever was ;

Utidix mulorum est ctipiditas.

Than shew 1 forth, &c.

And perhaps I ought to have followed them.

Ver. 12297. Fasting ydrinken] The prepositive particle

y has been added fur the sake of the metie.

Ver 12340. gon a blake beried] So all tlie MSS. I think,

except Ask. 2. which reads "on blake be ryed." Skinner
explains blakeberied to mean in itipras et inavspicatas
domos missus. I really cannot guess what it means

Ver. UM\. For certes] See R. R. ver. r,7Kk

For oft gode predicacioun
Cometh of evil enteucioun.

\'cr. 12409. Hem thought the Jewes] The same thought
is repeated in tlie Persones Tale, p. 159.

Ver. 12411. tombestercs] Women-danecrt, froxnthcS/ix.
tumbitn, to dance, lie uses the word again in the Te>^t. of

L. H. 2. The Editt. read toniblesteres ; wliicli is a later

word, formed, like our tamlder, from tumhelan, the fre-

quentative of tumban.
"With respect to the termination in stere, see the note on

ver. 2019. and in the next Wno./ruitesteres are to be under-
stood to ymfemale sellers offruif.

Ver. 12417. The holy writ] In mai-g. C. I. Xolite inebriari

vino, in quo est luxuria.

Ver. 12426. Seneca] Perhaps he refers to Epist. Lxxxrii.

Extende in plures dies ilium ebrii habitum : uunquid de
furore dubitabis? nunc quoque non est minor sed brevier.

Ver. 12442. For while that Adam] At this line, the
margin of MS. C. 1. quotes Hieronym. c. Jovinian. Quam
diu jejunavit Adam in Paradise fuit. Comedit et tjeotua

est. Statim duxit uxorem.

Ver. 12456. Jlete unto wombe] In marg. C. 1. Esca
ventri, &c.

Ver. 124C3. The Apostle saith] Philippians, iii. 18.

Ver. 124C8. stinking is thy C(!d] So MS. C. Or wo may
read with JIS. B. 5. ofuule stinking cod.

Ver. 12471. to find] to supjili/. So ver. 14835.

She^j<nd hireself and eke hire doughtreu two.

See also P. P. fol. Ixxx.

For a frend, that Jindeth him, faileth him never at nede.

Ver. 1247.3. V. D'Artigny. Vol. vi. p. 39.9.

Ver. 12497. the white wine of Lepe] According to tho
Geographers, Lepe was not far from Cadiz. This wine, of
whatever sort it may have been, was probably much
stronger than tlie Gascon wines, usually drunk in Kngland.
La Roehelle and Bourdeaux, ver. 12.005, the two chief
ports of Gaseony, were both, in Chaucer's time, part of

the English dominions.

Spanisli wines might also be more alluring upon account
of their greater rarity. Among the Orders of the Royal
Household, in 1604, is the following. (MS. Ilarl. 29.3.

fol. 162.) "And whereas, in tynies past, Spanish wines,

called Sacke, were little or noe whit used in our coiirte,

and tliat in hiter years, thougli not of ordinary allowance,

it was thought convenient, that noblemen, &c. might have
a boule or glass, ifec. We understanding that it is now
used as common drinke, &c. reduce the allowance to Xfi

Gallons a day for the court," Sec.

Ver. 12520. Redetli tlie Bible] Proverbs, x.xxi. 4.

Ver. 12.0,37 Stilbon] .lohn of Salisbury, from whom our
author probably took tliis story and the following, calls

him Chilon. Polycr.'it. L. 1. c. 5. Chilon Laccda?monius,

jungendoe societatis causa missus Corinthum, duces et

seniorcs populi ludentes invenit in alea. Infccto itaqiia

negotio reversus est. &c. Accordingly in ver. 12.').39. MS.

C. I. reads vcrj- rightly Lacedomye instead of Calidone, the

common reading. Our author has used before Lacedomie

for Lacedcemon, ver. 11692.

Ver. 12542. Yplaying atte hasard] I h.aye added the pre-

positive y for the sake of the metre. Atte is a dissyllable.

It was originally alten, and is so used by H. G. p. .379. 431.

It has been frequently corrupted into at the.- but in

Chaucer it may, and, I think, should almost everywhere

be restored. See ver. 125. 3934. 4.3i»3. where some .MSS.

have i>reservcd the true readings—a(<e Bowe ; atte full.

Ver. 12585. his nailes] i. e. with which he was nailed to

the Cross. Sir .1. Mamlevile, c. vii. "And thereby in the

walle is the place where the 4 Nayles of onr Lord weren
hidd ; for he had 2 in his hondes and 2 in his feet: and

of one of theise the Eiiiperour of Costantynobic ma<le a

brydille to his hors, to bere him in bataylle ; and thorgh
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vertue thereof he overcame his enemies," &o. He had

said before, o. ii. that " »n of the nayles that Crist was

naylU'd with nn the cross." was at Constantynoble ; and
" on in France, in the Kinges chapelle."

Ver. 1258f) the blood—in Hailes] The Al)bev of Hailes,

in Cihicestershire, was foun led by Richard, Kini; of the

Romans, brother to Ilcnry III. This precious relick,

whicli was afterwards commonly called " the blood of

Hailes," was brought out of Germanie by the son of

Richard, Edmund, who bestowed a third part of it upon

his father's Abbey of Hailes, and some time after gave the

other two parts to an Abbey of his own foundation at

Ashrug near IJerkhamsted. HoUinsh. v. ii. p. 275.

Ver. 12.590. the bicchel bones two] The common reading

Is thilke bones. The alteration, which I have ventured to

make, is not authorized entirely by any MS. but in part

l>y several. MS. A. reads biche^. C. 1. the becched. HA.
and H. the bicched. C. Ii. f Nc. Ed. Ca. i. the bicchid. B. a.

the bicche. Kd. Ca. 2. the bitcheil. Bickd, as explained by
Kilian, is Tiiliis, ovillus et lusorius ; and Bickelen, talis

ludere See also Had. Junii Nomencl. n. 213. Our dice

indeed are the antient tesserce, ( Kv^oi) not tali {aarpa-

•)a\oi) : but, both being games of hazard, the implements
i

of one might be easily attributed to the other. It should

seem from Junius, loc. cit. that the Germans had pre-

served the custom of playing with the natural bones, as

they have different names for a game with tali ovilli, and

"another with tali bubuli. \

Ver. 12601. Go bet] The same phrase is used in Leg. of

G. W. Dido. 288.

The herd of hartes founden is anon,
With hey, go bet, pricke thou, let gon, let gon.

where it seems to be a term of the chase.

Ver. 12885. Seint Heleine] Sir J. Mandevile, c. vii. p. 93.

'' and nyghe that awtier is a place undre erthe, 42 degrees

of depenesse, where the Holy Croys was founden, be the

wytt of Seynte Elyne, undir a roche, where the Jewes had
hidde it. And that was the veray croys assayed; for they

founden 3 crosses ; on of oure Lord and 2 of the 2 theves :

and Seynte Elyne proved hem on a ded body, that aros

from dethe to lyve, whan that it was leyd on it, that oure

Lord dyed on." See also c. ii. p. 15.

Ver. 12914. I smell a loller] This is in character, as

appears from a treatise of the time. Hurl. Catal. n. 1666.

" Now in Engelond it is a comun protectioun ayens perse-

cutioun—if a man is customable to swere nedeles and fals

and unavised, by the bones, nailes, and sides and other

membres of Crist.—And to absteyne fro othes nedeles and
unleful,—and repreve sinne by way of charite, is mater
and cause now, why Prelates and sum Lordes sclaundren
men, and clepen hem Lollardes, Eretikes," &c.

Ver. 12919. Sayde the Shipman] So MS. B. 5. the one
MS. (as I have said in the Discourse &c. §. xxxi ) which
countenances the giving of this Prologue to the Sliipman.

In MSS. C. and D. this passage is given to the Sompnour,
but not by way of Prologue to his tale. In C. it is followed

by the Wife of Bathes Prologue, and in D. by the Pro-

logue which in this edition is prefixed to the Squieres tale.

When these diversities are considered, and also that the

whole passage is wanting in the five best MSS. it may per-

haps appear not improbable, that these ^8 lines, though
composed by Chaucer, had not been inserted by him in the

body of his work ; that they were therefore omitted in the

first copies, and were afterwards injudiciously prefixed to

the Squieres tale, when the true Prologue of that tale, as

printed above, was become unsuitable, by reason of the
tale itself being removed out of its proper place.

Ver. 12933. springen cockle] This seems to shew that

Chaucer considered Loller, as derived from lolitim ,- but
Du Cange, in v. Lollardus, rather supposes that Lollard

was a word of Gerniiin original, signifying mussitator ;

a mumhler of prayers. See also Kilian, in v. Lollaebd.

Ver. 12942. He mote us clothe] In Ed. Ur. it is them s

but all the MSS. that I have seen read us: which would

lead one to suspect, that this Tale was originally intended

for a female character.

Ver. 13(1110. Malvesie] See the note on ver. 9681.

Ver. 13027. under the yerde] This was properly said of

children. MS. Bod. Jun. 66. Monachicum Colloquium,

Sax. Lat. p. 15.

Mag. Quid manducas in die?
Hwa?t ytst thu on da!g?

Dis. Adliuc cnriiibus vescor,

^ Gyt fiicscnietum ic bruce,
quid puer sum
Fortham cild ic eom
sub virga der/ens.

under gyrda di'ohtniende.

See before ver. 7898.

Ver. 13061. on my Portos] i. e. Breviary. Du Cange in

V. PonTiFOBiUM. Porluasses are mentioned among other

prohibited books in the Stat. 3 and 4 E. VI. e. 10. And
in the Parliament-rcjU of 7 E. IV. n. 40. there is a Peti-

tion, that the robbing of^Porteous—Grayell, Manuell, &c.

should be made felonie without clergy ; to which the King
answered, Le Rny s'aviscra.

Ver. 13246. Haven hire] The final n in Haven has been

added for the sake of the metre ; but unnecessarily, as the

e feminine may be pronounced before h, as before a con-

sonant. See the n. on ver. 300.

Ver. 13368. a thousand last quad yere] Last in Teut. is

onus, sarcina. Kilian. and quaed in the same language

is inalus. The meaning therefore is ; God give the monke
a thousand last (ever so great a weight) of quad yere (bad

years, misfortune). The Italians use mal anno in the

same sense.

Ver. 13383. O Lord, our Lord] The Prioresse begins her

legende with the first verses of the 8th Psalm, Domine,
Dominus noster &:c.

Ver. 13401. Whan hethinherte light] i. e. lighted; made
light, or pleasant. So in Tro. B. iii. 1088.

Whan wroth is he that shold my sorrowes light.

Ver. 13444. Seint Nicholas] We have an account of the

very early piety of this Saint in his Lesson, Brev. Roman.
vi. Decemb. Cujus viri sanctitas, quanta futura esset, jam
ab incunabulis apparuit. Nam infans, cum reliquas dies

lac nutricis frequens sugeret, quarta et sexta feria ion

Wednesdays and Fridays) semel duntaxat, idque vesperi,

sugebat.

Ver. 13509. souded in virginitee] or (according to the

better MSS.) souded to virginitee. Souded is from the

Fu. souhU, and that from the Lat. solhiatus ; consolidated,

fastened together. In Wicliff 's N. T. Dedis. iii. consolidate

is rendered sowdid. The latter part of this stanza refers

to Revelat. xiv. 3, 4.

Ver. 13575. 1 halse thee] MSS. Ask. 1. 2. read " I conjure

[

thee "—but that seems to be a gloss. To halse signifies

f properly to embrace round the neck, from the Sax. hals,

j

the neck. See ver. 10253. So in C.L. ver. 1290.

I

I stand and speke and laugh and kisse and halse.

It signifies also to salute. P. P. fol. xxii.

I halse hym hendlich, as I hys frende were,

and fol. xxxix. to salute with reverence.

And the eleven sterres halsed him all.

which seems to be the sense here.

Ver. 13597. than wol I fetchen thee] The best MSS. read

noiv, which is scarce reconcileable to any rules of speech.

Even with the correction which I have adopted, there is a

greater confusion in this narration than I recollect to have

observed in any other of Chaucer's stories.

Ver. 13623. to japen he began] So MS. E. Some MS&
read

—

tho began.

Ver. 1.3650. at Popering] Peppering, or Poppeling, was

the name of a parish in the Marches of Calais. Our famous
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antiquary Leland was once Rector of it. Tanner. IJib. Brit.

in V. J.KLAND.

Vor. I.Ko.i. paindemaine] That this must have been a
sort of remarkably white bread is clear enough. Skinner

derives it from Patiis matiitinus, Vain de iiiatin ; iind

indued I)u C'ange mentions a species of loaves or rolls eiilled

ilatintlli. However 1 am more inclined to believe tliat it

received its denomination from the province of Maine,

where it was, perhaps, made in the grcatebt perfection. 1

find i" twice in a Northern tale called " The freiris of Uer-

wick." MS. Maitland.

And als that creil is full of breid of mane.

Anil again—The mane breid.

Ver. 13IVH. ciclatoun—Kdit. 1775, chekelatoun] The
Glossaries suppose tliis word to be compounded of cheke

and laloun, a species of base metal like gold : but it seems

rather to be merely a c-orruption of the Fa. Cic'.uton

;

whicli originally signified a circular rvbe of state, from the

Gr. Lat. Cyclas ; and afterwards the cloth ofgold, of which

such robes were generally made. Du C'ange in v. Cvclas

has produced instances enougli of both senses. In fact

several MSS. read Ciclaton , and I have no excuse for not

having followed them, but that I was misled by the

authority of Spenser, as quoted by Jlr. Warton, Obs. on

Sp. v. i. p. 194. Upon further consideration, I think it is

plain that Spenser was mistaken in the very foundation of

his notion, "that the quilted Irish jacket embroidered

with gilded leather " had any resemblance to the " robe of

Shecklaton." lie supposes that Chaucer is here flescribing

Sir Thopas, as he went to Jii/ht cujainst the Giant, in his

robe of Shecklaton ; whereas, on the contrary, it is evident

that Sir Thopas is here described in his usual habit in time

ofpeace. His warlike apparel, when he goes to fight against

the Giant, is described below, ver. 1378d and foil, and is

totally different.

Ver. 13065. a jane] a coin of Janua {Genoa), called in

our Statutes Galley halfpence. See the quotations from

Stow in Mr. Warton's Obs. on Sp. v. i. p. 1 80.

Ver. 1306/. banking for the rivere] See the note on ver.

e466.

Ver. 13671. Ther ony ram] See the note on ver. 550.

Ver. I.'!6H2 a launcegay] The Editt. have split this Im-
properly into two words, as if gay were an epithet. It

occurs as one word in Hot. I'arl. 2!} 11. VI. n. 8. " And
the said Evan then and there icith a launcegay smote the

lid William Tresliam threughe the body a foote and more
whereof he died." Nicot describes a Zagaye to be a -Moorish

lance, longer and slenderer than a pike ; from the Si'an.

Arab. Azagiya.

Ver. 13692. clone gilofre] Clou de girofle. Fr. Caryophyl-

lus. Lat. A clove-tree, or the fruit of it. Sir J. Mande-
vile, c. xxvi. describing a country beyond Cathaie, says.

" And in that eontree, and in other contrees thereabouten,

growen many trees, that beren clotve gyln/res and note-

muges, and grete notes of Ynde, and of canelle and of

many other spices."

But the most apposite illustration of this passage is a
similar description in Chaucer's R. R. ver. 1360—72.—in

the Original, ver. 134/—50. See also a note of an ingenious

correspondent in Mr. Warton's Obs. on Sp. v. i. p. 139. Ed.

1762. where this passage is very properly adduced, to shew
•' that the Rime of Sire Thopas was intended as a burlesque
on the old ballad romances."

Ver. 13722. || in toun] These two last words, which are

plainly superfluous, are distinguished by a mark of this

kind in MS. C. 1. and the same mark is repeated in ver.

13743, 13752, and 13815. where the two final syllables are

also superfluous to the metre. Whether in all these cases

the words thus separated are to be considered as idle

additions, for the purpose of introducing the rime which
inswers to them, or whether some lines, which originally

connected them with the context, have been lost, it is not

easy to determine. Upon the latter supposition, which, I

confess, appears to me the most probable, we may imagine
that, in the present instance, the three last lines of this

stanza and the three first of the fullowing, except the

words '• in toun, " have dropped out. In the tliree other

instances, only two lines iind the two first feet of the third

niav be supposed to be wandng.
In support of this liypnthesis it may be observed, that in

the very next Stanza, the last line, ver. 13731 and the fol-

lowing line, in MS. C. 1. stand thus.

The contree of Faerie so wilde
For in that contree n'as ther non
['I'hat to him durst ride or gon]

Neither wif ne childe.

Whether the two lines and part of another which I have

inserted before "wilde" from other MSS. be genuine, I

will not be positive; but it is very cl ar, I think, that

something is wanting. The line between hooks, whirh

is inserted in MS. C. 1. in a later hand, is in MSS. U.\. )X

Ver. 1373.3. he spied] Ed. Urr. reads .?;)<rf(/ ; I know not

upon what authority. Hut the emendation is probable

enough ; as the expression of spying with the month seems
to be too extravagantly absurd even for this composition.

To S)iire,OT spere, Gl. Doug, signifies to enquire, from the

Sax. spyrian. See P. L. p 327- Gower, Con/ Am. fol. 182.

Ver. 13739. Sire Oliphaunt] Sir Elephant ; a proper name
for a giant. .Mandevile, p. 283. " And there ben also

many wylde bcstes, and nameliche of Oly/auntts." The
very learned and ingenious author of Letters on Chinalry,

Ac. supposes, " that the Boke of The Giant Olyphant and
Chylde Thopas was not a fiction of Chaucer's own, but a
story of antique fame, and very celebrated in the days of

chivalry." I can only say, that I have not been so fortu-

nate as to meet with any traces of such a story of an earlier

date than the Canterbury Tales.

Ver. 13741. by Term.-igaunt] This Saracen deity, in an
old Romance, MS. Bod. 1624. is constantly called Terva-

gan.

De devant sei fait portet sun dragon,
E I'estendart lervagan e mahum,
E un j-magene apoiin le felun.

And again.

Pleignent lur deus tcrvagan et mahum,
E apollin, dunt il mie rien imt.

This Romance, which in the MS. has no title, may pos-

sibly be an older copy of one, which is frequently quoted

by Du Cange under the title of Le Roman de lloncevaux.

The author's name was Turold, as appears from the last

line.

Ci fait le geste que turold' declinet.

He ig not mentioned by any of the writers of French

literary history that I have seen.

Ver. 137511. a fel staffe sling] This is the reading of the

best MSS. but what kind of sling is meant I know not.

[See the Gloss, in v. Staff Slino. Add. Note. Ed. 1798.]

Ver. 13775. gestours for to tellen tales] The proper

business of agcstour was to recite tales, or grstcs ; which

was only one of the branches of the Minstrel's profession.

Minstrels and Gestours are mentioned together in the

following lines, from William of Nassynglon's Translation

of a religious treatise by John of Waldby. MS. Reg. 17 tJ.

viii. p. 2.

I wame you furst at the begynninge.

That I will make no vain carpinge

Of dedes of arrays ne of amours.

As dus mynstrelies uniXjestours,

Thatmakysc.arpiuge m manyapkice
Of Octoviunc and Isembrase,

And of many other jesles.

And namely whan they come to festes ;

Ne of the life of Bevys of Hampton,
That was a knight of gret renouu,

Ne of Sir Gycof Warwyke,
All if it might sum men lyke—

I cite these lines to shew the species of tales related by the

ancient Gestours, and how much they differed from what

we now cnW jesles.

Ver. 1.3777. Of romaunces that ben rentes'] So in tha

Rom. of Yu-ain and Gaicain MS. Cott. Galb. E. ix.
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He fund a kniglit under a tre

;

Vjnin a cloth of gold he lay

;

liyfor him sat a ful fayr may:
A lady sat with thara in fere;

The maiden red, that thai might here,
A real romance in that place.

—

The original of this title, which is an uncommon one, I

take to have been this. When the French romances found
their way into Italy (not long before the year 13iKl.

Crescimb. T. i. p. 3;J6.) some Italian undertook to collect

together all those relating to Charlemagne and his family,

and to form them into a regular body of history. The six

first books of this work come down to the death of Pepin.

They begin thus : Qui se comenza la hysteria el Real di

Fra7iza comenzando a Constantino iniperatore secondo
molte lezende che ioho attrovate e racolte insieme. Edit.

Mutlnce. 1491. fol. It was reprinted in IS.")? under this

title, " / reali di Franza, nel quale si contiene la genera-

zione di tutti i He, Duchi, Principi e Baroni di Franza, e

delli Paladini, colle battaglie da loro fatte &c." Qu.idrio,

T. vi. p. 330. Salviati had seen a MS. of this work written

about ]35(t (Crescimb. T. i. p. .330), and I do not believe that

any mention of a Real, or Royal, Romance is to be found,

in French or English, pri»r to that date.

Ver. 13786. He didde next his white lere] He did, or
put, on next his white iA/n. To don, do on, smidnff, do

'
(ff. have been in use, as vulgar words, long since Chaucer's

time. Lere seems to be used for skin in Isumbras. MS.
Colt. Cal. ii. fol. 129.

Kis lady is white as wales bone.
Here lere brygte to se upon.
So faire as blosnie on tre.

Though it more commonly signifies only, what we call

complexion.

In the Romance of Li beau desconus, his arming is thus
described, fol. 42.

They caste on him a scherte of selk,

A gj'pell as white as melk
In that semely sale,

And syzt an hawberk brj'gt,

That richely was adygt
With mayles thykke and smale—

Ver. 13793. of Jewes werk] I do not recollect to have
seen the Jews celebrated any where as remarkable artifi-

cers. I am therefore inclined to adopt an explanation of

this word, which I find in a note of the learned Editor of

Anc. Scott. Poems, p. 230. " This Jow," not this Jew, but
this juggler or magician. The words to JoicA", to deceive,

and jini.kery-pairkry, juggling tricks, are still in use. In
Lord Hj-ndford's MS. p. 136. there is a fragment of a sort

of fairy tale, where " Scho is the Queue of Jowis" means,
"She is the queen of magicians."

According to this explanation " Jewes werk" may sig-

nify the work of magicians, or fairies.

Ver. 138(M1. a charboucle] A carbuncle (Escarhoucle, Fr.)

was a common bearing. Guillim's Heraldry, p. 109.

Ver. 13804. cuirbouly] Cuir bouilli, of which Sir Tho-
pases boots were made, was also applied to many other
purposes. See Froissart, v. i. c. 110. 120. and v. iv. c. 19.

In this last passage, he says, the Saracens covered their

targes with cuir bouilli de Capadoce, oil nul fer ne pent
prendre n'attacher ; si le cuir n'est trop ^chaufe.

Ver. 13807. rewel bone] What kind of material this was
I profess myself quite ignorant. In the Turnament of
2'ottenkam, ver. 75. (Anc. Poet. v. ii. p. 18.) Tibbe is

introduced with "a garland on her head full of ruell

bones." The derivation in Gloss. Urr. of this word from
the Fr. riole, diversly coloured, has not the least proba-
bility. The other, which deduces it from the Fr. rouelle ;

rotula ; the whirl-bone, or knee-pan ; is more plausible;

though, as the Glossarist observes, that sense will hardly
Buit here.

Ver. 13823. Of ladies love and druerie] I have taken
the liberty here of departing from the MSS. which
read

—

And of ladies love druerie.

Upon second thoughts I am more inclined to throw out
love as a gloss for druerie, and to read thus;

And of ladies druerie.

Druerie is strangely explained in Gloss. Urr. Sobriety,

modesty. It means courtship, gallantry.

Ver. 13828. Of Sire Libeux] His romance is in MS. CoU.
Cal. ii. In the 12th Stanza we have his true name and the

reason of it. King Arthur speaks,

Now clepeth him alle thus,
Ly beau desconus.

For the love of me.
Than may ye wete arowe,
Thefayre unknowe

Certes so hatte he.

Ibid. Pleindamour] This is the reading of the BISS.

and I know not why we should change it for Blattdamour,
as both names sound equally well.

Ver. 13833. As sparcle] The same simile is in Isumbras,

fol. 130. b.

He spronge forth, as sparke on [f. of] glede.

Glode in the preceding verse is ^rdhshXyioTglowde, glowed

;

from the Sax. glowan, candere.

Ver. 13844. Sire Percivell] The Romance of Perceval le

Galois, or de Galis, was composed in octosyllable French
verse by Chrestien de Troyes, one of the oldest and best

French Romancers, before the year 1191. Fauchet, L. ii.

c. X. It consisted of above sixty thousand verses (Bibl,

des Rom. T. ii. p 250) so that it would be some trouble to

find the fact which is, probably, here alluded to. The
Romance, under the same title, in French prose, printed

at Paris, 1530, fol. can be only an abridgement, I suppose,

of the original poem.

Ver. 13845. So worthy under wede] This phrase occurs

repeatedly in the Romance of Emare.

fol. "0. b. Than sayde that v-orthy wither trede.

74. b. The childe was worthy unther wede.
And sate upon a nobyl stede.

See also fol. 71. b. 73- a.

Ver. 13852. the devil I beteche] I betake, recommend or

give, to the devil. See ver. 3748.

My soule betake I unto Sathanas.

and ver. 8037. 17256. where the preposition is omitted, as.

here. To take, in our old language, is also used for To

take to ; To give. See ver. 13334.

He toke me certain gold, I wote it wel.

And compare ver. 13224. 13286.

The change of betake into beteche was not so great a
licence formerly as it would be now, as ch and k seem
once to have been pronounced in nearly the same manner.

See ver. 3307, 8, 11, 12. where tcerk is made to rime to

cherche and clerk. It may be observed too, that the Saxons

had but one verb, tjecau, to signify capere and docere

;

and though our ancestors, even before Chaucer's time, had
split that single verb into two. To take and To teche. and

had distinguished each from the other bj- a different mode of

inflexion, yet the compound verb Betake, which according

to that mode of inflexion ought to have formed its past

time Beloke, formed 't often Betaught. as if no such distinc-

tion had been established. SeeR. R. ver.4428. Gamelyn, 666.

The regular past time Beloke occurs in ver. 16009.

Ver. 13879. I mene of Mark and Matthew] The conjunc-

tion and has been added for the sake of the metre, without

authority, and perhaps without necessity ; as Mark was
probably written by Chaucer Marke, and pronounced as

a Dissyllable.

The tale of MELrBEus] Mr. Thomas has observed, that

this Tale seems to have been written in blank verse. 3ISS.

notes upon Chaucer, Ed. Urr. in Hrit. Mus. It is certain,

that in the former pait of it we find a number of blank

verses intermixed, in a much greater proportion than in

any of our author's other prose writings. But this poetical
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style is not, 1 think, remarkable beyond the first four or

five pages.

r. 107, col. 1. 1. 8. the sentence of Ovide] Item. Am. 125.

Quis matrem, nisi mentis inops, in fimere nati

riere vetet ? &c.

It would be a laborious and thankless task to point out

the exact places of all tlie quotations, wliich are made use

of in this treatise. 1 shall therefore confine my observa-

tions r^f that kind to a few passiigcs, \vhich are taken from

authors not commonly to be met with.

P. 108, col. 2. 1. 2. Tiers Alphonse] lie calls himself

Ptirus Alphunsi in his Dialogus cuntra Judaos. 5IS.

Ilarl. ;SJ(il. lie there informs us, that lie was himself

originally a Jew, but converted and baptized in the year

HOG, in July die natalis App. Petri et Paiili ; upon wliieli

account he took the name of Peter. " Full atitem pater

nieus spiritunlis Alfunsus, gloriostts Hispanic imperator,

(the 1 king of Arragon of that name and the vii of Castile)

—qiiare, nomen ejus pre/ato noniini nieo app07ie»s, Petrus

Alfuiisi mihi nomen imposui." After his conversion he

wrote the Dialogue above-mentioned, and also another

woik, which is here quoted by Chaucer, and of wliich

therefore 1 think myself obliged to give some account.

It is extant in MS. in many Libraries, but the only copy

which 1 have had an opportunity of examining is in the

Museum, Bib. Reg. 1(1 13. xii. It is there entitled " Petri

Adeir'onsi de Clericali disci}ilii)d," and begins thus.

"Dixit Petrus Adelfonsus, servus xpi ihu, compositor

liujiis libri—LibcUum compcgi partim ex prorerbiis et

castigationibus Arabicis et fabulis et versibus, et partim
ex animalium etvolucrumsiniilitudinibus."— .A fler a short

proem, he enters thus ujion his main subject. " Elioc

igitur philosophus, qui lingua Arabica cognominatur
Edric, dixit filio suo ; Timor Domini sit tua negotiatio

ic."—The work then proceeds in the form of a Dialogue

between the Philosopher and his son, in which the pre-

cepts of tlie former arc for the most part illustrated by
apposite fables and examples. Eitris, according to

D'flerbelot in v. was the name of Enoch among the

Arabiims, who attribute to him many fabulous composi-
tions. Whether Alfonsus had any of them in his view I

know not, nor is it materiaL The manner and style of

his work shew both many marks of an Eastern original,

and one of his stories 0/a trick j^iit ujian a tide/ is entirely

taken from the Calilah u Damnah,* a celebrated collection

of Oriental apologues.

* Though the exact age of the Calilah u Damnah he by
no means clear, we know that it was translated out of Arabic
into tireek by Symoon .Seth several years before Alfonsus
wrote. The story mentioned here is not in that copy of
8vmeon's translation wliich starkius has printed under' the
title of Specimen isaj/ientife Indorum. IScrohn. 1(.\)~. !<vo.

but it is in ."MS. Bod. 510. and in the Latin version of
Symeon's book, which I'oussin published by way of Appen-
dix to the History of Pacliymeres, inter Script. Hist. Byzant.
The various titles, under which this Eastern romance has
passed through Europe, may be seen in the Preface of
SUirkius. and in labrie. Hib. Gr. vi. 4(i0. and x. .'?24. tliough
neither of them has taken notice of an Italian translation, or
imitation, by I'ireuzuola, entitled, Bi.ieorsi deiili animali.
^_ee his 1 rose, Pir, l.')48. The other Italian version, which
they mention, by Doui, was transLited into English, under
the title of " The moral Philosophv of Doni, out of Italian,
by Sir Thomas iNorth, Knight," 4to. Kiol. (Ames. p. 4;)5)
and is alluded to, I suppose, by Jonson in his ICpica-ne, p.
4!)4. by tlie name of heme's PhUosophi/. though lie has made
the Sjiealier, Sir Am. La-Fool, whether designedly, or not, I
am uncertain, confound it witli Jiei/mird "the fox. Since
they wrote, there has been an Edition at Paris in 1724, with
this title, '• Contes et fables Indiennes, de Bidpai et de
Lokman, traduites D'Ali Tchelebi-lSen-Saleh, Auteur Turc.
Ueuvre posthunie. par M. Galland." The words " fi de
Lokman" in this title I suspect to have been added by the
Hookseller, for I cannot find anv thing of Lokman in the
work itself. Perhaps M. Gallaiid uiiglit have intended to
anne.x the fables of Lokman, but was prevented by death.
For the rest, there is no material difference between this
Edition, and a former French version, which was made from
the Persic and printed in I(>H8, except in the style. They
both differ very considerablv from the Greek.

I wUl just take notice, that one of the fab-Ies in the Greek,

In this part of the world, however, Alfonsus may bo

considered as nn origioal writer. His work whs very early

translated into French verse. In nn cvid copy, MS. Meg.

IG. E. VIII. the transhltion is entitled " Proeerbes Peres

Anforse ;
" and there is a short introduction by the trans-

lator, in which he says, " Voil Peres An/urs translater."—
In a later copy, MS. Bod. lGlt7, the introduction is omitted,

but the poem is entitled " le romaunz Peres Aunfour
coment it opnst et citastiii snnfils belement."—In another

copy, MS. JIarl. 4.«lll. there is neither introduction nor

title ; so that, by tlie mere omissions of transcribers, tho

I'rench translation has put on the niipearance of an
original work, and is quoted as such by .M. le Comte do

Caylus in his Memoire sur les Fabliaujc (Acad, des Ins. t.

XX. p. 3G1.) under the general title of Le chastoiement du
pere aiijils. The fable o/«/)C Sheep, of which M. de Caylus

has there given an abstract, is in the Latin Alfonsus, Fab.

ix. I will add, that the same Lible, in the Cetito Kovelte

Antiche, N. xxx. is fathered upon ttr.o novdlalore di

Messer Azzolino ,- and Cervantes, changing the Sheep for

Goats, has put it into tlie mouth of Sancho. Don Qiiix. P.

I. c. XX. Cervantes indeed has also altered the applica-

tion of it, but, I think, not for the better.

I am inclined to believe that Ilebers, the author or

translator of the French romance called Dolopatos, in the

beginning of the xiiith Century, had read tliiswoik of

Alfonsus, perhaps before it was translated into French.

The story of the stone thrown into the well, Decameron,

vii. 4. which Fauchet supposes Boccace to have taken

from Ilebers, is in Alfonsus, Fab. xi. It is not in the Greek

Syntipas, t which 1 imagine to have been the groundwork

p. 444, has been inserted, but with great variations, by
Blatthew Paris in his History, ad ann. 1195. as a Parable,

wliich Uichard I, after his return from the East, was used
frequently to relate inf;ratos rcdargueiido.

t The only copy which I have ever seen of St/ntipas is in

MS. Ilarl. 55(!0. I should guess that it agreed in substance
with that which Du Cange made use of in his Olossarium
Med. et Inf. Gnecilatis (see his Index Auctoi-iim, p. ."W.;,

though it seems to be of a later age, and in a more depraved
dialect They differ in this, that the Harleian copy is said

to have been translated from the Persic {art lli^a-iax-r,; ^tZ>.ou

u; VoiiLatxvy y>.iur^a.v), and Du Cange's from the Syriac [a^a

2ufi«zr? fiiZXov. ii; uxi' aurait Mhriv, li; r/.v KX/aS«
yAuira-v 1.11 owever, 1 would not vouch that it re.ally was trans-

lated either from the Persic or Syriac. Among the Oriental

MSS. in the liodleian Library, the Catalogue mentions one in

Turkish (Kawlinson.lU. I De uxoreCholikini Turcanim regis

ct Jiiio. which 1 susjiect tc contain this same story, trans-

lated perhaps from the Greek, or from the Italian Erasto.

Syiitipas is said to have been printed at Venice, lingua.

Grricd viilgari. Fabric. Uibl. Gr. x. 515. How far that

ICdiiion may agree with the Harleian MS. I cannot say,

liaving never seen it. To judge by the MS. only, it seems
proliable, tliat, if Synlipas was the groundwork of the

Dotopatos. Ilebers must have departed as much from his

original, as the succeeding compilers of /><•* sept Sages and
of hrasto h.ave from Ilebers. Neither the story mentioned
in the text, nor the two others, which Fauchet refers to as

borrowed by lioccace from Ilebers, viz. Decam. iii. 2. and
viii. 8. are to be found in the MS. Synlipas. On the other

hand, the story in the Decani, vii. 6. which is said in the

text to be probably copied from Alfonsus, is also in Synlipas,

though, from the silence of I'auchet, we may presume that

it was not in the Dolopatos.
The Plan of Syntipas is exactly the siime mth that of

Les sept Sacies, the Italian Erasto', the French Eraste, and
our own little story-book. The seven Wise Masters ; except

that, instead of Dioclcsian of Rome, the King is called

Cyrus of Persia, and, inste:id of one tale, each of the

Philosoiihers tells two. This last circumstance is an argu-

ment, 1 think, for the originality of Si/ntijias ; and another

may be drawn from the insipiility of the greatest part of the

tales. The only one of them, "which, as I remember, is

retained in the modern Eraxlus. is that of the Knight, who
in a tit of groundless jiassion killed a faithful dog. Eraste,

cli. viii. It is plainly borrowed from astorj- in the Calilah u
Damnah, p. ICiSi. of the Cireek translation, though there,

instead of a dog. the animal is called Ni/jtt^, by some mis-

take, as I suspect, of the translator.

There is a transhltion of this Romance in English octo-

syllable verse, not later than Chaucer's time, as I imagine,

in MS. Cotton. ,Galba. E. ix. It is entitled, " The proces of

the seven sages'," and agrees exactly with tes sept sages de

Rome in French Prose in MH, HarL 38611
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of the Dolopatos, and therefore I presume that it was
inserted by Hebers, or the monk, whose Latin he trans-

lated, and possibly from Alfcnsus. At least it is not more
probable that Boccace should tiike it from Hcbcrs than

from Alfonsus, with whose work he appears to have been

well acquainted. One of his novels, Decam. vii. 6. is

plainly e(!pied from thence, Fab. viii. and his celebrated

novel of the two friends, I'iio and Gisippo, Decam. x. 8. is

borrowed, with hardly any variation, except in the names
of persons and places, from the 2d of Alfonsus, or, which
is the same thing, from the Gesta Homanortim,^ into

t The title in the printed copies is " Ex gestis Romano-
rum historie notabiles coUecte ; de ^iciis virtutibusque
tractantes ; cum appUcatiouibus moralisatis et mysticis."

The author of this strange v.-ork is quite unknown, nor is it

easy to ti\ with precision the time of its composition. Upon
the whole I have no doubt tliat it is of a later date than
Alfonsus, viz. the beginning of the xiith Century, and I

should guess that it was composed about the end of that

Century, or the beginning of the xiiith.

Three couplets of Eni;lish verses in ch. 68, and some
Enfilhh names in ch. 128. which are to be found in several

old JISS. (the former chapter being there numbered liii. and
the latter xxviii.) though they have been left out of the

Editions, afford a reasonable ground for conjecturing, that

one of our own countrymen was the author.

As it continued to be a popular book at the time of the
invention of Printing, it was very early put to the Press, and
several Editions of it were published in different places

before the year loOO. The earliest I-^ditions that I have
seen agree together exactly, and contain 1.32 Chapters. The
Edition at Houen in 1521 contains 181 Chapters, the His-
tory of Apollonius Tyrius being the first of the additional
chapters. See Discourse, &c. n. Ifi. An Edition of Gcsta
Ronxtnonim, printed in 1488, iprobably at Anjoitina, Stras-

bourg' agrees exactly with the Edition of 1521. In MSy.
Harl. 227U, and 5259, which are both seemingly complete,
the number of chapters does not exceed 102 ; and yet, not-
withstanding there are so many more stories in tlie printed
books, there are stiU several in the MSS. which, I appre-
hend, have never been printed See a note upon the plot of
Shakespeare's Merchant of Venice witli the signature of
T. T. vol. iii. p. 224. and an addition to it in Appendix, ii.

See also a note of Mr. Farmer's in the same Appendix, where
he mentions his having found the story of the Caskets '" in an
old translation of the Gesta Romanorum first printed by
Winkiii de Worde." As he says nothing of the story of the
Bond, we may presume, from the kno\vn accuracy of Mr.
Fanner's researches, that it is not contained in that trans-
lation.

It has been said above, that several of the fables in the
Gesta Romanorum are taken from Alfonsus. The author
has also borrowed from the Calilah u Damnah, by the help,
I suppose, of some Latin translation from the Greek of
Symeon Seth. The originals of the greatest part of his
stories are not so easy to be traced. 1 speak of those which
are found in the MSS. for of those in the Editt. many are
plainly taken from well known authors, some of which are
quoted by name, as Aulus Gellius, Macrc^bius, Augustinus,
(jervasius Tilberiensis, and others.

I will add here a few instances, which occur to me at
present, of stories, which writers of the xn'th Century have,
or rather may have, borrowed from the Gcsta Romanortim ,-

for. in some of these instances, it is possible that they may
have had recourse to the very books, from wliich the com-
piler of that work drew his materials. 1 shall cite the
chapters as they are numbered in the Edition of 1521 and in
MS. Harl. 227U. Where reference is made to only one of
these, it sliould be understood that I have not observed that
story in the other.

Ch. VIII. MS. ye. is copied by Cower, Conf. Am. B. v. fol.

122. b.—Ch. Lvii. MS. l(i this story is in the lento Novelle
Antiche, N. vr.— Ch. lxi. is in Gower, Conf. Am. B. in. fol.

54. — Ch. i-xxxix. This is the story of The three Rings, which
has been said, but I thiuli without any reason, to have been
of use to Swift in his Ta'e of a Tub. It is in the C. N A.
Nov. Lxxi. and in the Decameron, 1. 3.— Ch. cix. There is

a great similitude between this story and one which is told in
tlie C. X. A. Nov. Lxv. and in tlie Decameron, x. 1. See
also Gower, Conf. Am. B. v. fol. 9(>, 7.— Ch. cxviti. is from
Alfonsus. It is repeated in the C.N A. Nov. lxxx.iv.—
Ch. cxix. MS. 102. has been versified by Gower, Conf. Am.
B. V. fol, 110. b. It has been mentioned in Note* as taken
originally from the ^apientia Indorum, p. 444.- Ch.cxxiv.
IMS. 20, makes the last Novel of the C. N. A.— Ch. clvii.
makes the Lth Novel of the C. N. A. but it may have been
taken from Alfonsus.- Ch. clxxi. MS. 55. is the story of
2'he two Friends, mentioned in the text.—Ch. xlviii. MS.

whicli collection, after a time, almost all the best fables of

Alfonsus were incorporated.

This last circumstance, though certainly very honour-

able to Alfonsus, has been very prejudicial to his fame.

For instance, a translation, as I suppose, of liis last men-
tioned story of the two Friends is entitled, in a MS. of

Lydgate, belonging to the late Dr. Askew, " a Tale of two
Marchantsof Egyptand of Baldad, ex Gestis Romanorum,"
(Mr. Farmer's Notes on the Jlerch. of Yen. Last Ed. of

Shakesp. App. ii.) as if the tale had first appeared in that

work. However somebody, not long after the invention

of Printing, as I guess, did a little more justice to Alfonsus,

by putting together his principal Tales, and inserting them,

with his name, in a collection of the fables of .Ssop and
otlier einiuLnt fabulists in Latin. Tliis collection was
soon turned into French ; and from that Version Caxtnn
made the translation into English, which has been men-
tioned in the Discourse, &c. n. 22. Caxton's book has been

reprinted more than once. I have seen an Edition of it in

1647, and I doubt whether there has been one since.

P. 108. col. 2. \. 31. For it is written &c.] What is

included between hooks is wanting in all the MSS. which
I have examined. It is plainly necessary to the sense, as

it shews us what ihe fourth and ffth reasons of Meli-

beus were, to which Prudence replies in p. IPS. I have
therefore inserted as literal a translation as I imagtne
Chaucer might have made of the following passage in the

French MeliMe. MS. Reg. 19. C. vii. Car il est (script, la

geiiglerie des femmes ne peut riens celler fors ce qu'elle ne

feet. Apres le philosophre dit, en mauvais conseil les

femmes vaii^quent les hommes, et par ces raisons je ne duis

point user de ton conseil.

P. 110. col. 2. 1. 41. Avise thee well] He refers, I presume,

to Cato, L. iii. Dist. 6.

Sermones blandos blassosque cavere memento.

P. 111. col. I. 1. 54. Assay to do swiche thinges] This pre-

cept of Cat-o is in L. iii. Dist 16.

Quod potes id tentato ; opens ne pondere pressus
Succumbat labor, et frustra tentata relinquas.

P. 112. col. 2. \. 37. If thou have nede] Cato, L. iv. Dist. 14.

Auxilium a notis petito, si forte laboras ;

Nee quisquam melior medicus quam fidus amicus.

P. 113. col. 1. 1. 10. som men &c.] This passage which is

defective in all the MSS. I have patched up, as well as I

coud, by adding the words between hooks from the French
Melihce, wliere it stands thus. Aucunes gens ont enseigtie

leur decevour, car ils ont trop double que on ne les deceusl.

Apres tu te dois garder de venim, et si te ajis garder de

compaignie de moqueurs, car il est escript, Avec les

moqueurs n'aies compaignie, et fuy leurs paroles comme
le venim.

P. 114. col. 2. L 8. of the trespasours] The following

passage, which the reader will see to be very material to

the sense, I have translated from the French, and inserted

between hooks, as before. Et a ce respont dame Prudence.

Certes, dist cite, le t'ottroye que de vengeance vient molt de

maulx et de biens, mats vengeance n'appariient pas a tin

chaseun, fors seulement aux juges et a ceulx qui ont la

Juridicion sur les nialfaileurs—
contains the story of The Caskets, and Ch. xcix. MS. that of

The Bond, the two principal incidentsin Shakespeare's Mer-
chant of Venice. It is said in the additional note, .\pp. ii.

last Ed. of Shakesp. that Her. Giovanni had "worked up
these two stories into one, as they are in the Play." Hut
that is a mistake, which I beg leave to retract here. The
Novel of Ser Giovanni {Pecorone, Giorn. iv. Nov. 1 ) is

founded only upon the story of The Bond. It is probable,
therefore, that Shakespeare took the stor^- of The ( askels

from the 'Ezi^listi Gesta Romanorum, and ingrafted it upon
the other. - Ch. xcviii. MS. is copied with very httle altera-

tion iu the C. N. A. Nov. Lxvni.
Many more stories in Gower, which seem to be founded

upon antient History, will appear upon examination to be
taken from this book. It would lead me too far to particu-

larize tliose whicli Lydgate, ()ccleve, and otlier later writers

have borrowed from it. I will only mention, for the credit

of the collectiou, that Ch. Lxxx. contains the complete fable

of Parnell's Hermit.
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r. ll.'i. C(vl. 1. 1. .">1. If a man of liiglitT cstat] This prudent

advice is from t'ato, L. iv. Dist. 4(1.

Cede locum l.csus, fortuna; cede potenti [f. potetia]

La;dere qui potuit, prodesse aliquando valebit.

P. lie. col. I. 1. 43. If anetherdes douRlitcr] The Editt.

liave strangely corrupted this into—a ncrthes doughter.

The reading, which. I have restored from the MSS. is con-

firmed by the original passage in Pamphilus. 3IS. Bod.

370.1.

Dummodo sit dives cujiisdam nata bubulci,

Eligit e niille quern libet ilia virum.

P. 116. col. 2. 1. 4!). Waketh, &c.] I can find nothing

nearer to this in Cato, than the maxim, L. iii. Dist. 7- Seff-

niiiem /ii{iito —For the quotations from the same author

in the siime page, 1. 65 and 70. see L. iv. Dist. 17. and L. iii.

Dist 23.

Ver. 13898. corpus Madrian] The relicks of St. Mater-
nils, (jiloss. Urr. But I can find no such saint in the com-
mon Legendaries.

Ver. 13948. A right wel faring] I have no better autho-

rity for the insertion of rinht than Ed. Urr.

Ver. 139fi8. lusheburghes] Base coins, probably, first

imported, as Skinner thinks, from Luxemburg. They are

mentioned in the Stat. 25 E. III. c. 2. la monuie appelle

Lucynbourg, and in P. P, fol. 82 b.

As in lusliburijh is a luther alay, yet loketh like sterling.

Ver. 14013, in the feld of Damascene] So Lydgdte, from
Boecace, speaks of Adam and Eve. Trag. B. L c. 1.

Of slime of the erth in Damascene thefelde
God made them above ech creature.

Boecace is much longer in relating their story, which is

the first of his Tragedies.

Ver. 14021. Sampson] His tragedy is also in Boecace, B.

i.e. 19. but our author seems rather to have followed the

original. Judges xiv, .xv, xvi.

Ver. 14<i80. the querne] The mill. Kuema, mola. Island.

Ver. 14101. Hercules] In this account of the labours of

Hercules Chaucer has evidently copied Boethius, L. iv.

Met. 7- Many of the expressions he had used before in his

prose tran.>.lation of that author.

Ver. 14116. the hevene on his nekke longe] This is the

reading of the best 3ISS. and is agreeable to Boethius, loc.

ciU thus translated by Chaucer. " And the last cf his

labors was, that he susteined the heven upon his necke

unbowed." The margin of MS. C. 1. explains longe to

mean diti.

The Editt. read,

And bare hi/: hcd upon his spere long.

Ver. 14123. saith Trophee] As all the best MSS. agree in

this reading, I have retained it. though I cannot tell what
author is alluded to. The margin of C. 1. has this note.

II le vates Chald^eorum Tropheus.
The Editt. read—/or trophee.—
Ver. 14149. Nabuchodonosor] For this history, and the

follow ing of Balthasar, see Daniel, i—v. The latter only
is related by Boecace, B. ii. c. xxiiL

Ver. 14253. Zenobia] Her story is told by Boecace, De cas.

Vir. L. iii. c. 7- but more at large in his book De clans
ilidierihus ; from which our author has plainly taken
almost every circumstance of bis narration ; though in

ver, 14331. he seems to refer to Petrarch as his original.

Perhaps, Boccace's book had fallen into Chaucer's hands
under the name of Petrarch.

Ver. 14295. Till fully fourty dayes] There is a confusion
in this passage, which might have been avoided, if our
author had recurred to Trebellius PoUio, Trig. Tyrann.
c. xxix. de Zenobia. " Quum semel concubnisset, ex-
pectatis rnenstruis, continebat se si prEPgnans esset ; sin
minus, iteruni potestatem quaerendis liberis dabat."

V^er, 14378. a vitremite] This word is differently written
in the MSS. vilri/mite ; wilermite ; wintermite ; vitri/te.

The Editt. read, autremite ,- which is equally unintelligible.

Ver. 14.K)5. south and septentrioun] The SISS. rend
vorth ; but there can be no doubt of the propriety of the

correction, which was first made, I believe, in Ed. Tr. In

the Rom. de la II. from whence great part of this tragedy

of Nero is translated, the passage stands thus, ver. 6501.

Ce desloval, que je te dy,
Etd'Orieut et de Midy,
D'Occident, de Sei)teutrion,

Tiat-il la jurisdicion.

Ver. 14408. domesman] Judge. The word in Boethius,
who has also related this story, is Censor, L. ii. Jlet. vi.

Ora non tinxit lacrATnis, sed esse

Censor extiucti potuit dccoris*—

which our author has thus rendered in his prose version.

" Ne no tere wette his face, but he was so harde herted,

that he might be domesman, or judge, of her dedde
beautee."

Ver. 14484. \Mier Eliachim] I cannot find any priest of

this name in the book of Judith. The High priest of

Jerusalem is called Joaeim in c. iv. which name would
suit the verse better than Eliachim.

Ver. 14493. Antioehus] This Tragedy is a poetical para-

phrase of ii. Maccabees, c. ix.

Ver. 14639. word and endel Dr. Hickes in his Gr. A. S.

p. 70. has proposed to read " nrd and end," both here and
in Tro. B. v. ver. 1668. He has shewn very clearly that

ord and end was a common Saxon expression for the xvlmle

of a thing ; the beginning and end of it. But all the MSS.
that I have examined read word, and therefi^re 1 have left

it in the text, as possibly the old Saxon phrase, in Chaucer's

time, might have been corrupted.

Ver. 14C4.'i. Cresus] In the opening of this story, our

author has plainly copied the following passjige of his own
version of Boethius, B. ii. Pro. 2. " Wiste thou not how
Cresus, kind of Lydiens, o/whiclie king Cyrus was/ul sore

ngasle a litel before, &c." But- the greatest part fcj taken

from the Rom. de la R. ver. 6847—6912.

Ver. 14679. Tragedie is] This reflection seems to have been

suggested by one which follows soon after the mention of

Croesus in the passiige just cited frons Boethius. " \N hat

other thing bewaylen the cryinges of tragedyes but onely

the dedes of fortune, that with an aukewarde stroke over-

tourneth the realmes of grete nobleye ?
"

Ver. 14685. Peter of Spaine] This tragedie and the three

following, in several MSS. are inserted before, after ver.

14380. So that the Monkes Tale ends with ver. 14684.

And cover hire bright face with a cloude.

In favour of this arrangement. It may be observed, that,

when the Monk is interrui)led, the lloste alludes to this

line as fresh in his memory, ver. 14788.

He spake how fortune covered tvitk a cloude
I ^fote not what, and als of a tragedie

Eight now ye herd.

—

Where tragedie may be supposed to allude to ver. 14679.

On the other hand, though the Monk professedly disre-

gards chronological order, these very modern stories in the

midst of the ancient make an aukward appearance ; and
as the Hoste declares himself to have been lialf asleep, he
may very well be supposed to speak from a confused recol-

lection of what had been said 88 verses before. And what
he says of tragedie may be referred to ver. 14768.

I have followed the order observed in the best MSS. C. I.

Ask. 1. 2. HA.

Ver. 14697. Not Charles Oliver] Not the Oliver of Charlea

(Charlemagne) but an Oliver of Arniorica, a second Gecelon,

or Ganelon. See ver. 13i24. 15iaj. So this passage is to be

understood, which in Ed. Urr. has been changed to—Not
Charles, ne Oliver.—But who this Oliver of Bretagne was,

whom our author charges as u'crAcr of the death of King
Petri), is not so clear. According to Mariana, L. xvii. c. 13.

such a charge might most properly be brought against

Berlrand du Guesclin, a Bret^^m, afterwards Constable of

France ; as it was in consequence of a private treaty with
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him, that Petro cnnie to liis tent, where he was killed by
his brother Henry, and partly, as some said, con oytida tie

Bdtran. But how he should come to be called Oliver I

cannot guess ; unless, perhaps, Chaucer confoimded him
with Olivier de Clisson, another famous Breton of those

times, who was also Constable of France after Bertrand.

Froissart mentions an Olivier ile Manny, nephew to Ber-

trand du Guesclin, as receiving large rewards from King
Henry; vol. i ch. 245. but he does not represent him as

particularly concerned in the death of Petro.

The person meant, whoever he was, must have been

sufficiently pointed out at the time by his coat of arms,

which is described in ver. 14693, 4. The " egle of blak" in

"a feld of snow" is plain enough, but the rest of the

blazonry I cannot pretend to decypher.

Ver. 14701. Petro, King of Cypre] Concerning the talcing

of Alexandria by this prince, and his other exploits, see

the note on ver. 51. and the authors there cited. He was
assassinated in 13(19. Acad, des Ins. T. xx. p. 439.

Ver. 14709. Barnabo Viscount] Bernabo Visconti Duke
of Milan, was deposed by his nephew and thrown into

prison, where he died in 1.385.

I did not attend to this circumstance, when I stated the

insurrection of Strawe in 1381, as the latest historical fact

mentioned in these tales: Discourse, &c. n. 6. The death

of Bernabo was certainly later. Fortunately however this

dift'erence of four years has no other consequence, than

that it makes the supposed date of the Pilgrimage in 1383,

which was before very doubtful, still moie improbable.

The Knight might as probably be upon a Pilgrimage in

131i7 as in 1383, according to the precedent of Sir Mathew
de Gourney. See note on ver. 43.

Ver. 1471". Hugelin of Pise] Chaucer himself has re-

ferred us to Dante for the original of this tragedy. See

Iii/erno, c. xxxiii.

Ver. 147(;5, 6. These two verses in the Editt. have been
transposed, to the confusion of the sense as well as of the

metre.,

"^''yev. 14811. say somwhat of hunting] For the propriety

of this request, see the note on ver. 166 of the Monkes
Character.

Ver. 14816. thou Sire John] I know not how it has hap-
pened, that in the principal modern languages, John, or

its equivalent, is a name of contempt, or at least of slight.

So the Italians use Gianni, from whence Zani ; the

Spaniards Juan, as Babo Juan, a. foolish John ; the French
Jean, with various additions ; and in English, when we
call a man a John, we do not mean it as a title of honour.
Chaucer in ver. 3708, uses Jacke fool, as the Spaniards do
Bubo Jnan ; and I suppose Jack ass has the same ety-

mology.

The title of Sire was usually given, by courtesy, to

Priests, both secular and regular.

Ver. 14852. a manor dey] A kind ofdcy ; but ijhat a dey
was it is not easy to determine precisely. It is mentioned,
as the last species of labourers in husbandry, in the Stat.

25 Edw. III. St. i. c. 1. Qe chescun charetter, caruer,
chaceour des carues, bercher, pnrcher, deye, & tous autres
servantz.—And again in the Stat. 37 Edw. III. c. 14. Item
qe charetters, charuers, chaceours des carues, hovers,

vachers, berchers, porchers, deyes, & tous autres gardeins
des bestes, bateurs des bleez, & toutes maneres des genz
d'estate de garson enteniaxiiz a husbandrie.—It probably
meant originally a day-labourer in general, though it may
since have been used to denote particularly the superin-
tendant of a Dayerie. See Du Cange, in v. Daeria. Daveria.
Dagascalci.

Ver. 14857. the mery orgon] This is put licentiously for

orgons, or organs. It is plain from gon in the next line

that Chaucer meant to use this word as a Plural, from the
Lat. Gr. Oryana. He uses it so in ver. 15602.

And while that the organs maden melodie.

Ver. 14876. Was cleped faire damoselle Pertelote] I sus-

pect that faire has been added by some one who was
unnecessarily aliumed for the metre.

After this verse the Editt. (except Ca. ].) have the two
following.

He fethered her a hundred times a day,
And she him pleaseth all that ever she may.

But as I found them in only two MSS. HA. and D., I was
glad to leave them cut as an injudicious interpolation. See
below, ver. i.5183.

Whoever wishes to see a great deal of uncertain etymo-
logy concerning the name Pertelote, may consult Gl. V. in
V. Parte.LOT.

Ver. 14881. loken in every lith] Locked in every limb'

The Editt. read loking. Loken is used by Occleve, in the
first of his poems mentioned above in n. on ver. 50D2.

Lefte was the Erles chamber dore unstoken,
To which he came, and fonde it was not loken.

Ver. 14885. My lefe is fare in lond] Fare, or farens
gone. So the best JISS. Ed. Ca. 2. reads—/e?-. It is not
easy to determine which of these is the true reading, >m!ess
we should recover the old song, from which this passage
seems to be quoted.

Ver. 14914. Away, quod she] I have here inadvertently
followed the printed copies. But instead of Aicay the best
MSs. read Avoy, which is more likely to have been used
by Chaucer. The word occurs frequently in the French
Fabliaux, &c. See T. ii. p. 243, 5, The Vocabulary, at the
end of that volume, renders Avoi, Ilelas ; but it seems to

signify no more ihwaonr Aivay ! The Italians use Via!
in the same manner. Roman de 7'roye. MS.

Lors dit Thoas, Avoi, avoi,
Sire Achilles, vous dites mal.

Ver. 14946. Lo Caton] L. ii. Dist. 32. Somnia ne cures.

I observe, by the way, that this distich is quoted by John
of Salisbury, Polycrat. L. ii. c. 16. as a precept viri sapientis.

In another place, L. vii. c. 9. he introduces his quotation of

the first verse of Dist. 20. L. iii. in this manner. Ait vel

Cato, vel alius, nam autor incertus est—

.

Ver. 14971. Catapuce] Catapuzza, Ital. Catapuce, Fr. a
kind of Spurge.

Ver. 14990. On of the gretest authors] Cicero, de Bivin.

L. i. c. 27. relates this and the following story ; but in a
contrary order ; and with so many other differences, that

one might be led to suspect that he was here quoted at

second hand, if it were not usual with Chaucer, in these

stories of familiar life, to throw in a number of natural

circumstances, not to be found in his original authors.

A'er. 15116. Seint Kenelme] See his life in all the Editt.

of the English Golden Legende.

Ver. 15147. Lo hire Andromacha] AVe must not look for

this dream of Andromache in Homer. The first author

who relates it is the fictitious Dares, e. xxiv. and Chaucer
very probably took it from him,orfromGuidodeColumni3;
or perhaps from Benoit de Sainte More, whose Roman de

Troyc I believe to have been that History of Dares, which
Guido professes to follow, and has indeed almost entirely

translated. A full discussion of this point, by a comparison

of Guido's work with the Roman de Troyc, would require

more time and pains than I am inclined to bestow upon it.

I Avill just mention a circumstance, which, if it can be

verified, will bring the question to a much shorter de-

cision. The Versio Varetis Phrygii Gallico metro, in the

Ambrosian Library, of which Montfaucon speaks, Diar.

Ital. p. 19. is undoubtedly the Roman de Troyc by Benoit

de Sainte INIore. The verses which are there quoted, differ

no otherwise from the beginning of Benoit's Poem in MS.
Harl. 4482. than as an old copy usually does from a more
modern one. If therefore we can depend upon Mont-
faucon's judgment, that the MS. which he saw was written

in the xiith Century, it will follow, that Benoit wrote near

a hundred years before Guido, whose work, in all the MSS.
that I have seen or heard of, is uniformly said to have

been finished in the year 1287. There can be no doubt that

the later of these two Avriters copied from the former.

Ver. 15169. so siker as In principio} See the note on

ver. 25(>.

The next line is taken from the fabulous conference
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Mvcen the Emporour Adrian and Secundus the Pliiloso-

r. of wliit'h some account lias been Riven in n. on ver.

,. Quid est Mulierf Uominis cuufu&iu, msuturabilis

•ia&c

\ er. 15196. Sithen March ended] I have ventured to

cU part from the MSS. and Editt. in this passajtc. They all

riacl hfijiin instead of ended. At the same time MS. C. 1.

- tliis note in the margin, " 1. 2° die Maii." which plainly

i">K.'S that the :i2 days are to be reckoned from the end

March. As the Vernal Equinox, according to our

aor's hypothesis, Discourse, &c. p. 1., hap|iened on the

1 of March, the place of the sun (as described in ver.

-', 1 ) in 22° of Taurus agrees very nearly with his true

L> on the 2d of May, the 53d day incl. from the Equinox.
- C reads thus,

SjTi March began tway monthes and dayes two,

which brings us to the same day, but, I think, by a less

probable correction of the faulty copies.

\'er. 1520.5. Twenty degrees] The reading of the greatest

part of the JISS. is Fourly degrees. But that is evidently

wrong ; for Chaucer is speaking of the altitude of tiie *>un

at, or about. Prime, i.e. six o'clock a.m. See ver. 152(1.!.

When the Sun is in 22° of Taurus, he is 21° high about i

after 6 a. m.

Ver. 15215. At the side of this verse is written in the

ii\arpin of MS. C. Pelrus Comesfor, to intimate, 1 suppose,

tli:it this maxim is to be found in the Uisttiria SehoUtsticii

of ttiat author, who was u celebrated commentator on the

Millie in the xiith Century. See Fabrieius, Bib. Med.
jttat. in v.

Ver. I522I. A col fox] Skinner interprets this a blackish

/vx, as if it were a cole /nx. Gl. Urr. It is much easier to

refute this interpretation than to assign the true one. Call

appears from ver. 15389 to have been a common name for

a dog. In composition, it is to be taken in malum partem,

but in what precise sense I cannot say. See Chaucer's H.

of F. B. iii. lit". Coll-traijetour—and in the Mirr. for Mag.
Leg. of Glendour, fol. 127. b. Colpropliet is plainly puc for

a/>ils:, li/iii/j prophet. Ileywood has an Epigram 0/ cole-

prophet. Cent. vi. Ep. 89.

Thy prophesy poysonly to the pricke goth :

Coleprophct and culepoysun thou art both.

And in his Proverbial Dialogues, P. i. ch. x. he has the

following lines.

Coll under canstyk she can plaie on both hands

:

Dissimulation well she understands.

I will add an allusion of our author, in the Test, of Love,

B. ii. fol. cccxxxiii. b. to a story ofone Culln, which I cannot

explain. " Busiris slewe his gestes, and he was slain of

Hercules his geste. Hugest betrayshed many men, and of

Collo was he betrayed."

Ver. 1524(1. But what that God] This passage has been

translated into (rather elegant) Latin Iambics by Sir II.

Savile, in liis preface to Bradwardin, de eaiifd Dei, Lond.

1618. See the Testimonies &c. prefixed to Ed. Urr. Our
author has discussed this question of the divine prescience

Ac. more at large in his Troilus, B. 4. from ver. 957 to ver.

1078. It is an addition of his own, of which there is no
trace in the Philostrato of Boccace. See Essay &c. n. 62.

Ver. 15277. Phisiologus] He alludes, I suppose, to a book
in Latin metre, entitled Physioloiiiis de nnluris xii anima-
liiitii, by one Theobaldus whose age is not known. Fabr.
Bib. Med. ^Et. in v. Theobai.dvs. There is a copy of this

work in MS. Harl. 309.3, in which the ixth section De
Siren is begins thus:

Sirenos sunt nionstra maris resonantia niagnis

Vocibus et modulis cantus forniantia niultis.

Ad quas incaute veniunt sa;pissinie nautJe,

Qua; faciuut sompnum nimia dulcediue vocum &.C

See also R. R. ver. 680.

Ver. 15318. in Dan Burnel the asse] The story alluded to

is in a poem of Nigel Wireker, entitled, Burnelliis, ten

Speculum stultorum, written in the time of Richard L

The substance of the story is in Gl. Urr. v. Biirnkli. The
Poem itself is in most collections of MSS. The printed
copies are more rare, though there have buen several
editions of it. See Leyser. Hist. I'o. Med. Jlivi, p. 7.';2, 3.

Burnell is used as a nickname for the u.ss in the Chester
Whitbun Playes. MS. Hart. 2013. Sec the note ou ver.

35;!9. In the pageant of Balaam,' ho says

—

Go forth, Burnell, go forth, go.
AVhat '/ the devil, my asse will not go.

and again, fol. 36. b.

Burnell, why begilest thou nie ?

The original word -.vat', probably, Bruuell, from its brown
colour ; as the Fox below, ver. 15340. is called Russell, from
his red colour, 1 suppose.

Ver. 1.5341. by the gargat] TheKditt. have changed this

into (loryet .- but gargat is an old Fk. word. Rom. de liuu.

MS. Reg. 4 C. xi.

O grant culteals e od granz cuignees
Lur unt Ics gargates treuchies.

Ver. 15,'55,3. O Gaufride] He alludes to a passage in the

Nova Poetria of Geoffrey de Vinsauf, published not long

after the death of Richaid I. In this work the author liius

not only given instructions for composing in the different

styles of Poetry, but also examples. His specimen of the
plaintive kind of composition begins thus:

IS'eustria, sub clypeo regis defensa Ricardi,
Indefonsa uiodo. gestu testare dolorein.

Exundent oculi lacrynias : e\temiinet ora
Pallor ; connodet digitos tortura ; cruentet
Iiiteriora dolor, et verberet a?thera clamor :

Tota peris ex niorte sua. Mors non fuit ejus,

Sed tua; non una, sed publica mortis origo.

Veneris lacri/musa dies ! o sydus aniarum I

Ilia dies tua nox fuit, et Venus ilia venenum.
Ilia dedit vulnus, &c.

These lines are sufficient to shew the object, and the

propriety, of Chaucer's ridicule. The whole poem is

printed in Leyser's Hist. Po. Med. JEvi. p. 862—978.

Ver. 15451. As sayth my Lord] Opposite tothisverfe,

in the margin of MS. C. I. is written " Kantuar," which
means, I suppose, that some Archbishop of Canterbury is

quoted.

Ver. 15468. Sayd to another] I have observed, in the

Discourse, iic. §. xxxviL that in MSS. Ask. 1. 2. this line is

read thus,

Seide unto the nunne as ye shul heer.

The following are the six forged lines, which the same
MSS. exhibit by way of introduction to the Nonnes talc.

Madame, and I dorste, I wolde you pray
To telle a tale in fortherlnge of our way.
Than niighte ye do unto us grete ese.

Gladly, sire, quoth she, so that I might plese

Vou (iiul this worthy com|)any.

And began hire tale riht tlnis ful sobrely.

Ver. 15514. out of relee.s] All the best MSS. concur in

this readmg, and therefore I have followed them, though I

confess that I do not clearly understand the phrase

;

unless perhaps it mean without release ; wilhout being

ever released from their duly. The common reading

n-itkouten lees is a genuine Saxon phrase. Butan leas;

absque /also: without a lie.

Ver. ]5.')18. Assembled is] This stanza is very like one in

the Prioresses tale, ver. 13403— i;J410.

Ver. 15530. Sone of Eve.] See the Discourse, &c. §. xxxvif.

n. 30. ^_——

-

Ver. 15536. Be thou min .nil iri'lf
|

I have no better

for the insL-rUairo! tfion man k.a. urr. iiie

metre, perhaps, migliJriJe safe without it, considering highe

as a dissyllable, but the verse would be very rough.

Ver. 1.5553. First wol 1] The note upon this id the

margin of .MS. C. 1. i»—" Internrelatio &c. gnam ponit

Frater Jacobus Januensis in Legendd aured." It has been

observed in the Discourse, Ac. that this whole talo is

almost literally translated from the I.egcnda aurea.



20() NOTES ON THE CANTERBURY TALES.

Ver. 15<554 louting] i. latilnntem. Marg. MS. C. 1. from

the Sax. lutan, or htlian ; latere.

Ver. 15675. On Lord, on faith] I have adopted this

reading in preference to that of the best MSS.—O Lord, O
Faith, God &c.—in order to guard against the mistake,

which the Editt. have generally fallen into, of consideping

0, in this passage, as the sign of the vocative case. On
and o are used indifferently by Chaucer to signify one.

Ver. 157.'!8. And of the miracle] I should have been

glad to have met with any authority for leaving out this

parenthesis of fourteen lines, which interrupts the narra-

tion so aukwardly, and to so little puriiose.* The substance

of it is in theprinted F^ditinns of theLatin Lcfjenda mirea,

but appears evidently to have been at first a marginal

observation, and to have crept into the text by the blunder

of some copyist. Accordingly it is wanting in Caxton's

Golden Lepende, and, I supnose, in the French Lepende

Dori>e, from which he translated. The author of the

French version h :d either made use of an imcorrupted

MS. or perhaps had been sagacious enough to discern and
reject the interpolation.

Ver. loTH.l. And we also] It should have heen us. I take

notice of this, because Chaucer is very rarely guilty of

such an offence against grammar.

Ver. 15855. Vour cours is don] So all the MSS. In Ed.

Urr. don is changed to riin ; and I believe no modern poet

would have joined any other verb with cours, especially

after he had used ydon in the preceding line ; but I am
not clear that Chaucer attended to such niceties.

In the latter part of this line, the best MSS. read—your
faith hiin ye conserved,—and I know not by what negli-

gence I omitted to follow them.

Ver. Ligefa". thin \ittev ey&a] Exterioribus oculis. Marg.
MS. C. 1.

Ver. 16023. five mile] So all the MSS. except E. which
Tea.As"lia}f a mile.'" This latter reading must certainly

be preferred, if we suppose that Chaucer meant to mark
the interval between the conclusion of the Nonnes tale

and the arrival of the Chanon. But it would be contrary

to the general plan of our author's work, and to his

practice upon other occasions, that tlie Host should suffer

the company

To riden by the way, donibe as the ston,"

even for half a mile. I am therefore rather inclined to

believe thatfive mile is the right reading, and that it was
intended to mark the distance from some place, which we
are now unable to determine with certainty, for want of

the Prologue to the Nonnes tale.

I have sometimes suspected, that it was the intention of

Chaucer to begin the journey /roin Canterbury with the
Nonnes tale. In that case, five mile would mark very

truly the distance from Canterbury to Boughton under
blee. The circumstances too of the Chanons overtaking

the pilgrims and looking, " as he had priked," or galloped,
" miles three," would agree better with this supposition.

It is scarce credible that he should have ridden after them
from Southwark to Boughton without overtaking them

;

and if he had, it must have been a very inadequate repre-

sentation of his condition, to say that " it semed, he had
priked miles three." Besides, the words of the Yeman,
ver. 16056, 7-

Now in the morwe tide
Out of your hostelrie I saw you ride

seem to imply, that they were overtaken in the same
morning in which they set out ; but it must have been
considerably after noon before they reached Boughton
from Southwark.
There is another way of solving these diflBculties, by

supposing that the Pilgrims lay upon the road, and that
the Nonnes tale was the first of the second day's journey.
It is most probable, that a great part of the company, not
to mention their horses, would have had no objection to

dividing the journey to Canterbury into two days ; but if

they lay only five miles on this side of Boughton, I do
Qot see how they coud spend the whole second day till

evening (see ver. 17316) in travelling from thence to Can-

terbury.

I must take notice too, in opposition to my first hypo-

thesis, that the manner, in which the Yeman expresses

himself in ver. 16091, J. seems to shew that he was riding

to Canterbury.

Ver. 16156. For Caton sayth] This precept of Cato is in

L. 1. Dist. 17.

Ne cures si quis tacito sermone loquatur

;

Conscius ipse sibi de se putat omnia dici.

Ver. 16211. thurgh jupartie] So MS. C. I. I have followed

it, as it comes nearest to the true original of our wori!

jeopardie, which our etjTnologists have sadly mistaken.

They deduce it from J'ai perdu, or Jen perdu ; but I

rather believe it to be a corruption oi Jen parti. AjV"
parti is properly a game, in which the chancesareexactly

even. See Froissart, v. i. c. 234. lis n'estoient pas kjn'
parti centre les Franjois. v. ii. c. 9. si nous les voyons a

jeu parti. From hence it signifies any thing uncertain, or

hazardous. In the old French Poetrj', the discussion of a

Problem, where much might be said on both sides, was
called a Jcu parti. See Poesies du Roy de ^'aearn.
Chanson xlviii. and Gluss. in v. See also Du Cange in v.

Jocus Partitus.

Ver. 16288. The four spirites &c.] Compare Gower, Se
Con/. Am. B. iv. fid. 76. b.

Ver. 16306. Ascaunce] See the note on ver. 7327.

Ver. 164,m But all thing] This is taken from the

ParahoUe of Alanns de Insulis, who died in 1294. See

Leyser, Hist. Po. Med. JEvi, p. 1074.

Non teneas aurum totum quod splendet ut aurum,
Nee pulchrnm pomum quodlibet esse bonum.

Ver. 16480. a preest, an annuellere] They were called

annueVeres, nntirom. their receiving a yearly stipend, as

t'ne Gloss, explains it, but from their being employed solely

in singing (iH;i«a?^, or anniversary ^lasses, for the dead,

without any cure of souls. See the Stat. 36 Edw. III. c.

viii. where the Chapelleins Parocliiels are distinguished

from others chantanz aniiales, et a cure des almes nient

entendantz. They were both to receive yearly stipends,

but the former was allowed to take six marks, and the

latter only five. Compare Stat. 2 H. V. St. 2. c. 2. where

the stipend of the Chapellein Parochiel is raised to eight

marks, and that of the Chapellein annueler (he is so named
in the statute) to seven.

Ver. 16915. thesecree of secrees] He alludes to a treatise,

entitled, Secreta Secretorum, which was supposed to con-

tain the sum of Aristotle's instructions to Alexander.

See Fabric. Bibl. Gr. v. ii. p. 167- It was very popular in

the middle ages, .^gidius de Columna, a famous divine

and bishop, about the latter end of the xinth Century,

built upon it his book De regimine principnm, of which

our Occleve made a free translation in English verse, and

addresi-ed it to Henry V, while Prince of Wales. A part

of Lydgate's translation of the Secreta Secretorum is printed

in Ashniole's Theaf. Chem. Brit. p. 397- He did not trans-

late more than about half of it, being prevented by death.

See MS. Harl. 2251. and Tanner, Bib. Brit, in v. LvDr.ATE.

The greatest part of the viith Book of Gower's Con/.

Amant. is taken from this supposed work of Aristotle.

Ver. 16913. As his book Senior] Ed. Urr. reads—As in

his book—which I should have preferred to the common
reading, if I had found it in any copy of better authority.

The book alluded to is printed in the Theatrum Chevii

cum, vol. V. p. 219. under this title, "Senioris Zadith

fil Hamuelis tabula Chymica." The story which follows

of Plato and his disciple is there told, (p. 249.) with some

variations, of Salomon. " Dixit Salomon rex. Recipe lapi-

dem qui dicitur Thitarios— Dixit sapiens, Assigna mihi

ilium. Dixit, est corpus magnesia—Dixit, quid est mag-

nesia ? Respondit, magnesia est aqua, composita," c&c.

Ver. 16961. Do him come forth] So JISS. Ask. 1. 2. and

some others. The common reading is—Do him comfort.

The alteration is material, not only as it gives a clearer

sense, but as it intiniates to us, that the narrator of a tale
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A l^ made to c<ime out of the crowd, and to take his place

H uliin hearing of the Host, diirinR his narration. Agreea-

bly to this notion, when the Host calls upon Chaucer, ver.

i:«;23, he says,

Approche nere, and loke up merily.

Now ware jou, Sires, aud let this man have place.

It w.as necessary that the Host, who was to be " jiige and
npiirtour " of the tales (ver. 816), should hear them all

(li-tinctly. The others might hear as much as they coud,

IS they chiise of them. It would have required tlie

-~ of a Stentor, to speak audibly to a company of thirty

\'\e trotting on together in a road of the fourteenth

(.iiitury.

\'er. 1()9(">5. to slepen by the mortce'] This must bo under-
st'i>d generally for the dap-thtie ; as it was then afternoon.

It has been observed in the Discourse &c. §. xiii. that, in

tills episode of the Coke, no notice is taken of his having
toKl a talc before.

Ver. 16091. wol ye just at the fan ?] Some MSS. read—
I-"/. The sense of both words is the same. The thing

nif.int is the Qiiintaine, which is called a/an, or riKi, from
its turning round like a weather-cock. See Du Cange in

V. \a.va; Jlenestrier siir Us toitrnois, as quoted by Me-
n :;.'i'. Diet. Etymol. in v. Qiiintaine ; and Kennefs Pa rocA.

^'er. 16993. win of ape] This is the reading of M.^^S.

11 A. D. E. and Ed. Ca. 1. and I believe the true one. The
explanation in the Gloss, of this and the preceding pas-

SMixc, from Mr. Speght, is too ridiculous to be repeated.

M'ine ofape I understand to mean the same as vin lie sinite

in the old Calendrier des lierpiers. Sign. I. ii. b. The
author is treating of Physiognomy, and in his description

of the four temperaments he mentions, among other cir-

cumstances, the different effects of wine upon them. The
Cholerick, he says, a vin dc Lynn ; cest a dire, quant a
bien beti vetiH tanser not/ser et battre—The Sanguine, a
vin de Sinpe : quant a plus beu tant est plus joyeux—In
the same manner the Phleematic is said to have vin de
niou^on, and the Melancholick vin de })orccau.

I find the s-ime four animals applied to illustrate the
effects of wine in a little Rabbinical tradition, which I

shall transcribe here from Fabric. Cod. Pseudepig. V. T.
vol. i. p. 2/5. V'ineas plantanii Noacho Satanam sejunx-
Ute memorant, qui, dum Noa vites plantaret, mactaverit
apud illas ovem, leonem, simiam el suem : Quod principio
potus vini homo sit instar ovis, viyium sumptum efficiat ex
homine \ennem, largius hausUim mutet eu>n in saltantem
8imiani,ad ebrietatem infusum trans/ormet ilium in pvllu-

tam et proslratam suem. See also Gesta liomanorum, c.

1.59. where a story of the same purport is quoted from
Josephus, in libro de casu rerum naturalium.

Ver. 16999. a faire chivachec] A fair expedition. See the
note on ver. 85. The common Editt. read

—

chevisance.

Ver. 17112. Take any brid] This passage is too like one
which has occurred before in the Sqnieres tale, ver. 10925.

The thought is plainly taken from Boethius, L. iii. Met. 2.

See also Hum. de la R. ver. 14717—34.

Ver. 17124, Let take a cat] This is imitated from the
Rom. de la R. ver. 14825.

Ver. 17130. Lo, here hath kind] So JISS. Ask. 1. 2.

The common Editt. read, lust. Kind is nature. See the
next line but one, and ver. 10922, 4.

Ver. 17132. A she-wolf] This is also from the Rom. de la
S. ver. 8142.

Tout ainsi comme fait la louve,
Que sa folic tant empire,
Qu'elle prent de lous loups le pire.

Ver. 17173. or any thefe] Any is from conjecture only.
Instead of a, the reading of all the MSS. that I have con-
sulted. The reading of Ed. Urr. is—or elles a thefe—whe-
ther from authority or conjecture I cannot tell ; but even
as a conjecture I should have adopted it in preference to
niy own, if I had taken notice of it in time.

Ver. ;7278. My sone, thy tonge] In the Rom. de la R.
ver. 7;j;»9. this precept is quoted from Ptolcmie,

Au commencerde I'Almageste.

See the note on ver. 5764.

Ver. 17281. The firste vertue] This precept is nlsn
quoted in the Rom. de la R. ver. 7415. from Cato. It ia

extimt L. i. Dist. 3.

Virtftem primam esse puta compescere lingunm.

Ver. 173O8. be non auctour newe] This seems to be from
Cato. L. i. Dist. 12.

Rumores fuge, ne incipias novus auctof haberi.

It looks as if Chaucer read,

Rumoris fuge ne incipias no^-us auctor haberi.

Ver. 173I6. Foure of the clok] See the Discourse &c.
5. .\li.

Ver. 17321. Therwith the mones exaltation. In mene
Libra, alway gan ascend] This is a very obscure passage.
Some of the MSS. read—I mene Libra. According to the
reading which I have followed, fj-a;(a?/o/i is ni-,t to be con-
sidered as a technical term, but as signifying simply
rising; and the sense will he, that the moon's rising, in
the middle of Libra, was continually ascending, &c.

If exaltation be taken in its technical meaning, as ex-
plained in the note on ver. 62K4, it will be impossible to
make any sense of either of the readings: for the exalta-
tion of the moon was not in Libra, but in Taurus. Kalen-
drier des Bergiers. Sign. i. ult. Mr. Speght, I suppo.se,

beingawareof this, altered Libra into Taurus; but he did
not consider, that the Sun, which has just been Siiid to be
descending, was at that time in Taurus, and that conse-
quently Taurus must also have been descending.
Libra therefore sliould by no means be parted with.

Being in that part of the Zodiac which is nearly opposite
to Taurus, the place of the Sun, it is very properly re-

presented as ascemling above the horizon toward the
time of the Sun's setting. If any alteration were to be
admitted, I should be for reading

—

Thenrith Salurnes exaltation,
I mene Libra, alway gan ascende

—

The exaltation of Saturn was in Libra. Kalendrier d'.t

Bergers. Sign. K. i.

Ver. 17354. I cannot geste, rom, ram, ruf] This ia

plainly a contemptuous manner of describing alliterative

poetry ,- and the Person's prefatory declaration that " he is

a Southern man," would lead one to imagine, that compo-
sitions in that style were, at this time, chiefly confined to

the Northern provinces. It was observed long ago by
William of Malmesbury, 1. iii. Pontif. Angl. that the lan-

guage of the North of Enpl.ind was so harsh and unpolished,
as to be scarce intelligible to a Southern man. Quod
propter viciniam barbararum gentium, et propter remott-
onem regum quondam Anglorum mode Sormannorum
contigit, qui magis ad Auslrum quam ad Aquilonem
diversati noscuntur. From tlie same causes we may pre-
sume, that it was often long before the improvements in

the poetical art, which from time to time were made in the
South, coud find their way into the North ; so tliat there
the hobbling alliter.ative verse might still be in the highest

request, even after Chaucer had established the use of the
Heroic metre in this part of the island. Dr. Percy has
quoted an alliterative poem by a Cheshire man on the
battle of Flodden in 1513, and he has remarked " that all

such poets as used this kind of metre, retained along with
it many peculiar Saxon idioms." Essay on Metre of P. P.

This m.ay ])erhaps have been owing to their being generally

inhabitants of the Northern counties, where the old Saxon
idiom underwent much fewer and slower alterations, than
it did in the neighbourhood of the capital.

To geste here is to relate gesles. In ver. 13861. he has
called it to telle in geste. Both passages seem to imply
that Gestes were chiefly written in alliterative verse, but
the latter passage more strongly than this. After the
Host has told Chaucer, that he " shall no longer rime," he
goes on

—
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" Let see wher thou canst tellen ought in gesle.

Or tellen in prose somwhat at tlie leste
—

"

Gestc there seems to be put for a species of composition
which was neither Rime, nor Pruse ; and what that ciiud

be, except alliterative metre, I cannot guess. At the same
time I must own, tliat I know no other passage which
authorizes the interpretation of Geste in this confined

sense. In the H. of F. ii. 114. Chaucer speaks ^f himself
as making

—

*
"bokes, songes, ditees

In rime, or elles in cadence."

where cadence, I think, must mean a species of poetical

composition distinct from riming verses. The name might
be properly enough applied to the metre used in the

Ormulum (see the Essay, &c. n. 52.) but no work of

Chaucer in any such metre, without rime.has come within

Tuy observation.

Vcr. 17378. had the wordes] This is a French phrase.

It is applied to the Speaker of the Commons in Rat. Pari.

51 K. III. n. 87- JMons. Thomas de Hungerford, Chivaler,

qi avoit les paroles pur les Communes d'Angleterre en
cest Parlcment, &c.

P. 148. col. 1. 1. 6(t. forlete sinne or that sinne forlete

hem] The same thought occurs, by way of precept, at the

end of the Doctour's tale, ver. 12220.

Forsaketh sinne or sinne you.forsake.

P. 154. col. 1. 1. 19. sayth Moj'ses] I cannot tell where.
Perhaps there may be some such passage in the Rabbinical

histories of Closes, M'hich the learned Gaulmin published

in the last centurj' (Paris, 1629, 8vo.) and which, among
other traditions, contain that alluded to by S. Jude, Ep.
ver. 9.

P. 154. col. 1. 1. 54. in the thurroK] The Editt. have changed
this word, in this place, into timber, though, in another

place, p. 162. col. 2. 1. 52. they have left it, and Mr. Speght
explains it to mean an heap. It is a Saxon word, which the

Glossaries render cymba, caiipoltis ; originally perhaps
camp'ulus, as it was sometimes written. Du Cange, in v.

Cai'pu;,us. It seems to have signified any sort of keeled

vessel, and from thence, what we call, the hold of a

ship. The following explanation of it from an old book,
entitled " Our Liidi/es mirruure" (Lond. 1530. fol. .57. b.)

will fully justify Chaucer's use of it in both places, in the

first literally, and in the sec(md metaphorically. " Ye
shall ujderstande that there ys a place in the bottome of

a shyppe, wherin ys gathered all the fylthe that cometh
into the shyppe—and it is called in some contre of thys
londe a thorrocke. Other calle yt an hamron, and some
colle yt the biilcke of the shyppe." I know not what to

make of hamron.

P. 155. col. 2. 1. 14. outragious array of clothing] AATiat fol-

lows should be read carefully by any Antiquary, who may
mean to write de Re Vestiarid of the English nation in the

xivth Century.

P. 169. col. 1. 1. 28 so high doctrine I lete to divines] See

before, ven 17366—71. and below, p. 171. col. 1. 1. 54. " The
exposition of this—I betake to the maisters of Theologie."

The secular clergy, in the time of Chaucer, being generally

very ignorant, it would not have been in character, I sup-

pose, to represent the Persone as a deep divine, though a
very pious, worthy Priest. The Frere, whose brethren

had the largest share of the learning which was then in

fasiiion, is made to speak with great contempt of the Pa-
rochial Pastors, ver. 7590.

'
' This everj- Icwed Vicar and Person
Can say &c."

And yet in the Person's Character, vor. 402. we are told,

that

—

" He was also a lerned man, a clerk."

It maj» be doubted therefore, whether in these passages
Chaucer may not speak for himself, foi-getting or neglect-

ing the character of the real sjieaker.

P. 172. col. 2. 1. 8. Now preyel to hem alle &c.] What fol-

lows being found, with some small vaiiatioas, in all com-

plete MSS. (I believe) of the Canterbury Tales, and in both

Caxton's Editions, which were undoubtedly printed from
IMSS. there was nii pretence to leave it out in this Edition,

however difBcult it may be to give any satisfactory ac-

count of it.

I must first take notice, that this passage in MS. Ask. 1.

is introduced by these words

—

Here takcth the maker his leve.

and is concluded by these

—

Here cndeth the Personnys Tale.

In MS. Ask. 2. there is a similar introduction and conclu-

sion in Latin ; at the beginning,

—

Hie capit auclor licetl'

tiam — and at the end,-~Explicil narratio Rectoris, et

ultima inter narrationes hiijiis libri de qvibtis composuit
Chaucer, cujus anime prupicielur Deus. Amen.
These two MSS. therefore may be considered as agree-

ing in substance with those MSS. mentioned in the Dis-

course, &c. §. xlii. in which this passage makes part of the

Persones Tale. One of them is described by Hearne, in his

letter to Bagford, App. to R. G. p. 661, 2.

In Edit. Ca. 2. as quoted by Ames, p. 56. it is clearly

separated from the Persones Tale, and entitled,

The Prayer.

In the MSS. in which it is also separated from the Per-

sones tiile, I do not remember to have seen it distinguished

by any title, either of Prayer or Revocation ; or Retracta-

tion, as it is called in the Preface to Ed. Urry. If we believe

what is said in p. 172. col. 2. 1. 22. Chaucer had written a
distinct piece entitled his Retractions, in which he bad
revoked his blameable compositions.

The just inference from these variations in the MSS. is

perhaps, that none of them are to be at all relied on ; that

different Copyists have given this passage the title that

pleased them best, and have attributed it to the Persone
or to Chaucer, as the matter seemed to them to be most
suitable to the one or the other.

Mr. Hearne, whose greatest weakness was not his incre-

dulity, has declared his suspicion, " that the Revocation,

meaning this whole passage, is not genuine, but that it

was made by the Monks." App. to R G. p. 60.3. I cannot

go quite so far. I think, if the Monks had set about making
a Revocation for Chaucer to be annexed to the Canterbury

Tales, they would have made one more im form. The
same objection lies to the supposal that it was made by
himself.

The most probable hypothesis which has occurred to

me, for the solution of these difficulties, is to suppose, that

the beginning of this passage, except the words, or reden

it in col. 2. 1. 9. and the end make together the genuine con-

clusion of the Persones tale, and that the middle part which
I have inclosed between hooks is an interpolation.

It must be allowed, I think, as I have obsei-ved before

in the Discourse, &c. §. xlii. that the appellation of " litel

tretise " suits better with the Persones tale taken singly,

than with the whole work. The doubt expressed in col. 2.,

1. 12. " if there be any thing that displeseth &c." is very

agreeable to the manner in which the Persone speaks in

his Prologue, ver. 173(36. See the note on p. 169. col. 1. 1. 28.

The mention of " verray penance, confession and satisfac-

tion " in p. 172. col. 2. I. 39, seems to refer pointedly to the

subject of the speaker's preceding discourse ; and the title

given to Christ in p. 172. col. 2. 1. 42, " Preste of all Prestes"'

seems peculiarly proper in the mouth of a Preest.

So much for those parts which may be supposed to have

origmally belonged to the Persone. With respect to the

middle part, 1 think it not improbable, that Chaucer

might be persuaded by the Religious who attended him in

his last illness, to revoke, or retract, certain of his works ;

or at least that they might give out, that he had made such

Retractions as they thought proper. In either case, it is

possible that the same zeal might think it expedient to

join the substance of these Retractions to the Canterbury

Tales, the antidote to the poison ; and might accordingly

procure the present interpolation to be made in the Epi-

logue to the Persones tale, taking care at the same time,

by the insertion of the words " or reden it " in col. 2. 1 9. to
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convert that Epilogue from an address of the Persone to

bis hearers into an address of Cliaiicer to his readers.

Rut. leaving these very uncertain speculations, I will say

a few words upon those enditinpes of worldly vanUces,

which are here supposed to have sitten heavy on our
author's conscience.

P. 172. col. 2. 1. 2.3. the boke of Troilus] It has been said

in the Essay, &c. n. 1)2. that the Troilus is borrowed from

the Filostrato of Bocc.ace. This is evident not only from

the Table and Characters, which are the same in both

poems, but also from a number of passages in the English

which are literally translated from the Italian. At the simie

time there are several long passages, and even episodes, in

the Troilus, of which there are no traces in the FiUpstrato.

Of these therefore it may be doubted, whether Chaucer

has added them out of his own invention, or taken them
either from some completer copy ol Boccace's poem than

what we have in print, or from some co|)y interpolated by

another hand. He sjieaks of himself as a translator oul af

Latin, B. ii. 14. and in two passages he quotes his author

by the name of LoUitis, B. i. 3!)4—121, and B. v. I(i52. The
latter passage is in the Filostrato, but the former, in which

the l<i2d Sonnet of Petrarch is introduced, is not Wliat

be Bays of having translated out a/ Latin need not make
any difficulty, as the Italian language was commonly
called Latino volgare (see the quotation from the Tlie-

seida. Discourse, &c. n. 9.) and Lydgate (Prol. to Boccace)

expressly tells us, that Chaucer translated—"a boke which
called is Trophe,

In Lombard tonpc, as men may rede and see."

How Boccace should have acquired the name of LoUius,

and the Filostrato the title of Trophe, are points which I

confess myself unable to explain.

Ibid. 1. 24. the boke of Fame] Chaucer mentions this

among his works in the Leg. of O. W. ver. 417- He wrote
it while he was Comptroller of the Custom of wools, &e.

(see B. ii. ver. 144—(i.) and consequently after the year

1374. See App. to Pref. C.

Jbid.l. 24. the boke of five and twenty Ladies] This

is the reading of all the M^^.S. If it be genuine, it affords

a strong proof that tliis enumeration of Chaucer's works
was not drawn up by himself; as there is no ground
for believing that the Legende of Good Women ever con-

tained, or was intended to contain, the histories of^u'e and
twenty Ladies. See the note on ver. 4481. It is possible

however that xxv may have been put by mistake for xix.

Ibid. 1. 25. the boke of the Duchesse] See the note on ver.

4467. One might have imagined that this poem, written upon
a particular occasion, was in all probability an original

composition ; but upon comparing the portrait of a beau-
tiful woman, which JI. de la Uavaliere (Poes. du B. do N.
Gloss, v. Belke) has ciicd from .^IS. du Kni, N° 7612. with
Chaucer's description of his heroine (ver. lU7i ct seq.) I find

that several lines in the latter are literally translate<l from
the former. I should not Ihorcfore lie surprised, if, upon a
further examination of that .MS. it should appear, tliat

our author, according to his usual pmctice, had borrowed
a considerable jiart of hi> work from some I-Vench poit.

Ibid. I. 2.5. the boke of S.int Valentines day .<c.] In
the Editt. the yfsseinb'ee of Fi^ules. CluuKcr himself in
the Leg. of G. W. ver. 419. calls it the I'url.ment of FvuUi.
See the note on ver. 1920. and App. to Pref. C. note"=.

Ibid. 1. 27. the tales of Canterbury Ac] If we sup-
pose, that this passage was wiiiti-n by Chaucer liiin.si-lf,

to make part of the conclusiou of his Canterbury Tal -s, it

must appear rather extraonlinary, that he should mention
those tales in this ceneral manner, and in the midst of his
other works. It would have been more natural to have
placed them either at the beginning or at the end of his
catalogue.

Ibid. 1. 28. the bidvc of the Leon] This book is also
ascribed to Chaucer by Lydgate, Prol. to Boccace, but
no MS. of it has hitherto been discovered. It may pos-
siblj- have been a translation of Le dit du Lion, a. \iavm
of GuiUaunie de Machaut, compo.sed in the year I.'i42.

Acad, des Insc. t. xx. p. 379. 408. Some lines "from this
poem, as I apprehend, are quoted in the Glossary to Poes.
du Roi de N. v. Aiikouseiis. Bachki-kr.
Whether we suppose this list of Chaucer's exceptionable

works to have been drawn up by himself, or by any other
person, it is unaccountable that his translation of the
Roman de la Rose should be omitted. If he translated the
whole of that very extraordinary compo.-ition, as is most
probable, he coud scarce avoid being guilty of a much
greater licentiousness, in sentiment as well as diction,

than we find in any of his other writings. His translation,

as we have it, breaks off at ver. 537(t! of the origmal (ver.

5810. Ed. Urr.) and beginning again at vir. 1125.3. ends im-
perfect at ver. 13105. In the latter part we have a strong
proof of the negligence of the first editor, who did not per-
ceive that two leaves in his MS. were misplaced. The
passage from ver. 7<I13 to ver. 70(j2 inch and the passage
from ver. 7257 to ver. 7.i04. inch should be inserted after
ver. 7 1 (id. The later Editors have all copied ihi.s, as well
as many other blunders of less consequence, which they
must have discovered, if they had consulted the French
original.

A Bacheler, who dances with Franchise, is said to re-

semble

" The Lordes sonne of Wyndesore."
U. R. ver. 12.50.

This seems to be a compliment to the young Princes in

general, rather than to any particular son of Edward III,

who is certainly meant by the Lord of Windsor. Ih tlie

French it is simply—U sembloit estreJiU de Roy.





THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE.

V. 1—104

Many menne sain that in sweveninges,

There n'is but I'ables and lesinges :

But nioiine may some sweven scene,

Which hardeiy that false nc been,

But afterward ben apparaunt :

This may I drawe to warraunt
An authour tliat bight Macrobes,
That hake not dreames false ne lees,

But undoth us the avisioun,

That whilom niette king Cii>ioun.

And who so sayth, ov weuetli it be

A jape, or else nicete

To wene that dreames after fall,

Let who so liste a foole me call.

For this trow I, and say for me,
That dreames signifiaunce be
Of good and harine to many wightes,

That di-eamen in hir sleep a nightes

Full many thinges covertly.

That fallen after all openly.

Within my twentie yeere of age,

When that love taketli his courage
Of younge folke, 1 wente soone

To bed, as I was wont to doone :

And fast I slept, and in sleeping.

Me mette such a swevening,

That liked me wondrous wele.

But in that sweven is never a dele

That it n'is afterward befall.

Right as this dreaiiie woll tell us all.

Now this dreame woll I rime aright,

To make your heartes gay and light

:

For love it prayeth, and also

Commaundeth me that it be so.

And if there any aske me.
Whether that it be he or she,

How this booke which is here
Shall hatte, that I rede you here :

It is the R(miaunt of the Rose,
In which all the art of love I close.

The matter fa ire is of to make,
God graunt me in gree that she it take
For whom that it begonnen is,

And that is she, that hath ywis

So mokel prise, and thereto she
So worthie is beloved to be.

That she wel ought of prise and right,

Be cleped Rose of everie wigl:t.

That it was May me thoughte tho.

It is five yere or more ago.

That it was May, thus dreamed me,
In time of love and jolitie,

That all thing ginnefh waxen gay :

For there is neither buske nor hay

In May, that it n'ill. shrouded bene,

And it with newe leves wreiie :

These woodes eke recoveren grene,

That drie in winter ben to sene,

And the erth waxeth pioud withall,

For swote dewes that on it fall,

And the ]ioore estate forget,

In which that winter had it set :

And than become the ground so proude,

That it wol have a newe shroude,

And maketh so queiiit his robe and faire,

That it had liewes an hundred paire,

Of grasse and Houres, of Inde and Pers,

AimI many liewes full divers :

That is the robe I mean ywis.

Through which the ground to praisen is.

The birdes, that lian left liir song,

While they ban suffred cold full strong,

In wethers grille, and derke to sight,

Beu in May for the Sunne bright,

So glad, that they shew in singing,

Tliat in hir heart is such liking,

I That they mote singen and ben light

:

Than doth the nightingale her might.

To maken noyse, and singen blithe :

Than is bli=ifuil many a sithe,

The chelaundre, an<l the popingaye,

Than younge folke entenden aye.

For to ben gay and amorous.

The time is then so savorous.

Harde is his heart that loveth nought

In May, whan all this mirth is wrought,

Whan he may on these braunches here

The snialle birdes singen clcrc

Hir blisfuU swete song piteous,

And in this season delitous :

When love affirmeth all thing,

Me thought one night, in my sleeping.

Right in my bed full readyly,

That it was by the morrow early.

And up I rose, and gan me cloth,

Anone I wysshe mine hondes both,

A silver needle forth I drow.

Out of an aguiler queint ynow,

And gan this needle thread anone,

For out of towne me list to gone,

The sound of birdes for to heare

That on the huskes singen cleare,

In the swete season that lefe is.

With a thred basting my slevis,

p2
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Alone I went in my playing,

The sraal foules song hearkening.

That payued hem full many a paire.

To sing on bowes blossomed faire :

Jolife and gay, full of gladnesse,

Toward a river gan I me dresse,

That I heard renne faste by,

For fairer playeng none saw I

Than playeu me by the rivere :

For from an hill that stood there nere,

Come downe the stream full stiffe and bold,

Clere was the water, and as cold

As any well is, sooth to saine,

And somedele lasse it was than Saine,

But it was straiter, weleaway,

And never saw I ere that day,

The water that so wele liked me,
And wonder glad was I to se

That lusty place, and that rivere :

And with that water that ran so clere,

My face I wysshe, tho saw I wele.

The bottorae ypaved everidele

With gravel, full of stones shene.

The raeadowes softe, sote, and grene,

Beet right upon the water side,

Full clere was than the morowe tide,

And full atterapre out of drede,

Tho gan I walken thorow the mede,
Downward aye in my playing,

The rivers side eoosting.

And when I had a while ygone,
I saw a garden right anone,
Full long and broad, and everidele

Enclosed was, and walled wele.

With hie walles enbatailed,

Portrayed without, and well entayled
With many riche porti-aitures.

And both the images and pemtures.
Can I beholde besely.

And I woll tell you readyly.

Of thilke images the semblaunee,
As farre as I have remembraunce.
Amidde saw I Hate stonde.

That for her wrath and yre and onde.

Seemed to be a moveresse.
An angry wight, a chideresse.

And ful of gile, and fell courage,

By semblaunt was that ilke image,
And she was nothing wele araide,

But like a wode woman afraide,

Yfrounced foule was her visage,

And grinning for dispitous rage,

Her nose snorted up fur tene,

Full hidous was she for to sene.

Full foule and rustle was she this.

Her head ywritheu was ywis
Full grimly with a great towaile.

An image of another entayle,

Alifte halte was her fast by.

Her name above her head saw I,

And she was called Felony.
Another image, that Villany

Ycleped was, saw I and fimde
Upon the wall on her right honde.
Villany was like somedele
That other image, and trusteth wele
She seemed a wicked creature,

By countenaunce in portreiture.

She seemed be full despitous.

And eke full proude and outragious.

Well coud he paint I undertake.

That such an image coude make :

Full foule and chorlych seemed she.

And eke villainous for to be.

And little coulde of norture,

To worship any creature.

And next was painted Covetise,
That eggeth folke in many- a gise,

To take and yeve right nought againe,

And great treasoures up to laine.

And that is she, that for usure
Leneth to many a creature

The lasse for the more winning,

So covetous is her brenning,

And that is she for pennies fele.

That teacheth for to robbe and stele

These theeves, and these smale harlotes,

And that is routhe, for by hir throtes,

Full many one hongeth at the last

:

She maketh folke compasse and cast

To taken other folkes thing,

Thi'ough robberie, or miscoveting.

And that is she that maketh treachours.

And she maketh false pleadours.

That with hir terraes and hir domes,
Done maidens, children, and eke gromes.
Her heritage to forgo :

Full crooked were her hondes two.

For covetise is ever woode.
To gripen other folkes goode.

C I Covetise, for her winning,

Full lefe hath other mennes thing.

Another image set saw I,

Nexte Covetise fast by-,

=-ctAnd she w^as cleped Avarice,
' Full foule in painting was that vice,

Full sad and caitife was she eke.

And also grene as any leke.

So evil hewed was her colour,

Her seemed to have lived in langour,
1 1 She was like thing for hunger dead.

That lad her life onely by bread
Kneden with eisell strong and egre.

And thereto she was leane and megre,
And she was clad full poorely.

All in an olde torne courtpy,

As she were all with dogges torne.

And both behind and eke beforne

Clouted was she beggerly.

A mantle honge her faste by,

f/\,Upon a benche weake and small,

A burnette cote hong there withall,

Furred with no minevere.

But with a furre rough of heere,

Of lambe skinnes heavy and blake,

It was so old I undertake.

For Avarice to cloath her wele,

Ne hastelh her never a dele.

For certainly it were her loth

To wearen of that ilke cloth,

^ ' - And if it were forweared, she

^j^Woulde have full great nicete

Of clothing, er she bought her newe.
All were it bad of woll and hewe.

This Avarice held in her hand,

A purse that honge by a band.

And that she hid and bond so strong,

Men must abide wonder long,

Out of the purse er ther come aught.

For that ne commeth in her thought,
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It was not certaine lier entent,

That fro that purse a peiiy went. •

And l)y that image nigh ynoiigh,

Was peinted E.nvy, tliat never lough,

Nor never well in her heart ferdc

But if she either saw or herde

Some great niischaunec, or great disease,

Nothing ne may so much lier please

As mischeife and misaventure.

Or when she seetli discomfiture

Upon any worthy man fall,

Thau liUeth her riglit well withall.

Siie is full glad in hlr courage,

If she see any gi-eat linage

Be brought to naught in shameful! wise :

And if a man in honour rise,

Or by his wit, or by liis prowesse,

Of that hath she great heaviuesse.

For trusteth well she gocth nie wood,
When any chaunce happeth good.

Envy is of such cruel te, V
That fayth ne trouth lioldeth she,

To friend ne fellow, bad or good.

Ne she hath kinne none of lier blood

That she n'is full hir eneniie, -t--:.

She nolde, I dare saiue hardely
Her owne father fai'ed wele.

And sore abieth she everie dele

Her malice, and her male talent

:

For she is in so great turment
And hate such, when folke doth good,<'i.

That nye she melteth for pure wood.
Her hert kerveth and so breaketh

That God the people well awreaketh.
Envy ywis shall never let,

Some blame upon the foike to set.

I trowe that if Envy ywis.

Knew the beste man that is.

On this side or beyond the see,

Yet somewhat lacken him would she :

And if he wei'e so liende and wise.

That she ne might all abate his prise.

Yet would she blame his worthinesse.

Or by Iier wordes make it lesse.

I sawe Envy in that ])ainting.

Had a wonderful! loolving,

For she ne looked luU awrie.

Or overvvhart, all haggingly.

And siie had a foule usage.

She miglit looke in no visage

Of man ne woman, forth right plaine.

But shette lier one eye for disdaine, /\
—

'

So for envie Ijrenned shoe
When slie might any man see

That faire, or worthy were, or wise,

Or else stood in folkcs prise.

SoROW was painted next Envy
Upon that wall of masonry :

But well was scene in lier colour
• That slie had lived in langour :

Her seemed to have the jaundice.

Not lialfe so pale was Avarice,
Ne nothing like of leannesse.

For sorowe, tliouglit, and great distresse.

That she had suffred dale and night.

Made her yellow, and nothing bright :

Full sad, pale, and niegre also,

Was never wight yet half so wo
As that her seemed for to be,

Nor so fulfilled with yre as she,

I trow that no wight might Iier please

Nor doe that thing tliat miglit her ease,

Nor she ne would her sorow slake,

Nor comfort none unto her take,

So dope was her wo begonne.
And eke her heart in anger ronne,
A soi'owfull thing wcl seemed she :

Nor she had nothing slowe be
For to-scratchen all her face

And for to-rent in many place

Her clothes, and for to teare her swire,

As she that was fulfilled of yre,

Am) all to-torne lay eke her heere
About her shoulders, here and there,

As she that had it all to-rent

For anger and for male taK'iit.

And eke I tell you certainly

How that she wept full tenderly :

In worlde n'is wight so hard of heart

That had scene her s6ro\ves smart
That nolde have had of her pite.

So wo begone a thing was she.

She all to-dasht her selfe for wo
And smote togider her hands two,

To sorrow was she full enteiitife.

That wofull rctchelesse caitife

Her rought little of playing.

Or of clipping or kissing
;

For who so sorrowfull is in heart
Him lustc not to play ne start,

Nor for to dauncen, ne to sing,

Ne may his heart in temper bring

To make joy on even or morrow.
For joy is contraric unto sorrow.

Eldk was j)ainted after this.

That shorter was a foot ywis

Than she was wont in her yonghede,
Unneth her selfe she might fede,

So feeble and eke so old was she
That faded was all her beaute.

Full salow was waxen her colour,

Her head for bore was white as flour,

Ywis great qualme ne were it none,

Ne sinne, although lier life were gone.

All woxeii was her body unwelde
And drie and dwiiied all for clde,

A foule forwelked thing was she

That whilom round and soft had be,

Her heeres slioken f.ist witliall

As from her liedde they woulde fall :

Her face frounced and forpined.

And both her hoiides lorne fordwined :

So old she was that she ne went
A foot, but it were by potent.

The time that passetli night and daye.

And restlesse travayleth aye.

And stealeth from us so privyly.

That to us seemeth sikerly

That it in one j)oint dwelletli ever,

And certes it ne restcth never.

But goeth so fast, and passeth aye,

That there n'is man that tliinke niaye

What time that now ])iesent is,

Asketli at these cUrkes this.

For menne tliinke it readily

Three times been passed by

The time that may not sojourne

But goth, and may never retourne,

As water that down runneth aye

But never droppe returne may :
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There may nothing as time endure,

Metall, nor earthly creature,

For all thing it frette and shall,

The time eke tliat chaungeth all.

And all doth waxe, and fostred be,

And all thing destroyeth lie.

The time that eldetli our auncestours

And eldeth kinges and emperours,

And that us all shall overconmien

Er that death us shall have nomen.
The time that hath all in welde

To elden folke, had made her elde

So inly, that to my weting

She might helpe her selfe nothing,

But tourned ayen unto childhede
;

She had nothing her selfe to lede

Ne wit ne pithe in her hold

Moi'e than a childe of two yere old.

But nathelesse I trow that she

Was faire sometime, and fresh to se,

When she was in her rightfuU age :

But she was past all that passage

And was a doted thing becommen :

A furred cappe on liad she nomen ;

Well had she clad her selfe and warme,

For cold might els doen her harme.
These olde folke have alvvay cold,

Hir kind is such, when they been old.

Another thing was down there writ,

That seemed like an ipocrite,

And it was cleped Pope holy,

That ilke is she, that privily

Ne spared never a wicked deed.

When men of her taken none heed.

And maketh her outward precious.

With pale visage and piteous,

And seemeth a simple creature.

But ther n'is no misadventure.

That she ne thinketh in her courage :

Ful like to her was thilke image,

That maked was like her semblaunce,

She was ful simple of countenaunce.

And she was clothed and eke shod.

As she were for the love of God
Y-olden to religion,

Such seemed her devotion.

A psalter held she fast in bond.

And busily she gan to fond

To make many a faint prayere,

T) God, and to his saintes dere :

Ne she was gay, fresh, ne ji>life,

But seemed to be full ententife

To goode workes, and to faire.

And thereto she had on an haire.

Ne certes she was fatte nothing

But seemed werie for fasting.

Of colour pale and dead was she,

From her the gates aie warned be

Of Paradise, that blisfull place,

For such folke maken leaue hir grace :

As Christ sayth in his Evangile,

To get hem prise in towne a while.

And for a little glorie vaine,

They lesen God and eke his raigne.

And alderlast of everichone,

Was painted Povert all alone.

That not a peny had in hold.

Although she her clothes sold.

And though she shuld an bonged be,

For naked as a worme was she,

And if the weather stormie were,

For cold she shuld have died there.

She ne had on but a sti'aite old sacke.

And many a cloute on it there stacke.

This was her cote, and her mantele,

No more was there never a dele

To cloath her with ; I undertake,

Great leser hadde she to quake :

And she was put, that I of talke,

Ferre fro these other, up in an halke,

Thei'e lurked and there coured she.

For poore thing, where so it be,

Is shamefast, and despised aie :

Accursed may well be that dale.

That poore man conceived is,

For God wote all to seld ywis

Is any poore man well yfed.

Or well arrayed or ycled.

Or well beloved, in such wise.

In honour that he may arise.

All these thinges well avised.

As I have you er this devised,

With gold and azure over all,

Depainted were upon the wall.

Square was the wall, and high somdele

Enclosed, and ybarred wele,

In stead of hedge, was that gardin.

Come never shepherde therein :

Into that gardin, well ywrought,

Who so that me coud have brought,

By ladders or else by degree.

It would well have liked mee,

For such solace, such joy, and pleie

I trow that never man ne seie.

As was in that place delicious :

The gardin was not daungerous,

To herborow birdes many one.

So rich a yere was never none

Of birdes song, and braunches gi'ene,

Therein were birdes mo I wene.

Than been in all the realme of Fraunce :

Full blisfull was the accordaunce.

Of swete pitous song they made.

For all this worlde it ought glade.

And I my selfe so merry ferde,

Whan I her blisfull songes herde.

That for an hundred pound would I,

If that the passage openly

Had be unto me free

That I couthe enti-en for to see

Thassemble (God keepe it fro care)

Of birdes, wliiche therein wai'c,

That songen through hir merry thi'otes,

Daunces of love, and mei-ry notes.

When I thus heard the foules sing,

I fell fast in a waymenting,

By which art, or by what engin,

I might come into that gardin.

But way I couthe fiude none,

Into that gardin for to gone,

Ne nought wist I if that there were

Either hole or place where.

By which I might have entre,

Ne there was none to teache me,

For I was all alone ywis.

For woe and anguishe of this.

Till at last bethought I me.

That by no way ne might it be.

That there nas ladder ne way to pace

Or hole, into so faire a place.
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Tho gan I go a full great paas,

Environ, even in conipas,

The elo.sing of the sijiiare wall,

Till that 1 found a wickot small

So shette, that I ne might in gone,

And other entre was there none.

Upon this doore I gan to smite

Tiiat was so fetis, and so lite,

For other waye coud I not seke.

Full longc I shofe, and knocked eke,

And stode full long all herkening

If that I heard any wight connning :

Tdl that the doore of tliilke cntre

A maiden curteis opened me :

Her haire was as yellowo of liewe

As any bason scoured newe.

Her fleshe tender as is a chicke

With bente browes, smooth and slicke.

And by measure large were
The opening of her even clere :

Her nose of good proportion.

Her even graie, as is a faucon.

With sweete breath and well favoured,

Her face white and well coloured,

With little mouth, and round to see
;

A clove chinne eke had she
;

Her necke was of good fashion

In length and greatnesse by reason,

Without bleine, scabbe, or roine
;

Fro Jerusalem unto Burgoine
Ther n'is a fairer necke ywis

To fele how smooth and soft it is.

Her throte also white of hewe.

As snowe on braunche snowed newe.

Of bodie full well wrought was she.

Men neden not in no countre

A fairer bodie for to seke :

And of fine orfrais had she eke

A chapelet, so semely on,

Ne wered never niaide upon ;

And faire above that chapelet

A rose garlonde had she set

;

She had a gaie mirrour
And with a riche gold tressour.

Her head was tressed queintly

Her sleeves sewed fetously.

And for to keepe her liondes faire

Of gloves white she had a paire :

And she had on a coate of grene
Of cloth of Gaunt, withouten wene :

Well seemed by her ajiparaile

She was not wont to great travaile.

For whan shee kempt was fetously

And well araied and richly,

Than had she done all her iournee,
For merrye and well begon was she.

She led a lustie life in I\Iay,

She had no thought, by night ne day
Of nothing, but if it were onely.

To graithe her well and uneouthly.
Whan that this dore had opened me

This maiden, seemely for to see,

1 thouked her as I best might.
And asked her how that she bight :

And what she was, I asked eke.

And she to me was nought unmeke
Ne of her answere daungerous.
But faire answerde, and saved thus :

" Lo sir, my name is Idlenesse
So clepe men me, more and lesse :

Full niightie and full rich am I,

And that of one thinge namely,
For I I'utende to nothing
But to my joye, and my ])leying,

And for to kembe and tresse me :

Acquainted am 1 and prive
With Mirthe, lord of this gardine,
That fro the londe of Alexandrine
Made the trees hither be fet.

That in this gardin been yset :

And when the trees woxen on hight,

This wall that stant here in thy sight,

Did Mii-the enclosen all about.
And these images all without
He did hem both entayie and paint.

That neither been jolife ne quoint.

But they been full of sorowe and wo,
As thou hast scene a while ago.

" AxD oft time him to solace

Sir Mirthe commeth into this place.

And eke with him eoninieth his meiiiie,

Tliat liven in lust and jolitie :

And now is Mirthe therein, to here
The birdes how they siiigen clere.

The mavis and the nightingale.

And other jolly birdes smale :

And thus he walketh to solace

Him and his folke. for sweeter place

To playen in, he may not finde,

Although he sought one in tyl lude.

The alther fairest folke to see

That in this worlde may found bee
Hath Mirthe with him in his rout.

That foliowen him alwaies about."
When Idlenesse had told all this,

And I had herkened well ywis.

Then saied I to dame Idlenesse,

" Now also wisely God me blesse,

Sith Mirthe, that is so faire and fre,

Is in this yerd with his mcinie,

Fro thilke assemble, if I may.
Shall no man werne me to day.

That 1 this liight ne mote it see.

For well wene I tiiere with him bee
A faire and jolie conipanie

Fulfilled of all courtesie :
"

And forth with out wordes mo
In at the wicket went I tho,

That Idlenesse had opeiud mee,
Into that garilen faire to see.

And whan 1 was in ywis.

Mine herte was full glad of this.

For well wened I lull sikerly

Have been in Paradice earthly,

So faire it was, that trusteth well,

It seemed a place espirituell.

For certes at my devise,

There is no place in Paradice,

So good in for to dwell or be.

As in that garden thoughte me.
For there was many a bird singing,

Throughout the yerde all thringing.

In many places were nightingales,

Alpes, finches, and wodwales.

That in hir swete song delighten

In thilke places as they habiten.

There nwghte men see many flockes

Of turtles and laverockes,

Chelaundres fele saw I there,
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Tliat very nigh forsongen were.

And tlirustle.s, terins, and inavise,

That sonj^en for to win hem prise,

And eke to surmount in hir song

That other birdes hem emong
By note made faire servise :

These birdes, that I you devise,

They song her song as faire and well,

As angels doon espirituell,

And trusteth me, when 1 hem herde,

Full lustie and well I ferde :

For never yet such melodic

Was heard of man that mighte die.

Sueh swete song was hem emong,
That me thought it no birdes song,

But it was wonder like to bee

Song of meremaidens of the see,

That for hir singen is so clere :

Though we meremaidens clepe hem here

In English, as is our usaunce.

Men clepe hem sereins in Fraunce.

Ententive weren for to sing

These birdes, that not unkonning
Were of hir craft, and a prentise,

But of songe subtill and wise :

And eertes, whan I heard hir song,

And sawe the grene place among.
In heart I wext so wonder gay.

That I was never, ere that day,

So jolife, nor so well bigo,

Ne merry in heart, as I was tho :

And than wist I, and saw full well,

That Idlenesse me served well,

That me put in such jolite.

Her frend well ought I for to be,

Sith she the dore of that gardin
Had opened, and me let in.

From henceforth, how that I wrought
I shall you tell,— as me thought :

First whereof Mirthe served there,

And eke what foike there with him were,

Without fable I woU discrive,

And that garden eke as blive
;

I woll you tellen after this

The faire fasliion all ywis.

That well wrought was for the nones ;

I may not tell you all atones.

But as I may and can, I shall

By order tellen you it all.

Full faire service, and eke full swete
These birdes maden as they sete :

Laies of love, ful well souning

They songon iu hir jargoning,

Some high, and some eke lowe songo
Upon the braunches greene ysprouge :

Tlie sweetnesse of hir melodie

Made all mine heart in revelrie.

And whan that I heard I trowe
These birdes singing on a rowe,
Then might I not withholde mee
That I ne went in for to see
Sir Mirthe, for my desiring

Was him to seene over all thing.

His countenaunce and his manere
;

That sighte was to me full dere.

Tho went I forth on my right houd
Downe by a litel path I fond
Of miutes full, and fennell greene.

As faste by withouten wene
Sir Mirthe I found, and right anone
Unto sir Mirthe gan I gone,

Thei'e as he was him to solace.

And with him in that lustie place,

So faire folke and so fresh had he,

That when I saw, 1 wondred me
Fro whence suche folke might come.
So faire they weren all and some :

For they weren like, as to my sight,

To angels, that ben fethered bright.

These folke, of which I tell you so,

Upon a karole wenten tho :

A ladie karoled hem, that hight

Gladnesse, blissfuJl, and light.

Well could she sing and lustely

None halfe so well and seemely :

And couthe make in song such refraining-

It sate her wonder well to sing.

Her voice full clere was and full swete.

She was not rude ne unmete,
But couthe ynough for such doing

As longeth unto karolling :

For she was wont in every place

To singen first, folke to solace,

For singing most she gave her to,

No craft had she so lefe to do.

Tho mightest thou karoles seene.

And folke daunce and merry beene,

And made many a faire tournyng
Upon the greene grasse springing.

There mightest thou see these fiutonrs,

Minstrales, and eke jogelours,

That well to singe did hir paine :

Some song songes of Loraine,

For iu Loraine hir notes be

Full sweeter than in this countre.

There was many a timbestere.

And sailours, that I dare well swere

Couthe hir craft full perfitly :

The timbres up full subtelly

They cast, and hent full oft

Upon a finger faire and soft,

That they failed never mo.
Full fetis damoseles two,

Right yong, and full of semelyhede

In kirtles, and none other wede.

And faire tressed every tresse

Had Mirthe doen for his noblesse

Amid the carole for to daunce,

But hereof lieth no remembraunce.
How that they daunced queinily :

That one would come all prively

Ayen that other, and when they were
Togither almost, they threw yfere

Hir moiithes so, that through hir play

It seemed as they kist alway :

To dauncen well couthe they the gise.

What should I more to you devise ?

Ne bode I never thence go.

Whiles that I saw hem daunce so.

Upon the caroll wonder fast,

I gan beholde, till at last

A ladie gan me for to espie,

And she was cleped Courtesie,

The worshipfull, the debonaire,

I pray to God ever fall her faii'e :

Full courtesly she called me,
« What doe ye there, beau sii-e ?'' (quod she;
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But they were shaven well aud dight,

Nocked and feathered aright

:

And all they were with golde begon,

And stionfjo pointed everichon,

And sharpe for to kerven wele.

But yron was tliore none ne stele :

For all was golde, men might see,

Out-take the feathers aud the tree.

'I'he swiftest of these arrowes five

Out of a bowe for to drive,

And beste feathered for to flie,

And fairest eke, was cleped Beautie :

That other ai-row that hurteth lesse.

Was cleped (as I trow) Simplesse :

The thirde cleped was Fraunchise,

That feathered was in noble wise

With valour and with courtesie :

Tiie fourth was clepen Companie,

That heavie for to shooten is.

But who so shooteth right ywis,

May therewith doen great harme aud wo
The fift of these, and last also,

Faire Semblaunt men that arrow call,

The leste greevous of hem all,

Yet can it make a full great wound.

But he may hope his sores sound

That hurt is with that arrowe ywis,

His wo the bette bestowed is :

For he may sooner have gladnesse,

His langour ought to be the lesse.

Five arrowes were of other gise.

That been full foule to devise :

For shaft and end, sooth for to tell,

Were al so blacke as fiend in HeU.
The first of hem is called Pride,

That other arrow next him beside,

It was cleped Villanie,

That arrow was with fellonie

Envenimed, and with spitous blame :

The third of hem was cleped Shame.
The fourth, Wanhope cleped is.

The fift, the Newe Thought ywis.

These ari'owes that 1 speake of here,

Were all five on one mannere.
And all were they resemblable ;

To hem was well fitting and able,

The foule ci-ooked bowe hidous,

That knottie was, and all roinous
;

That bowe seemed well to shete

The arrowes five, that been unmete
And contrary to that other five :

But though I tell not as blive

Of hir power, ne of hir might,

Hereafter shall I tellen right

The sooth, and eke signifiaunce.

As ferre as I have remembi-aunce :

All shall be saied I undertake,

Ere of this booke an end I make.

Now come I to my tale againe :

But aldei'first, I woll you saine

The fashion and the countenaunces

Of all the folke that on the daunce is.

The god of love jolife and light.

Led on his honde a ladie bright.

Of high prise, and of great degre,

This ladie called was Beaute,
And an arrow, of which I told.

Full well thewed was she hold :

Ne she was derke ne browne, but bright,

And cleare as the moone light

:

Againe whom all the starres semen
But small candles, as we demen :

Her flesh was tender as dewe of floure,

Her cheare was simple as bird in boure,

As white as lilly or rose in rise :

Her face gentill and tretise ;

Fetis she was, and small to see,

No wintred browes had shee,

Ne popped haire, for it needed nought

To winder her, or to paint her ought

:

Her tresses yellow, and long straughten,

Unto her heeles downe tliey raughten :

Her nose, her mouth, and eye and cheke

Well wrought, and all the remnauut eke.

A full gret savour and a swote
;

Me thoughte in mine herte rote,

As helpe rae God, when I remember,
Of the fashion of every member.
In world is none so faire a wight :

For yong she was, and hewed bright

Sore pleasant, and fetis with all,

Gent, and in her middle small.

Beside Beaute yede Richesse, '

An high ladie of great noblesse.

And great of price in every place :

But who so durst to her trespace

Or till her folke, in werke or dede.

He were full hardie out of drede :

For both she helpe and hinder may,
And that is not of yesterday

That riche folke have full great might

To helpe, and eke to greve a wight.

The best and greatest of valour

Didden Richesse full great honour.

And busie weren her to serve.

For that they would her love deserve
;

They cleped her ladie, gret and small,

This wide world her dredeth all :

This world is all in her daungere.

Her court hath many a losengere,

And many a traitour envious,

That ben full busie and curious

For to dispraise, and to blame

That best deserven love and name,

To forne the folke hem to begileu.

These losengeours hem preise and smilen.

And thus the world with word annointen.

But afterward tliey prill and pointea

The folke, right to the bare bone,

Behinde hir backe when they ben gone,

And foule abaten folkes prise.

Full many a worthy man and wise

Han hindred, and ydon to die

These losengeours with hir flatterie,

And maketh folke full straun^e be.

There as hem ought ben pri\e :

Well evill mote they thrive and thee.

And evill arived mote they bee

These losengeoui-s full of envie.

No good man loveth hir companie.

Richesse a robe of purple on had,

Ne trow not that I lie or mad :

For in this world is none it liche,

Ne by a thousand deale so riche,

Ne none so faire, for it full wele.

With orfreis laied was every dele,

And purtraid in the ribanings

Of dukes stories, and of kings.
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And she was simple as dove on tree,

Full debonaire of hert was sliee.

She durste neither say nc do,

But that, that her longeth to :

And if a man were in distresse.

And for her love in heavinesse,

Her herte would have full great pitee

She was so amiable and free :

For were a manne for her bestad,

She woulde ben right sore adrad,

That she did overgreat outrage,

But she him hope his harme t'aswage,

Her thought it all a villany,

And she had on a suckeny,

That not of hempe herdes was.

So faire was none in all Arras,

Lord, it was riddled fetisly.

There nas not a point truely

That it nas in his right assise,

Full well yclothed was Fraunchise,

For there n'is no cloth sitteth bette

On damosell, than doth rokette :

A woman well more fetise is

In rokette, than in cote ywis,

The white rokette riddeled faire,

Betokeneth, that full debonaire

And swete was she that it here.

By her daunced a bachelere,

I cannot tellen what he hight,

But faire he was, and of good height,

All had he ben, I say no more.
The lordes sonne of Windesore.
And next that daunced CotiRTfiSiE,

That preised was of low and hie,

For neither proud ne foole was she :

She for to daunce called me,
I praie God give her good grace.

For when I came first into the place.

She nas not nice, ue outrageous.

But wise and ware, and vertuous.

Of faire speech, and faire answer.
Was never wight missaid of her :

She bare no rancour to no wight,

Clere browne slie was, and therto bright

Of face and body avenaunt
I wote no lady so pleaSaunt,

She weren worthy for to bene
An eniperesse or crowned queue.
And by her went a knight dauncing

That worthy was and well speaking.

And full well coud he done honour :

The knight was faire and stiffe in stour.

And in armure a seemelj' man.
And well beloved of his lemman.

Faire Idlenesse then saw I,

That alway was me faste by,

Of her have I withouten faile

Told you the shape and apparaile :

For (as I said) Lo, that was she

That did to me so great bouute.
She the gate of that gardin
Undid, and let me passen in.

And after daunced as I gesse.

And she fulfilled of lustinesse.

That n'as not yet twelve yeare of age,

With herte wild, and thought volage.

Nice she was, but she ne ment
None harme ne sleight in her entent.

But onely lust and jolite.

For yonge folke, well weten ye,

Have little thought but on hir play.

Her lemman was beside alway.

In such a gise, that he her kist

At all times that him list.

That all the daunce might it see,

They make no force of privetee :

For who so spake of hem evill or wele,

They were ashamed never adele.

But men might seene hem kisse there,

As it two yonge doves were,

For j'onge was thilke bachelere.

Of beauty wot I noTi his pere,

And he was right of such an age.

As youth his lefe, and such courage.

The lusty folke that daunced there^

And also other that with hem were
That weren all of hir meinee
Full hende folke, wise, and free.

And folke of faire port truly,

There were all comenly.
Whan I had seene the countenauncea

Of hem that ladden thus these daunces.

Than had I will to go and see

The garden that so liked mee.
And loken on these faire laureres.

On pine trees, cedres, and ormeres.

The daunces than al ended were.

For many of hem that daunced there,

Were with her loves went away
Under the trees to have her play.

A LORD, they lived lustely,

A great foole were he sikerly.

That n'old his thankes such life lede :

For this dare I saine out of drede.

That who so mighte so well fare.

For better life durst him not care.

For there n'is so good paradise,

As to have a love at his devise :

Out of that place went I tho.

And in that garden gan I go.

Playing along full merely.

The god of love full hastely

Unto him Sweet-Looking clept.

No lenger would he that she kept

His bowe of gold, that shone so bright.

He had him bent anon right.

And he full soone set an end.

And at a braide he gan it bend.

And tooke him of his arrowes five.

Full sharpe and ready for to drive.

Now God that sitteth in majeste

Fro deadly woundes he keepe me.
If so be that he had me shete.

For if I with his arrow mete.

It had me greeved sore ywis.

But I, that nothing wist of this.

Went up and downe full many a way,
And he me followed fast alway,

But no where would I reste me.
Till I had in all the garden be.

The garden was by measuring
Right even and square in compassing,
It as long was as it was large,

Of fruit had every tree his charge.

But it wei-e any hidous tree

Of whiche there were two or three.

There were, and that wote I full wele.

Of pomgranettes a full great dele.
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'I'iiiit is a fruit full well to like,

Namely to folke when they ben sike :

And trees there were great foisoii,

riiat liareii nuts in hir season,

Such as nienne niitmeggcs call,

That swote of savour been withall,

A IIJ almanJres great plentee,

l"igg''S, and many a date tree

'I'lieie weren, if nienne had nede,

Tlirough the gardin in length and brcde.

There was eke wexing many a spice,

.\s elowe, gilofre, and licorice,

i iigere, and grein de Paris,

uiell, and setewiUe of pris,

And many a spice delitable,

I'o eaten when men rise fro table.

And many homely trees there were,

Tliat peaches, coines, and apples bere,

Medlers, plummes, peeres, chesteinis,

Clierise, of whichc many one faine is,

Notes, aleis, and bolas.

That for to scene it was solas,

\Mth many high laurer and pine,

Was renged clene all that gardine.

With cipres, and with oliveris.

Of which that nigli no plenty liere is.

There were elmes great and strong,

Maples, ashe, oke, aspcs, ])lan'es long.

Fine ewe, po])ler, and lindes faire.

And other trees full many a paire.

What should I tell you more of it ?

There were so many trees yet.

That I should all encombred bee,

Ere I had reckoned every tree.

These trees were set that I devise,

One from another in assise

Five fadome or sixe, I trowe so.

But they were high and great also :

And for to kcepe out well the Sunne,
The croppes were so thicke yrunne,
And every braunch in other knitte,

And full of greene leaves sitte.

That Sunne might there none descend.
Least the tender grasses shend.

There might menne does and roes ysee,

And of squirrels full great plentee,

From bough to bough alway leping,

Connies there were also playing.

That comeu out of hir clapers
Of sundry colours and maners,
And niaden many a tourneying
Upon the freslie grasse springing.

In places saw I welles there.
In whiche there no frogges were.
And faire in shaddow was every well ;

But I ne can the number tell

Of stremis small, that by devi-;e

Mirthc had done come through condiae.
Of which the water in renning
Gan make a noise full liking.

About the brinkes of these wels.
And by the streames over all els

Sprang up the grasse, as thicke yset
And softe as any velvet.

On which men might his lemman ley.

As on a featherbed to pley,
For the earth was full soft and swete :

Through moisture of the well wete
Sprong up the sote grene gras.
As faire, as thicke, as mister was.

Rut much amended it the place.

That thcarth was of such a grace
That it of lldurcs hath ])lente,

That both in summer and winter be.

'J'here sprang the violet all new.
And frcshe pervinke rich of hew.
And floures yellow, white, and rede.
Such i)lenty grew there never in mede :

Full gay was all the ground and queint,
And poudred, as men had it peint.

With many a fresh and sun<lry Hour,
That casten up full good savour.

I well nat long hold you in fable

Of all this garden delectable,

I mote niy tongue stinten nede.
For I no may withouten drede
Naught tellen you the beautie all,

Ne halfe the bountie therewithal!.

I went on right honde and on left

About the place, it was not left

Till I had all the garden becne
In the esters that men might scene.

And thus while 1 went in my playe,
The god of love me i'ollowed aye.

Right as an hunter can abide
The beast, till he sectli his tide

To shooten at goodncsse to the deere,

Whan tliat him needcth go no neere.

And so befell, I rested mee
Besides a well under a tree.

Which tree in Fraunce men call a pine.

But sith the time of king Pepine
Ne grew there tree in mannes sight

So faire, ne so well woxe in hight.

In all that yard so high was none.

And springing in a marble stone

Had nature set, the sooth to tell,

Under that pine tree a well.

And on the border all witliout

Was written on the stone about
Letters small, that saiden thus.

Here starfe the faire Narcissus.
Narcissus was a bachelere.

That Love had caught in his daungere,
And in his nette gan him so straine.

And did him so to weepe and plaine.

That need him must his life forgo :

For a faire lady, that hight Echo,
Him loved over any creature.

And gan for him such paine endure,
That on a time she him tolde.

That if he her loven nolde,

That her behoved needes die,

Tliere lay none other remedie.
But nathelesse, for his beaute

So fierce and daungerous was he,

That he nolde graunten her asking.

For weeping, ne for faire praying.

And when she heard him werne her so.

She had in herte so grete wo,
And tooke it in so grete despite.

That she without more respite

Was dead anon : but ere she deide,

Ful pitously to God she preide.

That proude liearted Narcissus,

That was in love so daungerous.
Might on a day ben hampered so

For love, that ben so bote for wo.
That never he might to joy attaine

;

Then should he fele in very vaine
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What sorrow true lovers maken,

That ben so villainously forsaken.

Tnis prayer was but reasonable.

Therefore God held it firnie and stable :

For Narcissus shortly to tell,

By aventure came to that well

To rest him in the shaddowing

A day, when he came from hunting.

This Narcissus had sufFred paines

For renning all day in the plaines,

And was for thurst in great distresse

Of herte, and of his wearinesse.

That had his breath almost benomen.

Whan he was to that well yeomen,

That shaddowed was with braunches grene.

He thought of thilke water shene

To drinke and fresh him wele withall.

And downe on knees he gan to fall.

And forth his necke and head outstraught

To drinke of that well a draught

:

And in the water anon was sene

His nose, his mouth, his eyen shene,

And he thereof was all abashed,

His owne shaddow had him betrashed-

For well wend he the forme see

Of a cliilde of great beautee,

Well couth Love him wreke tho

Of daungere and of pride also

That Narcissus sometime him here,

He quite him well his guerdon there,

For he mused so in the well,

That shortely the sooth to tell.

He loved his owne shaddow so,

That at last he starfe for wo :

For when he saw that he his will

Might in no manner way fulfill.

And that he was so faste caught

That he him couthe comfort naught.

He lost his wit right in that place

And died within a little space.

And thus his warison he tooke

For the lady that he forsoke.

Ladies I praye ensample taketh.

Ye that ayenst your love mistaketh :

For if of hir death be you to wite,

God can full well your wile quite.

When that this letter of which I tell.

Had taught me that it was the well

Of Narcissus in his beaute,

I gan anon withdrawe me,
When it fell in my remembraunce,
That him betide such mischaunce :

But at the laste than thought I,

That scatheless, full sikerly,

I might unto the welle go.

Whereof shuU I abashen so.

Unto the welle then went I mee.
And downe I louted for to see

The clere water in the stone,

And eke the gravell, which that shone

Downe in the bottome, as silver fine :

For of the well, this is the fine,

In world is none so clere of hew,
The water is ever fresh and new
Tliat welmeth up with waves bright

The mountenaunce of two finger hight :

About it is grasse springing.

For moist so thicke and well liking,

That it ne may in winter die,

No more than m.ay the see be di'ie.

Downe at the bottome set saw I

Two christal stones ci-aftely

In thilke fresh and faire well :

But o thing soothly dare I tell,

That ye woli hold a great mervaile
Whan it is told withouten faile :

For whan the Sunne clere in sight

Cast in that well his beames bright.

And that the heat descended is,

Than taketh the christail stone ywis,

Againe the Sunne an hundred hewis.

Blew, yellow, and red, that fresh and new is ;

Yet hath the mervailous christail

Such strength, that the place over all.

Both foule and tree, and leaves greene,

And all the yerd in it is seene

:

And for to done you to understond.

To make ensample woll I fond :

Right as a mirrour openly

Sheweth all thing that stondeth thereby.

As well the colour as the figure,

Withouten any coverture :

Right so the christail stone shining,

Withouten any deceiving,

The entrees of the yerd accuseth

To him that in the water museth :

For ever in which halfe ye bee,

Ye may well halfe the garden see :

And if he turne, he may right wele

Seene the remenaunt evei-y dele :

For there is none so little thing

So hid ne closed with shytting.

That it ne is seene, as though it were
Painted in the chrystall there.

This is the mirrour perillus.

In which the proude Narcissus

Sey all his faire face bright.

That made him sith to lie upright

:

For who so looke in that mirrour.

There may nothing ben his succour

That he ne shall there see something

That shall him lede into laughing :

Full many a worthy man hath it

Yblent, for folke of greatest wit

Ben soone caught here and waited,

Withouten respite ben they baited :

Here commeth to folke of new rage,

Here chaungeth many wight courage.

Here lithe no rede ne wit thereto,

For Venus sonne, dan Cupido,

Hath sowen there of love the sede.

That helpe ne lithe there none, ne rede,

So cercleth it the well about :

His ginnes hath he set without

Right for to catch in his panters

These damosels and bachelers.

Love will none other birde catch,

Though he set either nette or latch :

And for the seed that here was sowen.

This well is cleped, as well is knowen.

The Well of Love, of very right,

Of which there hath full many wight

Spoken in bookes diver.sly :

But they shuU never so verily

Description of the well here,

Ne eke the sooth of this matere.
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As ye slmll, when I have undo
The irrat't that her belongeth to.

Alway me liked for to dwell,

To seene the chrii^tull in the well,

That shewed me full oi)enly

A thousand thingcs faste by,

But I may say in sorry houre

Stode I to looken or to poure :

For sithen I sore siked,

That niirrour hath me now entriked :

But had I first knowcn in my wit

The vertue and strcngthes of it,

I n'old not have mused there,

Me had bette ben eleswhere,

For in the snare I fell anone,

That had bitreshed many one.

In thilke mirrour saw I tho.

Among a thousand things mo,
A roser charged full of rosis.

That with an hedge about enclosis,

Tho had I suche luste and envie,

That for Paris ne for Pavie,

N'old I have left to gone and see,

There greatest heape of roses bee.

Whan I was with that rage hent.

That caught hath many a man and shent_.

Toward the roser gan I go.

And whan I was not ferre therefro.

The savour of the roses swote
Me smote right to the heart rote,

As I had all cnbaumed be :

And if I ne had endouted me
To have ben hated or assailed,

My thankes woU I not have failed

To pull a rose of all that rout

To beare in mine honde about.

And smellen to it where I went.
But ever I drede rae to repent,

And least it greved or forthought
The lord that thilke gardin wrought.
Of roses there were great wone.
So faire were never in Rone

:

Of knoppes close, some saw I there.

And some well better woxen were.
And some there been of other moison,
That drowe nigh to hir season,

And sped hem faste for to sprcd,

1 love well such roses red :

For brode roses, and open also,

Ben passed in a day or two,

But knoppes will fresh bee
Two dayes at least, or els three.

The knoppes greatly liked mee,
For fairer may there no man see :

Who so might have one of all.

It ought him been full lefe withall :

Might I garlonde of hem gerten,

For no richesse I would it letten.

Amongs the knoppes I cliese one
So faire, tliat of the reninaunt none
Ne preise I halfe so well as it,

Whan I avise in my wit.

For it so well was eulumined
With colour red, as well fined

As nature couth it make faire.

And it hath leaves well foure paire.

That Kinde hath set through his knowing
About the red roses springing,

The stalkc wiis as rishe riglit.

And thereon stood the knoppe upright,
Tiiat it ne bowed upon no side,

The swote smell sprung so wide,
That it died all the place about.
Whan I had smelled the savour swote,
No will had I fro thence yet go.

But soniedelc nere it went 1 tho
To take it, but mine hond for drede
Ne durst I to the rose bede.

For thistles sharpe of many manners.
Nettles, thornes, and hooked briers.

For muche they distourbled me,
For sore I drad to harmed be.

The god of love, with bowe bent,

That all day sot had his talent

To pui'sue and to spicn mee,
Was stonding by a figge tree.

And when he sawe how that I

Had chosen so ententifely

The bothum more unto my pey,

Than any other that I sey :

He tooke an arrow full sharpely whet,
And in his bowe when it was set.

He streight up to his eare di-ough

The strong bowe, that was so tough,

And shot at me so wonder smert,
That through mine eye luito mine hert
The takell smote, and deepe it went

:

And therewithal! such cold me hent,

That under clothes warme and soft,

Sithen that day I have chivered oft.

When I was hurte thus in stound,

I fell down plat unto tho ground.
Mine herte failed and fainted aye,

And long time in swoune I lay :

But when I came out of swouning,
And had my wit, and my feeling,

I was all mate, and wend full wele
Of blood, have lorne a full great dele,

But certes the arrow that in rae stood.

Of me ne drew no drop of blood.

For why I found my wounds all drey.

Than tooke I with mine hondes twey
The arrow, and full fast it out plight,

And in the pulling sore I sight.

So at the last the shaft of tree

I drough out, with the feathers three,

But yet the hooked head ywis.

The whiche Beauty called is,

Gan so deepe in mine herte pace.

That I it might not arace.

But in mine herte still it stood,

All bled I not a drop of blood :

I was both angnishous and trouble,

For the perill that I saw double,

I nist what to say or do,

Ne get a leach my wounds to,

For neither through gr?sse ne rote,

Ne had I helpe of hope ne bote.

But to the bothum evermo
Mine herte drew, for all my wo.

My thought was in none other thing,

For had it been in my keeping,

It would have brought my life againe,

For certes evenly, I dare well s-aine.

The sight only, and the savour,

Alegged much of my langour.
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Than gan I for to drawe race

Towai-d the bothiim faire to see,

And Love had gette him in his throwe

Another arrowe kito his bowe,

And for to shote gan him dresse,

The arrowcs name was Simplesse,

And when that love gan nigh me nere.

He di'owe it up withouten were,

And shot at me with all his might,

So that this arrow anon right

Throughout eigh as it was found,

Into mine lierte liath made a wound.

Than I anon did all my craft

For to drawen out the shaft,

And therwitliall I sighed eft,

But in mine herte the head was left,

Which aye increased my desire
;

Unto the botlium drow I nere,

And evermo that me was wo
The more desire had I to go

Unto the roser, where that grew
The fresh bothum so bright of hew.

Better me were to have letten be,

But it behoved nede me
To doen right as mine herte bad :

For ever the body must be lad

After the herte, in wele and wo,

Or force together they must go.

But never this archer would fine

To shote at me with all his pine,

And for to make me to him mete.

The third arrow he gan to shete,

Whan best his time he might espie,

The which was named Courtesie,

Into mine herte he did avale,

A swoune I fell, both dead and pale.

Long time I lay, and stirred nought,

Till I abraied out of my thought.

And faste than I avised mee
To drawe out the shaft of tree.

But ever the head was left behind

For ought I couthe pull or wind.

So sore it sticked when 1 was hit,

That by no craft 1 might it fiit.

But anguishous and full of thought,

I felt such wo, my wound aye wrought,

That summoned me alway to go

Toward the rose, that pleased me so,

But I ne durst in no manere
Because the archer was so nere.

For evermore gladly as I rede.

Brent child of fire hath much drede.

And certes yet for all my pein.

Though that I sigh, yet arrowes rein.

And ground quarells sharpe of stele,

Ne for no paine that I might fele.

Yet might I not my selfe withhold

The faire roser to behold,

For Love me yave such hardement

For to fulfill his commaundemeut,
Upon my feet I rose up than

Feeble, as a forwounded man :

And forth to gone my might I set,

And for the archer nold I let.

Toward the roser fast I drowe
But thornes sharpe, mo than ynowe
There were, and also thistles thicke.

And breres brimme for to pricke.

That I ne might get gi-ace

The rough thornes for to pace

To scene the roses fresh of hew,

I must abide, though it me rew,

The hedge about so thicke was.

That closed the roses in comj)as.

But o thing liked me right wele,

I was so nigh, I might fele

Of the bothum the swote odour,

And also see the fresh colour.

And that right greatly liked mee,
That I so nere might it see.

Such joy anon thereof had I,

That I forgat my malady,
To scene I had such delite.

Of sorrow and anger I was all quite.

And of my wounds that I had there.

For nothing liken me might more,
Than dwellen by the I'oser aye.

And thence never to passe avvaye :

But whan a while I had be thare.

The god of love, which all to share

Mine heart with his arrowes kene,

Castetli him to yeve me woundcs grene.

He shot at me full hastely

An arrow named Company,
The whiche takell is full able

To make these ladies merciable.

Than I anone gan chaungen hew
For greevaunce of my wounde new.
That I againe fell in swouning,

And sighed sore in complaining.

Sore I complained that my sore

On me gan greven more and more,

I had none hope of allegiaunce.

So nigh I drow to disperaunce,

I rought of death, ne of life.

Whether that love would me drife.

If me a martir would he make,

I might his power not forsake :

And while for anger thus I woke.

The god of love an arrow toke.

Full sharpe it was and pugnaunt.

And it was called Faire Semblaunt,

The which in no wise would consent,

That any lover him repent

To serve his love with herte and all,

For any perill that may befall.

But though this arrow was cleue ground,

As any rasour that is found.

To cut and kerve at the point.

The god of love it had annoint

With a precious oyntment,

Somedele to yeve allegement,

Upon the wonndes that he hade

Through the body in my heart made.

To helpe hir sores, and to cure.

And that they may the bette endure :

But yet this arrow, without more,

Made in mine heart a large sore.

That in full greate paine I abode.

But aye the ointment went abrode

Throughout my woundes large and wide,

It sprede about in evei-y side :

Through whose vertue and whose might.

Mine herte joyfull was and light.

I had ben dead and all to shent

But for the precious ointment :

The shaft I drow out of the arrow,

Roking for wo right wonder narrow.

But the head, which made me swiart.

Left behiude in mine heart
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I

Have many sithes beguiled me,

And tliroui,'h hir falshed hir lust atchieved,

Whereof I repent and am agreeved.

And I hem get in my daungere,

Hir falshed shall they bie full dere,

But for I love thee, I say thee plaine,

T woll of thee be more eertaine,

For thee sore I woll now binde.

That thou away ne shalt not winde,

For to denien thy covenaunt.

Or done that is not avenaunt,

That thou were false, it were great ruth,

Sith thou seemest so ful of truth."
" Sir, if thee list to understand,

I marvaile thee asking this demaund,

For why or wherefore should ye,

Hostages or borowes aske of me,

Or any other sikernesse,

Sith ye wote in sothfastnesse,

That ye me have surprised so,

And hold mine heart, taken me fro,

That it woll doe for me nothing,

But if it be a t your bidding.

Wine herte is yours, and mine right nought

As it behoveth, in deede and thought.

Ready in all to worke your will.

Whether so tourne to good or ill,

So sure it lusteth you to plese.

No man thereof may you disese.

Ye have thereon set such justise.

That it is werried in many wise.

And if ye doubt it n'old obaie.

Ye may thereof do make a kaie.

And hold it with you for hostage."
" Now certes this is none outrage,"

(Quoth Love) " and fully I accord.

For of the V)odie he is full lord

That hath the heart in his treasore.

Outrage it were to asken more."

Than of his aumener he drough,

A little key fetise inough,

Which was of gold polished clere

And sayed to me, " With this keye here,

Thine herte to me now woll I shet,

For all my jewel loke and kuet,

I binde under this little kay,

That no wight may carie away."
This key is full of great poste,

With which anone he touched me.
Under the side full softely.

That he mine herte sodainely.

Without annoy had speered.

That yet right nought it hath me deered.

When he had done his will all out.

And I had put him out of doubt,
" Sir " I sayd, " I have right great will,

Your lust and pleasure to fulfill,

Looke ye my service take at gree.

By thilke fayth ye owe to me,
I say nought for recreaundise.

For I nought doubt of your service.

" But the servaunt travaileth in vaine.

That for to serven doth his paine

Unto that lord, which in no wise,

Conne him no thanke for his service."

Love sayed, " Dismaie thee nought,

Sith thou for succour hast me sought.

In thanke thy service woll I take,

And high of degree woll thee make.

If wickednesse ne hinder thee,

But (as I hope) it shall nought bee,

To worship no wight by aventure,

May come, but he paine endure.
" Abide and suffer thy distresse,

That hurteth now, it shall be lesse.

I wote my selfe what may thee save,

W^hat medicine thou wouldest have.

And if thy truth to me thou keepe,

I shall unto thine helping eke.

To cure thy woundes and make hem clene,

Where so they be old or grene,

Thou shalt be holpen at wordes few.

For certainly thou shalt well shew.

Where that thou servest with good will,

For to accomplishen and fulfill

My commaundements day and night.

Which I to lovers yeve of right."

" Ah sir, for Goddes love" (sayd I)

" Er ye passe hence ententifely.

Your commaundements to me say.

And I shall keepe hem if I may.
For hem to keepen is all my thought

:

And if so be I wote hem nought.

Than may I unwittingly.

Wherefore I pray you entierly,

With all mine herte, me to lere,

Tliat I trespace in no manere."
The god of love then charged me

Anon, as ye shall here and see,

Word by word, by right emprise.

So as the Romaunt shall devise.

The maister leseth his time to lere.

When the disciple woll not here.

It is but vaine on him to swinke.

That on his learning woll not thinke,

Who so lust love, let him eutend.

For now the Romance beginneth to amend.

Now is good to heare in fay

If any be that can it say.

And point it as the reason is

Set for other gate ywis,

It shall nat well in all thing,

Be brought to good understanding.

For a reader that pointeth ill,

A good sentence may oft spill

:

The booke is good at the ending.

Made of newe and lustie thing :

For who so woll the ending here,

The craft of love he shall now lere.

If that he woll so long abide,

Till I this Romaunce maie unhide,

And undoe the signifiaunce

Of this dreame into Romaunce,
The soothfastnesse that now is hid.

Without coverture shall be kid.

When I undoen have this dreaming.

Wherein no worde is of leasing.

" ViLLAME at the beginning,

I woll," sayd Love, " over all thing

Thou leave, if thou wolt ne be

False, and trespace ayenst me :

I curse and blame generally

All hem that loven villanj'.

For villanie maketh villeine

And by his deeds a chorle is seine.

" These villaines arne without pitie.

Friendship, love, and all bountie.

I nill receive unto my sers'ise
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Hem that been villaines of emprise.
" Bat Hinlei'stoiid in thine entent,

That this is not mine eiitondenient,

To dope no wij;ht in no a<;cs

Ouely i;entle f(H' his linages :

But who so is vertuous,

And in his port not outrageous,

Wh Ml such one thou seest thee beforne,

Though he be not gentle borne,

Than maicst well seine this in sooth,

That he is gentle, because he doth

As longeth to a gentleman :

Of hem none other denie 1 can,

For certainly withouten drecde,

A chorle is denied by his deede,

Of hye or lowe, as ye may see.

Or of what kinred that he bee.

Ne say nought for none evill will.

Thing that is to holden still,

It is no worship to mis-saie,

Thou mayest ensample take of Kale,

Tliat was sometime for mis-sayeng,

Hated both of old and ycng :

As fcrre as Gawein the worthie,

Was praysed for his courtesie,

Kaie was hated, for he was fell,

Of word dispitous and cruell
;

Wherefore be wise and acqueintable.

Goodly of word, and reasonable :

Both to lesse and eke to mare,
And when thou commest there men are,

Locke that thou have in custome ay.

First to salve hem if tliou may :

And if it fall, that of hem somme
Salve the first, be not domme,
But quite him courtesly anone
Without abiding, ere they gone.

" For nothing eke thy tongue applie

To speake words of ribauldrie.

To villaine speech in no degree
Let never thy lippc unbounden bee :

For I nought hold him in good faith

Curteis, that foule wordes saith :

And all women serve and preise,

And to thy power hir honour reise :

And if that any mis-sayere
Despise women, that thou maist hero.

Blame him, and bid him hold him still,

And set thy might and all thy will

Women and ladies for to please.

And to doe tiling that may hem ease,

That they ever speake good of thee,

For so thou maiest best praised bee.
" Looke fro pride thou keepe thee wele,

For thou maiest both perceive and feele.

That pride is both folly and sin.

And he that pride hath him within,
Ne may his lierte in no wise,

Meken ne souplen to service :

For pride is found in everie part,

Contrarie unto Loves art

:

And he that loveth trucly.

Should him conteiue jollily.

Without pride in sundrie wise,
And him disguisen in queintise,
For queint array, without drede,
Is nothing proude, who taketh hede,
For fresh array, as men may see,
Without pride may ofte bee.

" Maintaine thy selfe after thy rent.

Of robe and eke of garment.
For many sitlie faire clothing

A man anieiideth in miieii thing.
'' And looke alway that they be shape,

(^^'llat garment that thou .shalt make)
Of him that can best do.

With all that partaineth thereto,

Pointcs and sleeves be well sittand,

Right and streight on the hand,
Of shone and bootes, new and faire,

Looke at the least you have a paire,

And that they sit so fetously,

That these rude may utterly

Marvaile, sith that they sit so plaine,

How they come on or off againe.

Wearc streighto gloves w-ith aumere
Of silke : and alway with good cherc
Thou yeve, if thou have richesse.

And if thou have nought, spend the lesse.

Alway be merry, if thou may.
But waste not thy good alwaj'

;

Have hatte of floures fresh as May,
Chapelet of roses of Whitsunday,
For such arraie ne costiieth but lite.

Thine hondes wash, thy teeth make white,

And let no filth upon thee bee,

Thy nayles blacke, if thou maiest see,

Voide it alwaie delivcrly,

And kembe thine head right jollily :

Farce not thy visage in no wise,

For that of love is nat th'emprise,

For love doth haten, as I finde,

A beautie that commeth not of Kinde :

Alway in herte I read thee,

Glad and merry for to be.

And be as joyfnll as thou can.

Love Jiath no joy of sorrowfuU man.
That evill is full of cnrtesie,

That knoweth in his maladie.

For ever of love the siekenesse

Is meint with sweete and bitternesse :

The sore of love is marvailous,

For now the lover is joyous,

Now can he plaine, now can he grone.

Now can he singen, now maken mone.
To day he plaineth for heavinesse,

To morrow- he plaineth for jolynesse :

The life of love is full contrarie.

Which stoundemele can oft varie
;

But if thou canst mirthes make.
That men in gre woll gladly take.

Doe it goodly I command thee,

For men should, w heresoever they be,

Doe thing that hem fitting is.

For thereof commeth good loos and pris.

Whereof that thou be vertuous,

Ne be nat straunge ne daimgerous :

For if that thou good rider be,

Pricke gladly that men may see
;

In annes also if thou connc.

Pursue till thou a name hast wonne :

And if thy voice be faire and clere,

Thou Shalt maken no great daungere.

Whan to sing they goodly pray.

It is thy worship for to obay :

Also to you it longeth aye.

To harpe and citterne, daunce and playe,

For if he can well foot and daunce,

It may him greatly doe avaunce,

Emong eke for thy lady sake,

q2
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Songes and complaintes that thou make,

For that meven in her hart,

Wlicn tliey readen of thy smart.

Looke that no man for scarce thee hold,

For tliat may greeve thee manifold :

Reason woU that a lover be

In liis yeftes more large and free .

Than chorles that been not of loving,

For who thereof can any thing.

He shall be lefe aie for to yeve.

In Inndes lore who so woll leve,

For he that through a sodain sight,

Or for a kissing anon right,

Yave hole his heart, in will and thought.

And to himselfe keepeth right nought.

After this swift, it is good reason.

He yeve his good in abandon.

" Now wol I shortly here reherse.

Of that I have sayd in verse,

All the sentence by and by,

In wordes fewe compendiously.

That thou the better mayest on hem thinke.

Whether so it be thou wake or winke.

For the wordes little greeve,

A man to keepe, when it is breeve.
" Who so with Love woll gone or ride

He mote be courteous, and voide of pride,

Merry and full of jollite.

And of largesse a losed be.
'' First I joyne thee here in penaunce

Tliat ever without repentaunce.

Thou set thy thought in thy loving

To last without repenting,

And thinke upon thy mirthes sweet

That shall follow after whan ye meet.
" And for thou true to love shalt be,

I will and commaunde thee,

That in one place thou set all hole

Thine herte, without halfen dole.

For trecherie and sikernesse,

For I loved never doublenesse :

To many his herte that woll depart,

Evericli shall have but little part.

But of him drede I me right nought,

That in one place setteth his thought

:

Therefoi'e in o place it set,

And let it never thence flet :

For if thou yevest it in lening,

I holde it but wretched thing :

Therefore yeve it whole and quite.

And thou shalt have the more merite.

If it be lent than after soone,

The bountie and the thankes is doone,

But in love, free yeven thing

Requireth a great guerdoning.
" Yeve it in yeft all quite fully.

And make thy gift debonairly :

For men that yeft holde more dere

That yeven is with gladsome chere.

" That gifte nought to praysen is

That man yeveth maugre his :

Whan thou hast yeven thine heart (as I

Have sayd) thee here openly.

Than adventures shull thee fall,

Which hard and heavie been withall

:

For oft when thou bethinkest thee

Of thy loving, where so thou be,

Fro folke thou must depart in hie,

That none perceive thy maladie,

But hide thine harme thou must alone,

And go forth sole, and make thy mone :

Thou shalt no while be in o state,

But whilom cold and whilom hate,

Now redde as rose, now yellow and fade,

Such sorow I trow thou never hade :

Cotidien, ne quarteine,

It is not so full of peine.

For often times it shall fall.

In love among thy paines all.

That thou thy selfe all holy,

Foryetten shalt so utterly.

That many times thou shalt bee.

Still as an image of tree,

Domme as a stone, without stirring

Of foote or lionde, without speaking.
" Than soone after all thy paine,

To memorie shalt thou come againe,

A man abashed wonder sore.

And after sighen more and more :

For wite thou wele withouten wene.

In such a state fall oft have bene.

That have the evill of love assaide,

Wher- through thou art so dismaide.

" After a thought shall take thee so.

That thy love is too feiTe the fro :

Thou shalt say, ' God, what may this be.

That I ne may my ladie see ?

Mine heart alone is to her goe.

And I abide all sole in woe.

Departed fro mine owne thought,

And with mine eien se right nought.
"

' Alas mine eyen sene I ne may,
My careful 1 herte to convay,

Mine hertes guide, but they be,

I praise nothing what ever they se :

Shull they abide than, nay,

But gone and visiten without delay

That mine heart desii-eth so

For certainly, but if they go.

" ' A foole my selfe I may well hold.

When I ne se what mine hart wold,

Wherefore I woll gone her to sene.

Or eased shall I never bene.

But I have some tokening.'
« Then goest thou forth without dwelling,

But oft thou faylest of thy desire,

Er thou mayest come her any nere.

And wastest in vaine thy passage

:

Than fallest thou in a new rage,

For want of sight thou ginnest mourne.

And homeward pensive thou dost retourne :

In gi-eat misehiefe than shalt thou bee.

For than againe shall come to thee

Sighes and plaintes with new wo.

That no itching pricketh so :

Who wote it nought, he may goe lere,

Of hem that buyen love so dere.

" Nothing thine heart appeasen may.

That oft thou wolt gone and assay.

If thou maiest seene by adventure

Thy lives joy, thine heartes cure.

So that by grace, if thou might
Attaine of her to have a sight.

Than shalt thou done none other deed,

But with that sight thine eyen feed :

That faire fresh whan thou mayst see,

Thine herte shall so ravished bee.

That never thou wouldest thy thankes lete
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No remove, for to see that swete :

The more thou scest in soothfastnesse,

Tlie more thou covctest of that sweetiiesse :

The more thine lierte brenneth in fire,

Tlie more thine herte is in desire.

For who considereth everie dele.

It njay be likened wonder wele,

Tlie paine of love unto a fere,

For evermore thou ueigliest nere,

Thought, or who so that it be.

For verie sooth I tell it thee,

Tlie hotter ever shalt thou bi-enne,

As expei'ience shall thee kenne,

Where so commest in any cost.

Who is next fire he brenneth most :

And yet forsooth for all thine lieat.

Though thou for love swelte and sweat.

No for no thing thou felen may,
Thou shalt not willen to passe away.
And though thou goe, yet must thou uedo,

Thinke all day on her faire hede,

Whome thou beheld with so good will,

And hold thy selfe beguiled ill,

That thou ne hadst ne hardiment,

To shew her ought of thine entent

;

Thine herte full sore thou wolt dispise,

And eke reprove of cowardise,

That thou so dull iu every thing.

Were domme for drede, without speaking.
" Thou shalt eke thinke thou didst folly.

That thou were her so faste by,

And durst not auntre thee to say

Some thing er thou came away.
For thou hadest no more wonne,
To speake of her whan thou begonue :

But yet if she would for thy sake.

In aiTnes goodly thee have take.

It should have be more worth to thee,

Than of ti'easour great plentee.
" Tlius shalt thou mourne and eke complaiu.

And yet encheson to gone again.

Unto thy walke, or to thy place.

Where thou beheld her fioshly face,

And never for false suspection,

Thou wouldest finde occasion,

For to gone unto her house.

So art thou than desirouse,

A sight of her for to have,

If thou thine honour mightest save,

Or any errand mightest make
Thider, for thy loves sake :

Full faine thou wouldest, but for dreede
Thou goest not, least that men take heede.
Wherefore I read in thy going.

And also in thine againe comming.
Thou be well ware that men ne wit,

Feine thee other cause than it,

To goe that way, or fast bie.

To heale well is no follie :

And if so be it happe thee.

That thou thy love there mayst see.

In siker wise thou her salewe.

Wherewith thy colour woll trajismewe,
And eke thy bloud shall all to quake.
Thy hewe eke chaungen for her sake,

But word and wit, with chore full pale
ShuU want for to tell thy tale.

And if thou mayest so ferre forth w inne.

That thou reason durst beginne.
And wouldest saine three things or mo,

Thou shalt full scarcely saine the two.
Though thou bcthinke thee never so wele,

Thou shalt foryete yet somedele.

" But if thou deale with trcchery.

For false lovers mowe all fouly

Sain what honi lust withouten dred,

They bo so double in hir falshed.

For they in herte can thinke o thing
And saine another, in liir speaking,

And when thy speech is cndod all.

Right thus to thee it shall befall:

If any word than come to niinde,

That thou to say hast left behinde.

Than thou shalt brenne in great martire.

For thou shalt brenne as any fire.

This is the strife and eke the att'raie,

And the battaile that lasteth aie

:

This bargaine end may never take,

But if that she thy peace will make.
" And whan the night is common anon,

A thousand angres shall come upon.
To bed as fast thuu wolt thee dight,

There thou shalt have but small delight,

For whan thou wenest for to sleepe,

So full of peine shalt thou creepe,

Stert in thy bed about full wide.

And turne full oft on everie side :

Now^ downc«ard groffe, and now upright.

And wallow in woe the longe night,

Thine amies shalt thou sprode abrede.

As man in warre were forwerede.

Than shalt the come a remembrauuce
Of her shape and her semblaunce,
Whereto none other may be pore.

And wete thou well without were,

That thee shall see sometime that nignt,

Tliat thou hast her, that is so bright.

Naked betweene thine armos there.

All soothfastncsse as though it were
;

Thou shalt make castles than in Spaine,

And dreame of joy, all but in vaine.

And thee delighten of right nought.

While thou so slumbrest in that thought,

That is so swcete and delitable,

The which in sooth n'is but a fable,

For it ne shall no while last
;

Than shalt thou sigh and weepe fast.

And say ' Deere God, what thing is this,

3\Iy dreame is turned all amis.

Which was full sweet and apparent

:

Bu<- now I wake it is all shent.

Now yede this merry thought away,

Twentie times upon a day
1 would this thought would come agaiue,

For it alleggeth well my paine,

It niaketh me full of joyfull thought,

It slooth me that it lasteth nought.

Ah Lord, why nill ye me succour i

The joy I trow that I langour.

The death I would me shoulde slo,

While I lye in her armes two,

Mine harme is hard withouten wene,

My great unease full oft I mene.

"
' But woulde Love do so I might

Have fully joy of her so bright.

My paine were quit me richely,

Alas too great a thing aske I :

It is but folly, and wrong wening,
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To aske so outragious a thing,

And who so asketh follily,

He mote be warned hastily,

Aud I ne wote what I may say,

I am so ferre out of the way,

For I would have full great liking,

And full great joy of lasse thing,

For would siie of her gentlenesse,

Withouten more, me ones kesse,

It were to me a great guerdon,

Release of all my passion :

But it is hard to come thereto,

All is but folly that I do,

So high I have mine herte set,

Where I may no comfort get,

I wote not where I say well or nought.

But this I wote well in my thought.

That it were bette of her alone

For to stint my woe and mone

:

A looke on her I cast goodly,

That for to have all utterly.

Of another all hole the play.

Ah Lord, where I shall bide the day
That ever she shall my ladie be.

He is full cured, that ijiay her see.

Ah God, when shall the dawning spring,

To liggen thus as an angrie thing,

I have no joy thus here to lye.

When that my love is not me bye :

A man to lyen hath great disease,

Which may not sleepe ne rest in ease,

I would it dawed, and were now day.

And that the night were went away,
For were it day, I would up rise,

Ah slowe Sunue, shew thine enprise,

Speede thee to spread thy beames bright,

And chase the darknesse of the night.

To put away the stoundes strong,

Which in me lasten all too long.'

" The night shalt thou continue so.

Without rest, in paine and wo.
If ever thou knew of love distresse,

Thou shalt mo learne in that sieknesse.

And thus enduring shalt thou lye,

And rise on morow up earlye,

Out of thy bed, and harueis thee

Er ever dawning thou raaiest see :

All privily than shalt thou gone.

What whider it be, thy selfe alone,

For raine, or haile, for snow, for slete,

Thider she dwelleth that is so swete.

The which may fall asleepe bee.

And thinketh but little upon thee.

Than shalt thou goe, full foule aferde,

Looke if the gate be unsperde,

And waite without in woe and paine,

Full evill a cold in mind and raine :

Than shalt thou goe the dore before,

If thou mayest finde any shore.

Or hole, or reft, what ever it were.

Than shalt thou stoape, and lay to eare
If they within a sleepe be,

I meane all save thy ladie free,

Whom waking if thou mayest espie,

Goe put thy selfe in jeopardie,

To aske grace, and thee bimene.
That she may wete without wene,
That thou all night no rest hast had.
So sore for her thou wei-e bestad.
" Women well ought pitie to take

Of hem that sorrowen for hir sake.

And looke for love of that relike.

That thou thinke none other like.

For whan thou hast so great annoy,

Shall kisse thee er thou goe away.

And hold that in full great deintee.

And for that no man shall thee see

Before the house, ne in the way,
Looke thou be gon againe er day.

Suche comming, and suche going.

Such heavinesse, and such walliing,

Maketh lovers withouten wene.
Under hir clothes pale and lene,

For Love leaveth colour ne clearnesse.

Who loveth trew hath no fatnesse,

Thou shalt well by thy selfe see

That thou must needs assaied bee :

For men that shape hem other way
Falsely hh* ladies to betray,

It is no wonder though they be fatte.

With false othes her loves they gatte.

For oft I see such losengeours

Fatter than abbots or priours.
" Yet with o thing I thee charge.

That is to say, that thou be large

Unto the maid, that her doth serve,

So best her thanke thou shalt deserve.

Yeve her giftes, and get her gra*"^.

For so thou may thanke purchace,

That she thee worthy hold and fret,

Thy ladie, and all that may thee see.

Also her servaunts worship aie.

And please as muche as thou male,

Great good through hem may come to thee,

Because with her they been privee :

They shall her tell how they thee fand

Curteous and wise, and well doand,

And she shall preise well thee more.
Looke out of lond thou be not fore,

And if such cause thou have, that thee

Behoveth to gone out of countree.

Leave hole thine herte in hostage.

Till thou againe make thy passage,

Thinke long to see the swete thing

That hath thine heart in her keeping.
" Now liave I told thee, in what wise

A lover shall doe me servise.

Do it than, if thou wolte have
The mede that thou after crave."

When Love all this had boden me,
I said him : " Sir, how may it be

That lovers may in such manere,
Endure the paine ye have sayd here ?

I marvaile me wonder fast.

How any man may live or last

In suche paine, and such brenning,

In sorrow and thought, and such sighing,

Aie unreleased woe to make.
Whether so it be they sleepe or wake,

In such annoy continually.

As helpe me God this marvaile I

How man, but he were made of Steele,

Might live a moneth, such pains to feele."

The God of love then sayd me,
" Friend, by the faith I ov.e to thee,

May no man have good, but he it buy :

A man loveth more tenderly

The thing that he hath bought most dere.
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For wc-te thou well without were,

III thaiike that thing is taken more,

For which a man hath suttVed sore :

Cei'tes no woe no may attainc,

Unto the sore of loves ]iaino,

None evill thereto ue may amount,

No more than a man count

The drops that of the water bee :

For drie as well the grete see

Thou mightcst, as tlie harmes tell

Of hem that with Love dwell

In service, fur paine hem sleeth.

And that eche would Hec the death

And trowe they should never escape,

Nere that hope couth liem make,
Glad as man in prison sete,

And may not gotten for to ete

But barly bread, and water pure,

And lyetli in vermin and in ordure,

With all this yet cau he live.

Good hope such comfort hath him yeve,

Which maketh wene that he shall be

Delivered and come to libertie,

In fortune is full trust,

Though he lye in straw or dust,

In hope is all his sustaining :

And so faire lovers in her wening,

Which love hath set in his prison

Good hope is her salvation :

Good hope (how sore that they smart)
Yeveth hem both will and hart

To profer her body to mart ire,

For hope so sore doth hem desire

To suffer each harme that men devise.

For joy that afterward shall arise.

" Hope in desire catch victoria,

In hope of love is all the glorie.

For hope is all that love may yeve,

Nere hope, there should no lenger live.

Blessed be hope, which with desire,

Avaunceth lovers in such manire.

Good hope is curteis for to please.

To keepe lovers fnun all disease.

Hope keei)eth his lond, and woll abide,

For any perill that may betide,

For hope to lovers, as moat cliiefe,

Doth hem endure all mischiefe,

Hope is hir helpe whan mistere is.

And I shall yeve thee eke ywis.

Three other thinges, that great sollace

Doth to hem that be in my lace.

" The firste good that may be found.

To hem that in my lace be bound.
Is swete thought, for to record

Thing wherewith thou canst accord
Best in thine herte, where she be.

Thinking in absence is good to thee.

Whan any lover doth complaine,

And liveth in distresse and in paine

Than swete thought shall come as blive.

Away his anger for to drive.

It maketh lovers to have remembraunce
Of comfort, and of high plesaunce,

That hope hath bight him for to winne.

For thought auone than shall beginne,

As farre God wote as he can finde,

To make a mirrour of his rainde,

For to behold he woll not let.

Her person he shall afore him set,

Hor laughing eyen persaunt and clere.

Her shape, her form, her goodly chore.

Her mouth that is so gracious.

So swete, and eke so savourous.

Of all her feytei-s he shall take heed.

His eyen witli all her limmes feed.

" Thus swete thinking shall as»vage

The paine of lovers, and hir rage.

Thy joy s'hall douljle without gesse

Whan thou thinkest on her scemeliuesse.

Or of her laughing, or of her ehere
That to thee made thy lady dere.

This comfort woll I that thou take.

And if the next thou wolt forsake

Which is not lesse saverous.

Thou shouldest not ben too daungerous.

" The second shall be swete speche,

Tliat hath to many one be leelie,

To bring hem out of woe and were.

And helpe many a bachelere,

And many a ladie sent succour.

That have loved paramour.
Through speaking, whan they might heare,

Of hir lovers to hen\ so deare :

To me it voideth all hir smart,

The which is closed in hir hart.

In heart it maketh hem glad and light,

Speech, whan they mowe have sight.

And thci-efoi'e now it commeth to mind,

In olde dawes as I find,

That clerkes written that her knew,
There was a ladie fresh of liew.

Which of her love made a song,

On him for to remember among.
In which she sayd, ' Whan that I heare

Speaken of him that is so deare.

To me it voideth all smart,

Ywis he sitteth so nere mine hart,

To speake of him at eve or morrow.
It cureth me of all my sorrow,

To me is none so high pleasauuce

As of his person daliaunce :'

She wist full well that sweet speaking

Comforteth in full nuiche thing.

Her love she had full well assaide.

Of him she was full well apaide.

To speake of him her joy was set.

Therefore I read thee that thou get

A fellow that can well counsele,

And keepe thy counsaiie, and welhele

To whom goe shew wholly thine hart

Both wele and woe, joy and smart

:

To get comfort to him thou go,

And prively between you two.

Ye shall speake of that goodly thing.

That hath thine heart in her keeping,

Of her beaute .and her semblaunee.

And of her goodly countenaunce.

Of all thy state, thou shalt him say.

And aske him counsaiie how thou may,

Do any thing that may her please,

For it to thee shall doe great ease.

That he may wete thou trust him so.

Both of thy wele and of thy wo.

And if his heart to love be sette,

His companie is much the bette.

For reason woll he shew to thee

All utterly his privite.

And what she is he loveth so
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To thee plainly he shall undo,

Without drede of any shame,

Both tell her renome and her name.

Than shall he furtlier farre and nere.

And namely to thy ladie dere

In siker wise, ye every other.

Shall helpen as his owue brother,

In trouthe without doubleiiesse.

And keepen close in sikernesse :

For it is noble thing in fay,

To have a man thou darste say

Thy privie counsaile everie dele,

For that woU comfort thee right wele,

And thou shalt hold thee well apaide,

When such a friend thou hast assaide.

" The thirde good of gi-eat comfort

That yeveth to lovers most disport,

Commeth of sight and beholduig,

That cleped is swete looking,

The whiche may thee none ease do,

Whan thou art ferre thy ladie fro.

Wherefore thou prese alway to be

In place, where thou mayest her see :

For it is thing most amerous
Most delectable and saverous,

For to asswage a mannes sorrow

To seen his ladie by the morrow.
For it is a full noble thing

Whan thine eyen have meeting,

V/ith that relike precious.

Whereof they be so desirous.

But all day after sooth it is.

They have no drede to faren amis,

They dreden neither winde ne raine,

Ne none other manner paine :

For when thine eyen were thus in blisse.

Yet of her courtesie ywisse

Alone they cannot have hir joy.

But to the herte they convoy
Part of hir blisse, to him thou send,

Of all this harme to make an end.
'' The eye is a good messenger.

Which can to the heart in such manner
Tidinges sends, that hath sene

To voide him of his paines clone :

Whereof the heart rejoyseth so

That a great partie of his wo
Is voided, and put away to flight.

Right as the darkenesse of the night

Is chased with clereuesse of the moone.
Right so is all his woe full soone

Devoided cleane, whan that the sight

Beholden may that fresh wight

That the herte desireth so.

That all his darknesse is ago.

For than the herte is all at ease.

Whan they seen that may hem please.

" Now have I declared thee all out.

Of that thou were in dread and dout.

For I have told thee faithfully.

What thee may curen utterly,

And all lovers that woU be
FaithfuU, and full of stabilite.

Good hope alway keepe by thy side.

And sweet thought make eke abide.

Sweet looking and sweet speche.

Of all thiue harmes they shall be ieche.

Of everie thou shalt have great pleasaunce,

If thou canst bide in sufl'eraimce,

And serve well without femtise.

Thou shalt be quite of thine emprise

With more guerdoun, if that thou live,

But all this time this I thee yeve."

The god of love, whan all the day
Had taught me, as ye have heard say,

And enformed compendously.

He vanished away all sodainly.

And I alone left all sole.

So full of complaint and of dole.

For I saw no man there me by.

My woundes me gi-eeved wondersly,

Me for to curen nothing I knewe,

Save the bothum bright of hewe.

Whereon was sette hooly my thought.

Of other comfort knew I nought.

But it were through the God of Love,

I knew nat else to my behove

That might me ease or comfort gette.

But if he would him entermette.

The roser was withouten dout

Closed with an hedge without.

As ye toforne have heard me saine,

And fast I besied, and would faiue

Have passed the hale, if I might

Have getten in by any sleight

Unto the bothum so fau-e to see.

But ever I dradde blamed to bee,

If men would have suspectioa

That I would of entention

Have stole the roses that there were.

Therefore to enter I was in fere.

But at the last, as I bethought

Whether I should passe or nought,

I sawe come with a glad chere

To me, a lusty bacbelere.

Of good stature and of good height.

And BiALACOiL forsooth he height :

Sonne he was to Curtesie,

And he me graunted full gladly,

The passage of the utter hay.

And sayd :
'' Sir, how that you may

Passe, if your will bee

The freshe roser for to see :

And ye the swete savour fele.

Your warrans may right wele.

So thou thee kee\)e fro folly,

Shall no man doe thee villany,

If I may helpe you in ought,

I shall not faine, dredeth nought.

For I am bound to your servise.

Fully devoid of feintise."

Than unto Bialacoil sayd I,

" I thanke you sir full hartely.

And your behest take at gree.

That ye so goodly profer mee.

To you it commeth of great fraunchise,

That ye me profer your servise."

Than after full deliverly.

Through the breres anon went I,

Whereof encombred was the haie,

I was well pleased, the soth to sale.

To se the bothum faire and swote,

So freshe sprong out of the rote.

And Bialacoil me served wele.

Whan I so nigh me might fele

Of the bothum the sweet odour.

And so lusty hewed of colour

:
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Both agaiue reson and right,

I woU no more m thee affie,

That couimest so sHghtly for t'espie :

For it pi-ooveth wonder wele,

Thy sleiglit and treason everie dele."

I durst no moi'e make there abode,

For tlio chorle he was so wode,

So gan he threat and menace,
And through the hale he did rae chace,

For feare of him I trembled and quoke.

So chorlishly his head he shoke.

And sayd, if eft he might me take,

I should not from his hands scape.

Than Bialacoil is fled and mate,

And I all soole disconsolate,

Was left alone in paine and thought,

Fro shame to death I was nigh brought.

Than thought I on my high folly.

How that my bodie utterly.

Was yeve to paine and to martire,

And thereto had I so great ire,

That I ue durst the haies passe.

There was no hope, tliere was no grace,

I trow never man wist of paine,

But he were laced in Love's chaine,

Ne no man, and sooth it is.

But if he love, what anger is.

Love holdeth his hest to me right wele.

Whan paine (he sayd) I should fele.

No herte may thinke, no tongue saine,

A quarter of my woe and paiue,

I might not with the anger last.

Mine heart in pomt was for to brast,

Wlian I thought on the rose, tliat so.

Was through Daunger cast me fro,

A long while stoode I in that state,

Till that me sawe so madde and mate,

The ladie of the high ward,

Which from her tower looked thiderward.

Reason, men clepe that lady,

Which from her tower deliverly,

Come downe to me without more.
But she was neither young, ne hore,

Ne high ne low, ne fat ne leane.

But best, as it were in a meane :

Her eyen two were clere and light

As any candle that brenneth bright.

And on her head she had a crouiie.

Her seemed well an high persoune :

For round environ her crounet

Was full of riche stones fret.

Her goodly semblaunt by devise,

I trow was made iu Paradise,

For nature liad never such a grace,

To forge a worke of such compace :

For certain, but if the letter lye,

God him selfe, that is so hye.

Made her after his image,

And yafe her sith such avantage.

That she hath might and seignory

To keepe men from all folly.

Who so woU trowe her lore,

Ne may offenden nevermore.
And while I stoode this darke and pale.

Reason began to me her tale.

She saied : " Alhaile my swete frend,

FoHy and childhood woll thee shend,
Which thee have put in great affray.

Thou hast bought dere time of May,
That made thine herte merrie to be •

In evill time thou wentest to see

The gardin, whereof Idlenesse

Bare the key and was maistresse

Wlian thou yedest in the daunce
With her, and had acquaintaunce :

Her acquaintance is perillou.s,

First soft, and after noyous.

She hath thee trashed without wene.
The god of love had thee not sene,

Ne had Idlenesse thee convaid

In the verge where Mirth him pleid,

If Folly have surprised thee.

Do so that it recovered be,

And be well ware to take no more
Counsaile, that greeveth after sore :

He is wise, that woll himselfe chastise.

" And though a young man in any wise

Trespasse among, and do folly,

Let him nat tarie, but hastely

Let him amend what so be mis.

And eke I counsaile thee ywis,

The god of love hooly foryet.

That hath thee in such paine set.

And thee in herte tormeuteth so,

I cannot seen how thou maist go
Other waies thee to garisoun,

For Daunger, that is so feloun,

Felly purposeth thee to werrey,

Which is full cruell the sooth to sey.

" And yet of Daunger cometh no blame.

In reward of my daughter Shame,
Which hath the roses iu her ward.

As she that may be no musard,
And Wicked Tongue is with these two,

That suft'reth no man thider go.

For er a thing be do he shall,

Where that he corameth over all.

In fortie places, if it be sought.

Sale thing that never was done ne wrought,

So much treason is in his male,

Of falsenesse for to faine a tale :

Thou dealest with angrie foike ywis.

Wherefore to thee better is.

From these folke away to fare.

For they woll make thee live in care ;

This is the evill that iove they call.

Wherein there is but folly all.

For love is folly everie dele
;

Who loveth, in no wise may do wele,

Ne set his thought on no good werke,

His schoole he leseth, if he be a cleike,

Or other craft eke, if that he be,

He shall not thrive therein, for he

In love shall have more passioun.

Than monke, hermite, or chanoun :

This paine is hard out of measure.

The joy may eke no while endure,

And in the possession.

Is much tribulation.

The joye it is so short lasting,

And but in hap is the getting ;

For I see there many in travaile.

That at last foule faile,

I was nothing thy counsailer,

Whan thou were made the homager
Of god of love too hastely :

Where was no wisedome but folly.

Thine herte was jolly, but not sage.

Whan thou were brought in such a rage,
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To yelde thee so rcailyly.

And to Love of his great niaistrie.

*• I REDE thee Love away to drive,

That maiieth the rocche not of thy live,

The folly more fro day to day

Shall growe, but thou it put away
;

Take with tiiy teeth the bridle fast,

To daunt thy herte, and elce the cast

If that thou mayest, to get the defence

For to redresse thy tii-st offence.

Who so his lierte alway woU leve,

Shall tinde among that shall him greve."

Whan I heard her thus me chastise, •

1 answeard in full angrie wise,

I prayed her cesse of her speacli.

Either to chastise me or teach,

To bidde me my thought refrein,

Which Love hath caught in his demein :

" What wene ye Love well consent,

(That me assaieth with bowe benti

To draw mine herte out of his lionn,

Which is so quickly in his bond 1

That ye counsaile, may never bee,

For whan he first arested mee,
He tooke mine herte so sore him till.

That it is nothing at my will.

He tought it so him for to obey,

That he it sparred with a key.

I pray you let me be all still.

For ye may well, if that ye will.

Your wordes wast in idlenesse,

For utterly withouten gesse,

All that ye sain is but in vaine.

Me were lever die iu the paine.

Than Love to me ward should arette,

Falshed or treason on me sette,

I woll me get pris or blame,
And love true to save my name,
Who that me chasti.seth, I him hate."
With that word. Reason went her gate,

Whan she saw for no sermoning
She might me fro my folly bring.

Than dismayed I left all soole,

Forwearie, forwandred as a foole.

For I ne knew ne cherisaunce.

Than fell into my remembx-auuce,
How Love bad mc to purvey
A fellow, to whome I might sey
My counsaile and my privite.

For that shuld much availe me.
With that bethought I me, that I

Had a fellowe faste by.
True and siker, courteous, and hend.
And he called was by name a frend,
A truer fellowe was no where none,
In hast to him I went anoue.
And to him all my woe I told,

Fro him right nought I would withhold,
I told him all without were.
And made my complaint on Daungere,
How for to see he was hidous,
And to me ward contrarious,
The whiche through his cruelte.

Was in point to have meimed me,
With Bialacoil whan he me sey
Within the gardin walke and pley.
Pro me he made him for to goe.
And I be left alone in woe :

I dorst no longer with him speake,

For Daunger sayd he would be wreake,
N\'han that he sawc how I went.
The freshe bothum for to hent,
If I were hardie to come nere,

Betweene the haie and the rosere.

This frend when he wist of my thought.
He discomforted me right nought,
But saied, " Fellow, be nat so niadde,
Ne so abashed nor bestadde.
My selfe I know full well Daungere,
And how he is fierce of cliere.

At ])rimc temps. Love to manace,
Full oft I have beene in his case

;

A felon first though that he be.

After thou shalt him souple see ;

Of long passed I knew him wele.

Ungodly first though men him fele,

lie woll meeke after in his bcring
Been, for service and obeissing :

I shall thee tell what thou shalt do :

Meekely I rede thou go him to,

Of herte pray him specially

Of thy trespace to have mercy.
And bote him well here to please,

That thou shalt never more him displease

:

Who can best serve of flattery,

Shall please Daunger utterly."

My friend hath saied to me so wele.

That he me eased hath somedele,
And eke allegged of my tournient.

For through him had I hardemeut
Againe to Daunger for to go.

To preve if I might meeke him so.

To Daunger came I all ashamed.
The which aforne me had blamed.

Desiring for to pease uiy wo,

But over hedge durst 1 not go.

For he forbode me the passage :

1 found him cruell in his I'age,

And in his hond a great bourdoun,
To him I kneeled low adoun,
Full meeke of port, and simple of chere,

And saied, " Su", I am comen here

Onely to aske of you mercy.
It greeveth me full greatly

That ever my life I wrathed you.

But for to amend I am come now,
With all my might, both loud and still.

To doen right at your owne will.

For Love made me for to do
That I have trespassed hiderto.

Fro whom I ne may withdraw mine herte.

Yet shall I never for joy ne smart
(What so befall good or ill)

Offende more againe your will.

Lever I have endure disease.

Than do that should you displease.

" I YOU require, and pray that ye

Of me have niei-cy and pite.

To stint your ire that greveth so.

That I woll sweare for evermo
To be redressed at your liking

If I trespace in any thing,

Save that (I pray thee) graunt me
A thing, that may nat warned be.

That I may love all onely,

None other thing of you aske I

:
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This lady brought in her right hond
Of brenning fire a biasing brond,

Whereof the flame and bote fire

Hath many a lady in desire

Of love brought, and sore hette,

And in her service her herte is sette.

This lady was of good entayle,

Right wonderfull of apparaile,

By her attire so bright and shene,

Men might perceive well and sene,

She was not of religioun :

Nor I nill make nientioun

Nor of robe, nor of treasour,

Of broche, neither of her rich attour,

Ne of her girdle about her side.

For that I n'ill not long abide,

But knovveth well, that certainly

She was arraied richely ;

Devoid of pride certaine she was.

To Bialacoil she went apaas,

And to him shoi-tely in a clause

She said : " Sir, what is the cause

Ye ben of port so daungerous

Unto this lover, and dainous,

To graunt him nothing but a kisse ?

To warne it him ye done amisse,

Sith well ye wot, how that hee

Is Loves servaunt, as ye may see.

And hath beautie, wherthrough he is

Worthy of love to have the blis :

How he is seemely behold and see,

How he is faii-e, how he is free,

How he is swote and debonaire,

Of age young, lusty, and faire,

There is no lady so hautaine,

Duchesse, countesse, ue chastelaine,

That I nolde hold her ungodly,

For to refuse him utterly.

" Ilis breath is also good and swete.

And eke his lips roddy and mete,

Onely to plaine, and to kiss,

Graunt him a kisse of gentleness.

" His teeth arn also white and clene.

Me thinketh wrong withouten wene.

If ye now warne him, trusteth me,
To graunt that a kisse have he.

The lasse ye lielpe him that ye haste,

And the more time shall ye waste."

Whan the flame of the very brond

That Venus brought in her right hond,

Had Bialacoil with his hete smete,

Anone he bad me withouten lete,

Gi'aunt to me the rose kisse,

Than of my paine I gan to iisse.

And to the rose anon went I,

And kissed it full faithfully :

There need no man aske if I was blith,

Whan th.e savour soft and lith

Stroke to mine herte without more,

And me allegged of my sore.

So was I full of joy and blisse.

It is faire such a floure to kisse.

It was so swote and saverous,

I might not be so anguishous.

That I mote glad and jolly be,

Whan that I remembre me.
Yet ever among soothly to saine,

I suff'er noie and muche paine.

TiiE see may uever be so still,

That with a little wind at will

Overwhelme and tourne also,

As it were wood in wawes go.

After the calme the trouble soone

Mote follow, and chaunge as the Moone.
Right so fareth Love, that selde in one

Holdeth his anker, for right anone

Whan they in ease wene best to live.

They ben with tempest all fordrive :

Who serveth Love, can tell of wo.

The stoundmele joy mote overgo.

Now he hurteth, and now he cureth.

For selde in o point Love endureth.

Now is it right me to proceed.

How Shame gan meddle and take heed.

Through whom fell angers I have hade,

A nd how the strong wall was made.
And the castle of brede and length,

That god of love wan with his strength :

All this romance will I set,

And for no thing ne will I let.

So that it liking to her be,

That is the floure of beaute,

For she may best my labour quite.

That I for lier love shall endite.

Wicked Tongue, that the covine

Of every lover can devine

Worst, and addeth more somdele
(For wicked tongue saith never wele)

To me ward bare he right great hate,

Espying me early and late.

Till he hath seene the great chere

Of Bialacoil and me yfere :

He might not his tongue withstonde

Worse to reporte than he fonde.

He was so full of cursed rage

;

It sat him wele of his linage.

For him an irons woman bare ;

His tongue was filed sharpe and square,

Poignaunt and right kerving,

And wonder bitter in speaking ;

For whan that he me gan espy,

He swore (affirming sikerly)

Betweene BialacoU and me
Was evill acquaintaunce and prive :

He spake thereof so folilie,

That he awaked Jelousie,

Which all afraied in his rising,

When that he heard jangling,

He ran anon as he were wood
To Bialacoil there that he stood.

Which had lever in this caas

Have ben at Reines or Amias,

For fote bote in his fellonie,

To him thus said Jelousie :

" Why hast thou ben so negligent.

To keepen, whan I was absent,

This verger here left in thy ward ?

To me thou haddest no regard.

To trust (to thy confusion)

Him thus, to whom suspection

I have right great, for it is nede,

It is well shewed by the dede.

Great fault in thee now have I found.

By God anon thou shalt be bound.

And faste locken in a toui-e.

Without refuite or succoure.

" For Shame too long hath be thee fro,

Oversoone she was ago,
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Wban thou hast lost both drede and fere.

It seemed well she was not here,

She was busie in no wise,

To kcejie thee and chastise,

And for to helpcn Chastite

To keepe the roser, as thiidveth me,
For tlien this boy knave so boldly,

Ne should not have be hardy
In this verge had such game.
Which now me turueth to great slianic."

BiALACOiL nist what to say,

Full faine he would have Hed away,

For feare have hid, nere that he

All suddainly tooke liim with nie :

And whan I saw he had so.

This Jelousie take us two,

I was astonied, and knew no redo,

But fled away for very drede.

Then Shame came forth full simply,

She wende have trespaced full greatly,

Humble of her port, and made it simple.

Wearing a vaile in stede of wimple.

As nonnes done in hir abbey :

Because her herte was in affray,

She gau to speake within a tlirow

To Jelousie, right wonder low.

First of his grace she besought,

And said : " Sir, ne leveth nought
Wicked Tongue, that false espie.

Which is so glad to faine ai-d lie.

He hath you made, through flattering.

On Bialacoil a false leasing :

His falsenesse is not now anew.
It is too long that he him knew :

This is not the first dale.

For Wicked Tongue hath custome aic,

Younge folkes to bewrie.

And false lesings on hem lie.

•' Yet neverthelesse I see among,
That the soigne it is so long

Of Bialacoil, hertes to lure.

In Loves service for to endure,
Drawing suche folke him to.

That he had nothing w;th to do.

But in soothnesse I trowe nought,
That Bialacoil had ever in thought
To do trespace or villanie.

But for his mother Curtesie

Hath taught him ever to be
Good of acquaintaunce and prive.

For he loveth none heavinesse.

But mirth and play, and all gladnesse
;

He hateth all trechous,

Soleine folke and envious :

For ye weten how that he
WoU ever glad and joyfull be
Honestly with folke to play

:

I have be negligent in good fay
To chastise him, therefore now I

Of herte I crie you here mercy,
That I have ben so i-echeles

To tamen him withouten lees.

Of my folly I me repent.

Now woll I hole set mine entent
To keepe both low and still

Bialacoil to do your will."

" Shame, Shame '" (said Jelousy)
" To be bitrashed great drede have I.

" Lecherie hath ciorrbe so hie

That almost bleared is mine eie,

No wonder is, if that drede have I,

Over all reignoth Lechery,
Whose miL;ht groweth night and day,

Both in cloyster and in abbay,
Chastitie is werried over all,

Therefore I woll with siker wall

Close both roses and rosere,

I have too long in this manere
Loft hem unclosed wilfully :

Wherefore I am right inwardly
Sorrowfull, and rei)ent me,
But now they shall no lenger he
Unclosed, and yet I drede sore,

I shall repent ferthermore,

For the game goetli all amis,

Counsaile I must new ywis,

I have too long trusted thee,

But now it shall rio lenger bee :

For he may best in every cost

Deceive that men trusten most :

I see well that I am nigh shent.

But if I set my full entent
Remedye to purvay :

Wherefore close I shall the way
From hem that woll the rose espie.

And come to wait me villanie,

For in good faith and in trouth

I woll not let for no slouth

To live the more in sikernesse.

Do make anon a fortresse.

Than close the roses of good savour ;

In middes shall I make a tour

To put Bialacoil in prison.

For ever I drede me of ti'cason
;

I trow 1 shall him keepe so,

That he shall have no might t-o go
About to make compagnie
To hem that thinke of villanie,

Ne to no such as hath ben here
Aforne, and found in him good chere.

Which han assailed him to shend.

And with hir trowandise to blend,

A foole is eith to beguile.

But may I live a little wliile,

He shall forthinke his faire semblaunt "

And with that word came Dredk avaunt,

Which was abashed, and in great fere.

Whan he wist Jelousie was there.

He was for drede in such aff'ray,

That not a worde durst he say.

But quaking stood full still alone

(Till Jelousie his way was gone)

Save Shame, that him not forsoke.

Both Drede and she full sore quoke.

That at last Drede abraide.

And to his cousin Shame saide.

" Shame" (he said) " in soothfastnesse.

To me it is great lieavinesse.

That the noise so ferre is go.

And the slaunder of us two :

But sithe that it is befall.

We may it not agaiuc call.

When once sprung is a fame :

For many a yeare withouten blame
We have ben, and many a day,

For many an April and many a May
We han passed, not ashamed,
Till Jelousie hath us blamed
Of mistmst and suspection
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Causclesse, without encheson :

Go we to Daunger hastely,

And let us shew him openly.

That he hath not aright wrought,

Whan that he set not his thought

To keepe better the purprise
;

In his doing he is not wise.

He hath to us do great wrong,

That hath suffred now so long

Bialacoil to have his will

All his lustes to fulfill :

He must amend it utterly,

Or els shall he villauously

Exiled be out of this lond :

For he the warre may not withstond

Of Jelousie, nor the greefe,

Sith Bialacoil is at mischeefe."

To Daunger, Shame and Drede anon

The right way ben gon :

The chorle they founde hem aforne

Ligging under an hawthorne.

Under his head no pillow was,

But in the stede a trusse of gras :

He slombred, and a nappe he toke.

Till Shame pitously him shoke.

And great manace on him gan make.
" Why sleepest thou when thou should wake''

(Quod Shaiiie) " thou dost us villanie,

Who trusteth thee, he doth follie,

To keepe roses or bothums
When they be faire in hir seasons

:

Thou art woxe too familiere

Where thou should be straunge of chere,

Stout of thy port, ready to greve :

Thou doest great folly for to leve

Bialacoil here in to call

The yonger man to shenden us all :

Though that thou sleepe, we may here,

Of Jelousie great noise here,

Art thou now late, rise up and hye.

And stop soone and deUverlye

All the gaps of the hay
;

Do no favour I thee pray :

It falleth nothing to thy name,

To make fair semblant, were thou mayst blame

" If Bialacoil be sweet and free.

Dogged and fell thou shuldest bee,

Froward and outragious ywis,

A chorle chaungeth that curteis is :

This have I heard oft in saying,

That man may for no daunting

Make a sparhauke of a bosarde :

All men hold thee for musarde,

That debonaire have founden thee.

It sitteth thee nought curteis to bee.

To do men pleasaunce or servise,

In thee it is recreaundise :

Let thy werkes ferre and nere

Be like thy narae, which is Daungere."
Then all abashed in shewing,

Anon spake Drede, right thus saying,

And said, " Daunger, I drede me.
That thou ne wolt besie be

To keepe that thou hast to keepe.

When thou shuldest wake, thou art asleepe :

Thou shalt be greeved certainely,

If thee aspie Jelousy,

Or if he flnde thee in blame.

He hath to day assailed Shame,

And chased away with great manace
Bialacoil out of this place.

And sweareth shortly that he shall

Enclose him in a sturdy wall
;

And all is for thy vvickednesse.

For that thee faileth straungenesse ;

Thine herte I trow be failed all
;

Thou shalt repent in speciall.

If Jelousie the soothe knew,

Thou shalt forthinke, and sore rew."

With that the chorle his clubbe gan shake,

Frouning his eyen gan to make.

And hidous chere, as man in rage.

For ire he brent in his visage :

Whan that he lieard him blamed so,

He said, " Out of my witte I go,

To be discomfite I have great wrong,

Certes, I have now lived too long,

Sith I may not this closer keepe,

All quicke I would be dolven deeps.

If any man shall more repaire

Into this garden for foule or faire.

Mine herte for ire gothe afere.

That I let any entre here,

I have doe folly now I see,

But now it shall amended be,

Who setteth foot here any more,

Truly he shall repent it sore.

For no man more into this place

Of me to enter shall have grace,

Lever I had with swerdes twaine.

Throughout mine herte, in every vaine

Perced to be, with many a wound.

Than slouth should in me be found :

From henceforth by night or day,

I shall defend it if i may
Withouten any exception

Of cache manner condition,

And if I it any man graunt,

Holdeth me for recreaunt."

Then Daunger on his feet gan stond,

And hent a burden in his hond.

Wroth in his ire ne left he nought.

But through the verger he hath sought,

If he might find hole or trace.

Where through that me mote forth by pace,

Or any gappe, he did it close,

That no man might touch a rose

Of the roser all about.

He shetteth every man without.

Thus day by day Daunger is wers.

More wonderfuU and more divers.

And feller eke than ever he was,

For him full oft I sing alas.

For I ne may nought through his ire

Recover that I most desire ;

Mine herte alas woU brest atwo,

For Bialacoil 1 wrathed so :

For certainly in every member
I quake, when I me remember
Of the bothum, which I would

Full oft a day scene and behold,

And when I thinke upon the kisse.

And how muche joy and blisse,

I had through the savour swete.

For want of it I grone and grete :

Me thinketh I fele yet in my nose
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The swete savour of the rose,

And now I wote tluit I mote go

So ferre the frcsli Hourcs fro,

To nie full welcome were the death,

Absence thereof (alas) me sleelli,

For whylome with tliis rose, alas,

I touched nose, mouth, and face,

But now the death I must aliide
;

But Love consent another tide,

That ones I touch may and kisse,

I trow my paine shall never lisse
;

Thereon is all my covetisc.

Which brent my heart in many wise.

Now shall rcpaire againe sighing,

Long watch on nights, and no sleeping,

Thought in wishing, turnient, and wo,

With many a turning to and fro,

That halfe my painc I cannot tell.

For 1 am fallen into Ilell,

From paradise and wealth, the more
My turnient greveth more and more,
Aanoyeth now the bitternesse,

That I toforne have felt sweetncsse.

And Wicked Tongue, through his falshede,

Causeth all my wo and drede,

On me he lieth a pitous charge,

Because his tongue was too large.

Now it is time shortly that I

Tell you something of Jelousie,

That was in great suspeetion :

About him left he no mason.
That stone could lay, ne querrour.
He hired hem to make a tour :

And first the roses for to keepe.

About hem made he a ditch deepe,

Right wonder large, and also brode,
Upon the whiche also stode

Of squared stone a sturdy wall.

Which on a cragge was founded all,

And riglit great thicknesse eke it bare,
About it was founded square
An hundred fadonie on every side.

It was all liche long and wide.

Least any time it were assailed.

Full well about it was battailed,

And round environ eke were set

Full many a rich and faire tournet.

At evei-y corner of tliis wall

Was set a tour full principall,

And everiche had without fable

A portcullise defensable

To keepe off enemies, and to greve.
That there liir force would preve.
And eke amidde this jiurprise

Was made a tour of great maistrise,

A fairer saugh no man with sight,

Large and wide, and of great miglit,

They dradde none assaut.
Of ginne, gonne, nor skaffaut,

The temprure of the mortere
Was made of liquor wonder dere.
Of quicke lime persaunt and egre.
The which was tempred with vinegre.
The stone was hard of adamaunt.

Whereof they made the foundeniaunt.
The toure was round made in compas.
In all this world no richer was,
Ne better ordained therewithall.
About the tour was made a wall,
So that betwixt that and the tour.

Roses were set of sweet savour,

With many roses tliat they here.

And eke within the castle were
Si)ringol<ls, gonnes, bowes, and archers,

And eke about at corners

Men seine over the wall stond

Great engines, who were nere bond,
And in the kernels here and there.

Of arblasters great plentie were.
None armour might hir stnjke withstond,
It were folly to prease to bond

;

Without the diclie were listes made.
With wall battailed large and brade.

For men and hoi-se should not attaiue

Too nigh the diche over the plainc.

Thus Jelousie hath environ

Sette about his garnison

With walles round, and diche deepe,
Oncly the roser for to keepe,

And Daunger early and late

The keyes kept of the utter gate,

The whicli opened toward the east,

And he had with him at least

Thirtie servants echone by name.
That other gate kept Shame,

Which opened, as it was couth.

Toward the parte of the south,

Sergeaunts assigned were her to

Full many, her will for to do.

Than Dredc had in her baillie

The keeping of the constablerie,

Toward the north I understond,

That opened upon the left bond.

The which for nothing may bo sure.

But if slie doe busie cure

Early on moiTow and also late,

Strongly to shctte and barre the gate :

Of every thing that she may see,

Drede is aferde, where so she bee.

For with a puffe of little wind,

Di'ede is astonied in Iter mind.
Therefore for stealing of the rose,

I rede her nat the yate unclose,

A foules flight would make her flee,

And eke a shaddow if she it see.

Than Wicked Tongue full of envie.

With souldiours of Normandie,
As he that causeth all debate,

Was keeper of the fourth gate,

And also to the tother three.

He went full ofte for to see.

When his lotte was to walke a night,

His instrumentes would he dight,

For to blowc and make sounc,

Ofter than he hath enchesoune,

And walken oft upon the wall,

Corners and wickettes over all,

Full narrow searchen and espie ;

Though he nought fond, yet would he lie

Discordaunt ever fro armonie,

And dissoned from melodic,

Controve he would, and foule faile.

With hornepipes of Cornewaile.

In floytes made he discordaunce.

And in his musickc with mischaunce.

He would seine with riotes newe,

That he fond no woman trew,

Ne that he saw never in his life,

Unto her husbond a trew wife :
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Ne none so full of honeste,

That she nill laugh and merry be,

Whan that she lieaieth or may espie

A man speaken of lecherie.

Everiche of hem hath some vice,

One is dishonest, another is nice.

If one be full of villanie,

Another with a lieorous eie,

If one be full of wantonnesse.

Another is a chideresse.

Thus Wicked tong, God yeve him shame.

Can put hem evericlione in blame,

Without desert and causelesse,

He lieth, though they ben guiltlesse ;

I have pity to seene the sorrow,

That waketh both even and morrow,

To innocents doth such grevaunce,

I pray God yeve him evill chaunce,

That he ever so busie is,

Of any v/oman to seine amis.

Eke Jelousie God confound,

Tiiat hatii made a toure so round,

And made about a garison,

To sette Bialacoil in prison.

The which is shette there in the tour,

Full long to holde there sojour,

There for live in pennaunce,

And for to do him more grevaunce.

Which hath ordained Jelousie,

An olde vecke for to spie

The manner of his governaunce.

The which devill in her enfaunce

Had learned of Loves art,

And of his plays tooke her part,

She was expert in his servise.

She knew each wrenehe and every gise

Of love, and every wile.

It was hard her to beguile.

Of Bialacoil she tooke aye hede.

That ever he liveth in wo and drede,

He kept him coy and eke privee,

Least in him she hadde see

Any folly countenance.

For she knew all the old daunce.

And after this, whan Jelousie

Had Bialacoil in his baillie,

And shette him up that was so free.

For sure of him he would bee.

He trusteth sore in his castell,

The strong werke him liketh well,

He dradde nat that no glotons

Should steale his roses or bothoms.

The roses weren assured all

Defenced with the strong wall.

Now Jelousie full well may be

Of drede devoid in liberte,

Whether that he sleepe or wake.

For of his roses may none be take.

But I (alas) now mourne shall,

Because I was without the wall.

Full muche dole and mone I made.
Who had wist what wo I hade,

I trow he would have had pite.

Love too deai-e had solde me
The good that of his love had I,

I went about it all queintly.

But now through doubling of my paine

I see he woU it sell againe.

And me a new bargaine lere.

The which all out the more is dere.

For the soUace that I have lorne.

Than I had it never aforne ;

Certaine I am full like indeed

To him that cast in earth his seed.

And hath joy of the new springing.

Whan it greeneth in the ginning,

And is also faire and fresh of flour,

Lustie to seene, swote of odour.

But ere he it in his sheves shere.

May fall a weather that shall it dere.

And make it to fade and fall.

The stalke, the greine, and floures all,

That to the tiller is fordone,

The hope that he had too soone :

I drede certaine that so fare I,

For hope and travaile sikerly

Ben me beraft all with a storme,

The floure nill seden of my corne,

For Love hath so avaunced me,
When I began my privite.

To Bialacoil all for to tell.

Whom I ne found froward ne fell.

But tooke agree all whole my play ;

But Love is of so hard assay.

That all at ones he reved me.
Whan I weeut best aboven to have be.

It is of Love, as of Fortune,

That chaungeth oft, and nill contune,

Which whylome woU of folke smile,

And glombe on hem another wliile,

Now friend, now foe, shalt her feele,

For a twinckling tourneth her wheele.

She can writhe her head away.

This is the concourse of her play,

She can areise that doetli mourne.

And whirle adoune, and overtourne

Who sitteth highest, but as her lust,

A foole is he that woll her trust.

For it is I that am come doun
Through charge and revolutioun,

Sith Bialacoil mote fro me twin,

Shette in her prison yonde within.

His absence at mine herte I fele,

For all my joy and all mine hele

Was in him and in the rose,

That but you will, which him doeth close,

Open, that I may him see,

Love woll not that I cured bee

Of the paines that I endure,

Nor of my cruell aveuture.

Ah, Bialacoil mine owne dere.

Though thou be now a prisonere,

Keepe at least thine herte to me.

And suffer nat that it daunted be,

Ne let not Jealousie in his rage,

Putten thine heart in no servage.

Although he chastice thee without,

And make thy bodie unto him lout.

Have herte as hard as Diamauut,

Stedfast, and naught pliaunt

:

In prison though thy bodie bee

At large keepe thine herte free,

A true herte will not plie

For no manace that it may drie.

If Jelousie doeth thee paine,

Qjiite him his wile thus agaitle,

To venge thee at least in thought,

If other way thou maiest nought,
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And in this wise siibtelly

Worch, and winne tlie maistrie.

But yet I am in great afirav,

Least thou doe nat as I say,

I drede tliou canst me great maugre,
That thou eniprisoned art for nie,

But that nat for my trespas.

For through me never discovered was
Yet thing that ouglit be secre :

Well more annoie is in me,
Than is in thee of this mischaunce,
For I endure more hard penaunce
Than any can saine or thinke,

Tiiat for tlie sorrow almost 1 sinke,

Whan I remember me of my wo,

Full ni^h out of ray witte I go.

Inward mine herte I feele blede,

For comfortlesse the death I drede,

Owe I nat well to have distresse.

Whan false, through hir wickedncsse.
And traitours, that arn envious.

To noien me be so coragious.

Ah, Bialacoil full well I see.

That they hem shape to deceive thee,

To make thee buxom to hir law,

And with hir corde thee to draw
Where so hem lust, right at hir will,

I drede they have thee brought theretill :

Without comfort, the thought me sleeth,

This game would bring me to my death.
For if your good will I lese,

I mote be dead, I may not chese,

And if that thou foryete me.
Mine herte shall never in liking be,

Nor elswhere find sollace.

If I be put out of your grace,

As it shall never ben I hope,
Than should I fall in wanhope.

Alas, in wanhope, nay parde,
For I woU never dispaired be ;

If Hope me faile, than am I

Ungracious and unworthy ;

In Hope I woU comforted be.

For Love, when he betaught her me,
Saied, that Hope where so I go,

Should aye be relees to my wo.
But what and she my bales bete.

And be to me curteis and swete ?

She is in nothing full certaine.

Lovers she put in full great paine.
And maketh hem with wo to dele,

Her faire beheste deceiveth fele.

For she woU behote sikerly,

And fallen after utterly.

Ah, that is a full noyous thing,
For many a lover in loving
Hangeth upon her, and trusteth fast.

Which lese hir travaile at the last.

Of thing to eommen she wot right nought,
Therefore if it be wisely sought,
tter counsaile follie is to take,
For many times, when she woll make
A full good sillogisme, I drede.
That afterward there shall indede
Follow an evill conclusion.
This put me in confusion.
For many times I have it scene.
That many have beguiled beene,
For trust that they have set in hope,
Which fell hem afterward a slope.

But natlu'lesse yet gladly she would.
That he that woll him with her hold,

Had all times her purpose clere,

Without deceit any where,
That she desireth sikerlv

;

Whan 1 her blamed, I d'id folly
;

But what availeth her good will.

Whan she ne maj- staunch my stound ill,

That helpeth little that she may do,

Or take behest unto my wo :

And heste certaine in no wise.

Without yfete is not to preise.

When heste and deed asunder vary.
They doen a great contrary

;

Thus am I posted up and doun
With dole, thought, and confusioun.

Of my desease there is no number,
Daunger and Shame me encumber,
Drede also, and Jelousic,

And Wicked Tongue full of envie,

Of which the sharpe and cruell ire

Full oft me put in great mattirc
;

They have my joie fully let,

Sith Bialacoil they have beshet
Fro me in prison wickedly,

Whom I love so entierly,

That it woll my bane bee.

But I the sooner may him see.

And yet moreover worst of all,

There is set to keepe, foule her befall,

A rimpk'd veckc ferre ronne in rage,

Frouning and yellow in her visage,

Which in await lieth day and night,

That none of him may have a sight.

Now mote my sorrow enforced be.

Full sooth it is, that Love yafe me
Three wonder yeftes of his grace,

Which I have lorne, now in this place,

Sith they ne male without drede
Helpen but little, who taketh hede :

For her availeth no Sweet Thought,
And Sweet Speech helpeth right nought,

The third was called Sweet Looking,

That now is lorne without lesing.

Yeftes were faire, but nat for thy

They helpe me but simply.

But Bialacoil loosed bee

To gone at large and to be free.

For him my life lieth all in dout.

But if he come the rather out.

Alas, I trow it woll nat beene.

For how should I evermore him scene ?

He may nat out, and that is wrong.
Because the toure is so strong,

How should he out, or by whose prowesse

Of so strong a fortere.sse ?

By me certaine it nill be do,

God wote I have no wit thereto.

But well I wote I was in I'age,

When I to Love did homage ;

Who was the cause (in soothfastnesse)

But her selfe dame Idlencsse ?

Which me conveide through faire praiere

To enter into that faire vergere :

She was to blame me to leve.

The which now doeth me sore greve,

A fooles word is nought to 'trow,

Ne worth an apple for to low.

Men should hem snibbe bitterly,
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At prime temps of his folly '•
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And I abode bound in ballaunce,

Lo there a uoble cognisauuce."

KAISOUX.

" But I woll tliat thou Icnow him now
Ginning and iMid, sithe that thou

Art so anguishous and mate,

Disfigured out of astate,

There may no wreche have more of wo,

Ne caitife none endureu so,

It were to every man sitting,

Of his lord have knowledging :

For if thou knew liini out of dout.

Lightly thou shouldest scapen out

Of thy prison that marreth thee."

l'amaunt.

" Yea dame sith my lord is hee,

And 1 his man made with mine hond,

I would right fiiinc understond

To knowe of what kind he be,

If any would euforme me."

"I would" (saied Reason) "thee lere,

Sith thou to learne hast such desire,

And shewe thee withouten fable

A thing that is not demonstrable
;

Thou shalt withouten science.

And know withouten experience

The thing that may not knowen bee,

Ne wist ne sheweth in no degree.

Thou maiest the sooth of it not witten,

Though in thee it were written.

Thou slialt not knowe thereof more.

While thou art ruled by his lore.

But unto him that love woll flie.

The knotte may unlosed be.

Which hath to thee, as it is found.

So long to knitte and not unbound,
Now set well thine entention,

To heare of love the description.

" Love it is an hatefull pees,

A free acquitaunce without relees.

And through the fret full of falshede,

A sikernesse all set in drede.

In herte is a despairing hope.
And full of hope it is wanhope,
Wise woodnesse, and void reasoun,

A swete perill in to droun.
An heavie burthen light to beare,

A wicked wawe away to weare.
It is Carybdis perillous,

Disagreeable and gracious,

It is discordaunce that can accord,
And accordaunce to discord.

It is conning without science,

Wisedome without sapience,

Witte without disci'etiou,

Havoire without possession
;

It is like heale and hole siekencsse,

A trust drowned and dronkennesse,
And health full of maladie,
And charitie full of envie,

And anger full of aboundaunce,
And a greedie suffisaunce,

Delight right full of heavinesse,
Axid dreried full of gladnesse,

Bitter sweetnesse and sweet errour,
Right evill savoured good savour,
Sin that ])ardon hath within,

And pardon sjjotted without sin,

A paine also it is joyous,

And fellonic right pitous,

Also play that selde is stable.

And stedfast right movable,
A strength weiked to stond upriglit,

And feel)lenesse full of might,
Witte unavised, sage follie,

And joy full of tourmentrie,
A laughter it is weeping aie.

Rest that travaileth night and dale,

Also a sweete Hell it is,

And a sorrowful 1 Paradis,

A pleasaunt gaile and easie prisoun.
And full of I'roste summer seasoun,
Prime temps full of frostes white.

And May devoid of all delite,

With seer braunclies, blossoms ungrene,
And new fruit filled with winter tene.

It is a slowe may nat forbeare,

Ragges ribaned with gold to weare.
For also well woll love be sette

Under ragges as rich rochette.

And eke as well by amorettes
In mourning blackc, as bright burnettes.

For none is of so mokell prise,

Ne no man founden so wise,

Ne none so high of parage,
Ne no man found of witte so sage.

No man so bardie ne so wight,

Ne no man of so mokell might.
None so fulfilled of bounte,
That he with love may daunted be ;

All the worlde holdeth this way.
Love niaketh all to gone misway.
But it be they of evill life.

Whom genius cursed man and wife,

That wrongly werke againe nature,

None such 1 love, ne have no cure
Of such as loves servaunts beene.
And woll nat by my counsaile fieene.

For I ne preise that loving,

Wherthrough man at the last ending
Shall call hem wretches full of wo,
Love greveth hem and shendeth so

;

But if thou wolt well love eschew,
For to escape out of his mew.
And make all whole the sorrow to slake,

No better counsaile maiest thou take.

Than thinke to fieen well ywis.

May nought heipe els : for wite thou this.

If thou fiye it, it shall flye thee.

Follow it, and followen shall it thee."

l'amaunt.

When I had heard Reason sain,

Whiclie had spilt her speech in vain :

" Dame " (sayd I) " I dare well say

Of this avaunt me well I may
That from your schoole so deviaunt

I am, that never the more avaunt

Right nought am I through your doctrine,

I dull under your discipline,

I wote no more than wist ever

To me so contrarie and so fer

Is everie thing that ye me lere.

And yet I can it all by parcuere :
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Mine herte foryeteth thereof right nought,

It is so writeii in my thought,

And deepe graven it is so tender

That all by herte I can it render,

And rede it over communely,
But to ray selfe lewdest am I.

" But sith ye love discriven so

And lacke and preise it bothe two
Defineth it into this letter,

That I may thinke on it the better :

For I heard never defined here,

And wilfully I would it lere."

" If love he searched well and sought

It is a sickenesse of the thought

Annexed and knedde betwixt tweine.

With male and female with o cheine,

So freely that bindeth, yet they n'ill twinne,

Wheder so thereof they lese or winne :

The roote springeth through hot brenuing
Into disordinate desiring,

For to kissen and embrace,
And at hir lust them to solace,

Of other thing love reteheth nought
But setteth liir herte and all hir thought,

More for delectatioun

Than any procreatioun

Of other fruit by engendrure :

Which love, to God is not pleasure,

For of hir body fruit to get

They yeve no force, they are so set

Upon delight to play in fere.

And some have also this manere,
To fainen hem for love seke,

Such love I preise not at a leke.

For paramours they doe but faine.

To love truely they disdaine,

They falsen ladies traitorously,

And swerne hem othes utterly.

With many a leasing, and many a fable.

And all the finden deceivable.
" And when they han hir lust gotten

The hote ernes they all foryetten ;

Women the harme buyen full sore :

But men thus thinken evermore,
The lasse harme is, so mote I thee,

Deceive them, than deceived be.

And namely where they ne may
Finde none other meane way :

For I wote well in soothfastnesse.

That who doeth now his busiuesse

With any woman for to dele.

For any lust that he may fele,

But if it be for engendrure,
He doth trespasse 1 you ensure :

For he should setten all his will

To getten a likely thing him till,

And to sustaine, if he might,
And keepe forth by Kindes right

His owne likenesse and semblable :

For because all is corrumpable
And faile should succession
Ne were there generation.
Our sectes sterne for to save.

Whan father or mother arn in grave,
Her children should, whan they been dead,
Full diligent been in hir stead

To use that worke on such a wise.

That one may through another rise.

Therefore set Kinde therein delight.

For men therein should hem delight.

And of that deede be not erke.

But ofte sithes haunt that werke :

For none would draw thereof a draught
Ne were delight, which hath liem caught,
This had subtill dame Nature :

For none goeth right I thee ensure
Ne hath entent hoole ne perfite,

For hir desire is for delite,

The which fortened crease and eke
The play of love, for oft seeke
And thrall hem selfe they be so nice

Unto the prince of everie vice :

For of each sinne it is the roote

Uillefull lust, though it be soote.

And of all evill the racine,

As Tullius can determine.
Which in his time was full sage.

In a booke he made of age.

Where that more he praiseth Elde
Though he be crooked and uuwelde,
And more of commendatioun,
Than youth in his discriptiouu :

For youth set bothe man and wife

In all pcrill of soule and life,

And perill is, but men have grace.

The perill of youth for to pace.

Without any death or distresse,

It is so full of wildnesse,

So oft it doeth shame and domage
To him or to his linage,

It leadeth man, now up now doua
In mokell dissolutioun.

And maketh him love evill companie,

And lead his life disrulilie.

And halt him payd with none estate

Within himselfe in such debate,

He chaungeth purpose and entent,

And yalte into some covent,

To liven after hir emprise,

And leeseth freedome and fi-aunchise,

That nature in him had set.

The which againe he may not get.

If he there make his mansion,
For to abide profession.

Though for a time his herte absent

It may not faile, he shall repent.

And eke abide thilke day.

To leave his abite, and gone his way,

And leaseth his worship and his name.
And dare not come againe for shame,
But all his life he doth so mourne.
Because he dare not home retourne,

Freedome of kinde so lost hath he
That never may recured be,

But that if God him graunt grace

That he may, er he hence pace,

Conteine under obedience

Through the vertue of patience.

For youth set man in all follie,

In unthrift and in ribaudrie,

In lecherie, and in outrage.

So oft it chaungeth of courage.

Youth ginneth oft suche bargaine,

That may not ende without paine.

In great perill is set youthhede
Delight so doeth his bridell lede,

Delight this hangeth, drede thee nought.
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Both inannes bodie and his thought,

Oiiely through youthes chanihere,

That to dofii evill is custoiiuTe,

And of naui^ht else taiieth hede,

But onely Iblkes for to lede

Into disport and wildencsse,

So is froward from sadiiesse,

But elde drawcth hem thei-efro,

Who wote it not, he may well go,

And mo of them, that now arn old,

That whilom youth had in hold.

Which yet remembreth of tender age

How it him brouicht in many a rage.

And many a follie therein wTought

:

But now that elde hath him through sought

They repent hem of hir follie,

That youth hem put in jeopardie.

In perill and in muche woe,

And made hem oft amisse to doe.

And sewen evill companie
Riot and advoutrie.

" But elde gan againe restraine

From such follie, and refraine

And set men by her ordinaunce.

In good rule and goveriiaunce.

But evil she spendeth her servise.

For no man woll her love, neither preiso,

She is hated, this wote I wele.

Her acquaintance would no man fele,

Ne han of elde companie.

Men hate to be of her alie.

For no man would becommen old,

Ne die, when he is young and bold,

And elde marvailctli right greatly.

When they remember hem inwardly

Of many a perillous emprise
Which that they wrought in sundry wise,

However they might without blame
Escape awaie without shame.
In youth without domage
Or reprefe of her linage,

Losse of member, shedding of blood,

Perill of death, or losse of good.

Wost thou nat where youth abit.

That men so preisen in hir wit 1

With Delight she halt sojonr,

For both they dwellen in o tour.

As long as youth is in season.

They dwellen in one mansion :

Delight, of youth woll have servise

To doe what so he woll devise.

And youth is readie evermore
For to obey, for smert or sore,

Unto Delight, and him o yeve
Her servise, while that she may live.

" Where elde abitte, I woll thee tell

Shortly, and no while dwell,

For thider behoveth thee to go
If death in youth thee not slo :

Of this journey thou mayst not faile,

With her Labour and Travaile,

Lodged been with Sorrow and Wo,
That never out of her court go :

Paine and Distresse, Siekenesse, and Ire,

And jMelancholly that angrie sire,

Ben of her paleis senatours,

Groning and grutching, her herbegeours,
The day and night her to tourment
With crueli death they her present,

And tellen her erlich and late

That Death stondeth armed at her gate :

Than bring they to her remembraunce
The folly deedes of her enfaunce.

Which causcn her to mourne in wo
That youth hath her beguiled so

Which sodainly away is hasted,

She weepcd the time that she hath wasted.

Complaining of the preteritte,

And the jiresent, that nat abitte.

And of her olde vanitee

That but aforne her she may see,

In the future some succour.

To leggen her of her dolour

To graunt her time of repcntaunce,

For her sinnes to doe penaunce,

And at the last so her governe

To winne the joy that is eterne,

Fro which goe backeward youth he made
In vanitie to drowne and wade.

For present time abideth nought.

It is more swift than any thought,

So little while it doth endure
That there n'is compte ne measure.

" But how that ever the game go

Who list to love joy and mirth also

Of love, be it he or she.

Hie or lowe who it be,

In fruite they should hem delite,

Hir part they may not else quite,

To save hem selfe in honeste.

And yet full many one I see

Of women, soothly for to saine.

That desire and would faine

The play of love, they be so wilde

And not covet to go with childe:

And if with childe they be perchaunce.

They woll it hold a great mischaunce.

But whatsoever woe they fele.

They woll not plaine, but concele.

But if it be any foole or nice.

In whome that shame hath no justice.

For to delight each one they draw.

That haunt this workc both hie and law.

Save such that arn worth right nought.

That for money woll be bought.

Such love I preise in no wise,

WHian it is given for covetise
;

I praise no woman, though .she be wood

That yeveth her selfe for any good

For little should a manne tell

Of her, that will her bodie sell,

Be she maide, be she wife.

That quicke woll sell her by her life.

How faire chere that ever she make,

He is a wretch I undertake

That loved such one, for swecte or soure,

Though she him called her paramoure.

And laugheth ou him, and maketh him feast,

For certainly no suche beast

To be loved is not worthie

Or beare the name of Druerie,

None should her please, but lie wer wood,

That woll dispoile him of his good :

Yet nathelesse I woll not say

That she for solace and for play.

May a Jewell or other thing

Take of her loves free yeving

:

But that she aske it in no wise,

For drede of shame or covetise.
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And she of hers may him certaine

Without slaiinder yeven againe.

And joyne hir hearts togither so

In love, and take and yeve also.

Trow not that 1 woll hem twinne,

When in hir iove there is no sinne,

I 'voli that they together go.

And doric all that they han ado,

As curtes should and debonaire,

And in hir love beren hem faire,

Without vice, both he and she,

So that alway in honeste,

Fro folly Love to keepe liem clere

Tliat brenneth hertes with his fere.

And that hir love in any wise,

Be devoide of covetise.

Good love should engendred be
Of true herte, just, and secree,

Aud not of such as set hir thought
To have hir lust, and else nought

:

So are they caught in Loves lace,

Truly for bodily solace.

Fleshly delighte is so present

With thee, that set all thine entent,

Without more, what should I glose,

For to get and have the rose,

Which maketh thee so mate and wood
That thou desirest none other good

;

But thou art not an inch the nerre.

But ever abidest in sorrow and werre,
As in thy face it is seene.

It maketh thee both pale and leene,

Thy might, thy vertue goeth away :

A sorry guest (in good fay)

Thou harbourest in thine inne
The god of love whan thou let inne :

Wherefore I read thou shette him out,

Or he shall greve thee out of dout.

For to thy profite it woll tourne.

If lie no more with thee sojourne.

In great mischiefe and sorrow sonken,
Ben hertes, that of love arn di-onken,

As thou peraventure knowen shall.

When tliou hast lost the time all,

And spent thy thought in idlenesse,

In waste, and wofull lustinesse :

If thou maiest live the time to see

Of love for to delivered bee.

Thy time thou shalt beweepe sore

The which never tliou mayest restore

:

For time lost, as men may see.

For nothing may recovered bee,

And if thou scape, yet at last.

Fro Love that hath thee so fast

Knitte and boundeu in his lace,

Cei'taine I hold it but a gi-ace.

For many one as it is seine

Have lost, and spent also in veine
In his servise without succour
Bodie and soule, good, and treasour,
Wit, and strength, and eke richesse,

Of which they had never redresse."

l'amant.

Thus taught and preached hath Reason,
But Love spilte her sermon,
That was so imped in my thought,
That her doctrine I set at nought.
And yet ne sayd she never a dele,

That I ue understood it wele,

Word by word the matter all,

But unto Love I was so thrall,

Wliicii calleth over all his praie,

He chaseth so my thought aie.

And holdeth mine herte under his sele,

As trustie and true as any stele :

So that no devotion

Ne had I in the sermon
Of dame Reason, ne of her rede

I tooke no sojour in mine hede.

For all yede out at one ere

That in that other she did lere.

Fully on me slie lost her lore

Her speech me greeved wouder sore.

That unto her for ire I said

For anger, as I did abraid :

" Dame, and is it your will algate,

That I not love, but that I hate
All men, as ye me teach.

For if I doe after your speach,

Sith that you seine love is not good,

Than must I nedes say with mood
If I it leve, in hatred aie

Liven, and voide love awaie,

From me a sinfull wretch,

Hated of all that tetch,

I may not go none other gate,

For either must I love or hate,

And if I hate men of new.
More than love it woll me rew.
As by your preching seemeth mee,
For love nothing ne praiseth thee :

Ye yeve good counsaile sikerly

That precheth me all day, that I

Should not loves lore alowe.

He were a foole woulde you not trowe ?

In speech also ye ban me taught,

Another love that knowne is naught
Which I have heard you not repreve,

To love each other by your lev-e,

If ye would diflfine it mee,
I would gladly here to see,

At the least if I may lere

Of sundrie loves the manere."

" Certes friend, a foole art thou
Whan that thou nothing wilt allow

That I for thy profite say :

Yet woll I say thee more in fay.

For I am readie at the leest.

To accomplish thy request.

But I not where it woll availe,

In vaine peraventure I shall travaile :

Love there is in sundrie wise.

As I shall thee here devise.
" For some love lefull is and good,

I meane not that which maketh thee wood,
And bringeth thee in many a fitte,

And ravibheth fro thee all thy witte,

It is so marvailous and queint.

With such love be no more aquaint.

COMMENT RAISON DIFFIMST AMITIE.

" LovE of friendship also there is

Which maketh no man done amis,
Of will knitte betwixt two.

That woll not breake for wele ne wo.
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She is enlumined againe as fast,

Through the brightnesse of the sun beames

That yeveth to her againe her leames :

That love is right of such nature,

Now is faire, and now obscure.

Now bright, now clipsy of nianere,

And wiiilom dimme, and vvhih)m clere,

Assoone as poverte ginneth take.

With niantell and weedes blake

Hideth of love the light away,

That into night it tourneth day,

It may not see richesse shine,

Till the blacke shadowes fine.

For whan richesse shineth bright

Love recovereth ayen his light,

And whan it faileth, he woll flit,

And as she greeveth, so greeveth it.

" Of this love heare what I sale :

The riche men are loved aie.

And namely tho that sparand beene,

That woll not wash hir hertes cleene

Of the filth, nor of the vice

Of greedy brenning avarice.

" The rich man full fond is ywis,

That weneth that he loved is.

If that his herte it understood.

It is not he, it is his good,

He may well weten in his thought,

His good is loved, and he right nought

:

For if he be a niggard eke,

Men would not set by him a leke,

But haten him, this is the sooth,

Lo what profile his cattell dooth.

Of every man that may him see,

It getteth him nought but enmitee :

But he amend himselfe of that vice,

And know himselfe, he is not wise.

" Certes he should aye friendly be,

To get him love also been free.

Or else he is not wise ne sage

No more than is a gote ramage.

That he not loveth, his deede proveth.

Whan he his richesse so well loveth,

Tnat he woll hide it aie and spare,

His poore friends seene forfare

To keepen aie his purpose

Till for drede his eyen close.

And till a wicked death him take

Him had lever asunder shake.

And let all his linimes asunder rive.

Than leave his richesse in his live ;

He thinketh to part it with no man,
Certaine no love is in him than :

How should love with him be,

Whan in his herte is no pite ?

That he trespasseth well I wate.

For each man knoweth his estate.

For well him ought to be reproved

That loveth nought, ne is not loved.

" But sith we arn to Fortune comen.
And hath our sermon of her nomen,
A wonder will I tell thee now.
Thou hardest never such one I trow ;

I n'ot where thou me leven shall.

Though soothfastnesse it be all,

As it is written, and is sooth

That unto men more profite dooth

The froward Fortune and contralre.

Than the swote and debonaire :

And if they thinke it is doutable.

It is through argument provable.

For the debonaire and soft

Falseth and beguileth oft.

For lich a mother she can cherish

And milken as doth a norice,

And of her good to him deles

And yeveth him part of her jeweles,

With great riches and dignitie,

And hem she hoteth stabilitie,

In state that is not stable.

But changing aie and variable.

And feedeth him with glorie value.

And worldly blisse none certaine.

Whan she him setteth on her whele.

Than wene they to be right wele,

And ia so stable state withall

That never they wene for to fall,

And when they set so high to be.

They wene to have in certaiute

Of heartly friendes to great numbre,
That nothing might hir state encombre,

They trust hem so on everie side,

Wening with hem they would abide,

In everie perill and mischaunce
Without chaunge or variaunce.

Both of cattell and of good,

And also for to spend hir blood,

And all hir memJaers for to spill

Onely to fulfill hir will,

They maken it whole in many wise

And hoten hem hir full servise

How sore that it doe hem smert,

Into hir very naked shert,

Herte and also hole they yeve.

For the time that they may live,

So that with hir flatterie.

They maken fooles glorifie

Of hir wordes speaking.

And han chere of a rejoysing.

And trow them as the Evangile,

And it is all falshede and gile.

As they shall afterward see.

Whan they arn full in poverte.

And ben of good and cattell bare.

Than should they seene who friendes ware,

For of an hundred certainly.

Nor of a thousand full scarcely,

Ne shall they finde unnethes one,

Whan povertie is commen upon.
" For thus Fortune that I of tell.

With men whan her lust to dwell,

Maketh hem to lese hir conisaunce.

And nourisheth hem in ignoraunce.
" But froward Fortune and perverse,

When high estates she doth reverse.

And maketh hem to tumble doune

Off" her whele with sodaine tourne,

And from her richesse doth hem flie.

And plungeth hem in povertie.

As a stepmother envious.

And layeth a plaister dolorous.

Unto hir hertes wounded egre.

Which is not tempered with vinegre,

But with povertie and indigence,

For to shew by experience.

That she is Fortune verilie

In whome no man should affie,

Nor in her yeftes have fiaunce.

She is so full of variaunce.
" Thus can she maken hye and lowe,
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Hin\self it avaikth not a mite :

For oft good predicatioim

Conirueth of evil eiUeiitiouii

:

Ti) him not vaileth his preaching

Al! helpe he other with his teaching,

For where tiiey good example take,

There is he with vaine glory shake.
" Rut let us leaven these preaehoui-s,

And speake of hem which in hir tours

Heape up hir gould, and fast shet,

And sore thereon their herte set :

They neither love God ne drede,

They keepe more than it is nede,

And in hir bagges sore it bind

Out of the sunne, and of the wind :

They put up more than need ware,

Wlian they seen poore folke forfare,

For hunger die, and for cold quake
;

God can wel vengeance therof take
;

The great mischiefes hem assaiUth,

And thus in gadering aye travaiieth ;

With nniche paine they winne riehesse.

And drede licm holdeth in distresse,

To keepe that they gather fast,

With sorrow they leave it at the last :

With sorrow they both die and live,

That unto riehesse her hertes yeve.

And in defaute of love it is,

As it shewcth full well ywis :

For if these greedy, the sooth to saine,

Loveden, and were loved againe,

And good love raigned over all.

Such wickednesse ne should fall.

But he slionld yeve, that most good had
To hem that weren in nccde bcstad.

And live without false usure,

For charitie, full cicane and pure :

If they hem yeve to goodnesse
Defending hem from idlenesse.

In all this world than poore none
We should finde, I trow not one :

But chaunged is this world unstable,

For love is over all vendable.
" We see tliat no man loveth now

But for wiiming and for prow.
And love is thralled in servage
Whan it is sold for advantage

;

Yet women woll hir bodies sell :

Such soules goeth to the Divell of Hell."

When Love had told hem his entent.

The baronage to counsaile went.
In many sentenci s they fill,

And diversly they said hir will :

But after discord they accorded,
And hir accord to Love recorded :

*' Sir,"sayden they, "we been at one,

By even accord of everichone,
Outtake Riehesse all oncly
That sworne hath full hauteinly,
That she the castle n'ill not assaile,

Ne smite a stroke in this battaile.

With dart, ne mace, speare, ne knife,

For man that speaketh and beareth the life,

And blameth your emprise ywis.
And from our host departed is,

At least waie, as in this plite.

So hath she this man in dispite :

For she sayth he ne loved her never.

And therefore slie woll hate him ever
;

For he woll gather no treasore.

He hath her wrathe for evermore
;

He agilte her never in other caas,

Lo here all hooly his trcspas.

Slie sayeth well, that this other day
He asked her leave to gone the way
That is cleped too much yeving.

And spake full faire in his praying :

But whan he prayed her, poore was he,
Thei-efore she warned him the entre,

Ne yet is he not thriven so

That he hatli getten a pennie or two,
That ([uictly is his owne in hold :

Thus hath Ricliesse us all told,

And whan Riehesse us this recorded,
Withouten her we been accorded.

" And we finde in our accordaunce.
That False Semblaunt and Abstinaunce,
With all the folkc of hir battaile

Simll at the hinder gate assaile.

That Wicked Tongue hath in keeping.

With his Normans full of jangling.

And with hem Courtesie and Largesse,
That shull shew hir hardynesse,
To the old wife that kept so hard
Fairo Wclcoinming within her ward :

Than shall Deliglit and Well Hellng
Fond Shame adoune to bring,

Willi all Iier host early and late.

They shull assayleu that ilke gate.

Against Drede shall Hardynesse
Assaile, and also Sikei-nesse,

With all the folke of hir leading

That never wist what wast slaying.

" Fradxciiise shall fight and eke Pite,

With Daunger full of eruelte,

Thus is your host ordained wele
;

Downe shall the castle every dele.

If everiche doc his entent.

So that Venus be present.

Your mother full of vesselage

That can inough of such usage
;

Withouten her may no wight speed
This worke, neither for word ne deed :

Therefore is good yc for her send.

For through her may this worke amend.'

" LoRDiNGES, my mother, the gooddes.

That is my ladie, and my mistres,

N'is nat all at my willing,

Ne dotli all my desiring.

Yet can she sometime doen labour.

Whan that her lust, in my succour.

As my neede is for to atchieve :

But now I thinke her not to grieve,

My mother is she, and of childhede

I both worship her, and eke drede.

For wlio that dredeth sire ne dame.
Shall it abie in bodie or name.
And nathclesse, yet can we
Send after her if need be.

And were she nigh, she commen would,

I trow that nothing might Iier hold.

" My mother is of great prowesse.

She hath tane many a forteresse.

That cost hath many a pound er this.

There I nas not present ywis.

And yet men sayd it was my deede.
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But I come never in that steede,

Ne me ne liketh so mote I thee,

Tliat such towei's been take with mee,

For why ? Me thinketh that in no wise,

It may be cleped but marchaundise.

Go buy a courser blacke or white,

Aud pay therefore, tlian art thou quite.

The marcliaunt oweth thee right nought,

Ne thou him whan thou it bought.

I woU Hot seUing clepe yeving

For selling asketh no guerdoning.

Here lithe no thanke, ne no merite,

That one goeth from that other all quite,

But this selling is not semblable :

" For when his horse is in the stable

He may it sell againe parde.

And winnen on it, such happe may be.

All may the manne not lese ywis.

For at the least the skinne is his.

" Or else, if it so betide

That he woll keepe his horse to ride,

Yet is he lord aie of his horse :

But thilke chaffare is well worse,

There Venus enternieteth ought,

For who so such chaffare hatli bought,

He shall not worchen so wisely,

That he ne shall lese utterly

Both his monney and his chaffare :

But the seller of the ware.

The prise and profite have shall,

Certaine the buyer shall lese all,

For he ne can so dere it buy
To have lordship and full niaistry,

Ne have power to make letting.

Neither for yeft ne for preaching.

That of his chaffare raaugre his.

Another shall have as much ywis.

If he woll yeve as much as he,

Of what countrey so that he be.

Or for right nought, so happe may.
If he can flatter her to her pay.

" Been then suche marchauutes wise ?

No, but fooles in every wise.

Whan they buy such thing v/ilfuUy,

There as they lese hir good follily.

But nathelesse, this dare I say.

My mother is not wont to pay.

For she is neither so foole ne nice,

To entremete her of such vice.

But trust well, he shall paie all.

That repent of his bargaine shall.

Whan Poverte put him in distresse,

All were he schoUer to Richesse,

That is for me in great yerning.

Whan she assenteth to my wiUing.

" But by my mother saint Venus,

And by her father Saturnus,

That her engendred by his life.

But nat upon his wedded wife,

Yet woll I more unto you swere.

To make this thing the surere.

" Now by that faith, and that beautee

That I owe to all my brethren free.

Of which there n'is wight under Heaven
That can hir fathers names neven,

So divers and so many there be,

That with my mother have be prive

Yet woll I sweare for sikernesse,

The pole of Hell to my witnesse.

Now drinke I not this yeare clarre.

If that I lye, or forsworne be.

For of the goddes the usage is,

That who so him forsweareth amis.

Shall that yeere drinke no clarre.

" Now have I sworue inough parde,

If I forsweare me than am I lorne,

But I woll never be forsworne :

Sith Richesse hath me failed here.

She shall abie that trespasse dere,

At least way but I her harme
With swerd, or sparth, or gisarme,
" For certes sith she loveth not me.

Fro thilke time that she may see

The castle and the tower to shake.

In sorrie time she shall awake
;

If I may gripe a rich man
I shall so pull him, if I can.

That he shall in a fewe stoundes,

Lese all his markes, and his poundes.
" I shall him make his pence out sling,

But they in his garner spring.

Our maidens shall eke plucke him so.

That him shall needen feathers mo,
And make him sell his lond to spend,

But he the bet can him defend.

" PooRE men han made hir lord of me
;

Although they not so mightie be,

That they may feede me in delite,

I woll not have them in dispite :

No good man hateth hem, as I gesse.

For chinch and feloun is Richesse,

That so can chase hem and dispise.

And hem defoule in sundrie wise :

They loven full bette, so God me spede.

Than doeth the rich chinchy grede.

And been (in good faith) more stable

And truer, and more serviable :

And therefore it suffiseth me
Hir good hei-te, and hir beaute ;

They han on me set all their thought.

And therefore I foryete hem nought.
" I woll hem bring in great noblesse.

If that I were god of richesse.

As I am god of love soothly.

Such ruth upon hir plaint have I :

Therefore I must his succour be.

That paineth him to serven me.

For if he dyed for love of this,^

Than seemeth in me no love there is."

" Sir," sayd they, " sooth is everie dele

That ye rehearse, and we wote wele

Thilke oath to hold is reasonable.

For it is good and covenable.

That ye on riche men han sworne :

For, sir, this wote we well beforne,

If rich men doen you homage.
That is as fooles doen outrage.

But ye shull not forsworne be,

Ne let therefore to drinke clarre.

Or piment maked fresh and new.

Ladies shull hem such pepir brew.

If that they fall into her laas.

That they for woe mow saine Alas !

Ladies shullen ever so courteous be,

That they shall quite your oath all free
;

Ne seeketh never other vicaire,

For they shall speake with hem so faire

That ye shall hold you payd full well,

(
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Though ye you meddle never a dcale.

Let ladies worch with hir thing'.'s,

They shall hem tell so felo tidiiiges,

And nioove hem eke so many re(juestis

By flatterie, that not honest is,

And thereto yeve hem such tliankinges.

What with kissing, and with talkingcs.

That cei-tes if they trowed be,

Shail never leave hem lond ne fee

That it n'ill as the meble fare.

Of which they first delivered are :

Now may you tell us all your will,

And we your hestes shall fulfill.

" BiFT False Semblaunt dare not for di-edc

Of you, sir, meddle him of this dedc,

For he sayth that ye been his foe,

He n'ot, if ye will worch him woe :

Wherefore wc pray you all, beau sii'e,

That ye foryeve him now your ire,

And that he may dwell as your man
With Abstinence his deere lemman,
This our accord and our will now."

" Parfey," said Love, " I graunt it you,

I woU well hold him for my man,
Now let him come :" and he forth ran,

" False semblant," (quod Love) " in this wise
I take thee here to my service.

That thoti our friendcs helpe alwaie.

And hindreth hem neither night ne daie,

But doe thy might hem to relieve,

And eke our enemies that thou grieve,

Thine be this might, I graunt it thee,

My king of harlotes shalt thou bee :

We woU that thou have such honour,
Certaine thou art a false traitour.

And eke a theefe ; sith thou were borne,
A thousand times thou art forsworne :

But nathelesse in our hearing.

To put our folke out of doubting,

I bidde thee teach hem, west thou how ?

By some generall signe now.
In what place thou shalt fnunden be,

If that men had mister of thee,

And how men shall thee best espie.

For thee to know is great maistrie.

Tell in what place is thine haunting."
" Sir I have full divers wonning,

That I keepe not rehearsed be,

So that ye would respiten me.
For if that I tell you the sooth,

I may have harnie and shame both.
If that my fellowes wisten it.

My tales shoulden me be quit.

For certaine they would hate me,
If ever I knew hir cruelte.

For they would over all hold hem still

Of troth, that is againe hir will.

Such tales keepen they not here,
I might eftsoone buy it full dere,
rf I saied of hem any thing.

That ought displeaseth to hir hearing.
For wliat word that hem pricketh or biteth,

In that word none of hem deliteth,

All wei-e it gospell the evangile,
That would reprove hem of hir guile,
ITor they are cruell and hautain

;

And this thing wote I well certain,
If 1 speake ought to paire hir loos,

Your court shall not so well be cloos,

That they ne shall witc it at last

:

Of good men am 1 nought agast.

For they woll taken on hem nothing.

Whan that they know all my meaning,
But he that woll it on him take.

He woll hiniselfe suspicious make.
That he his life let covertly,

111 guile and in liypocrisie.

That me engeiidred and yave fostring."
" They made a full good engendiMug,"

(Quod Love) " for who so soothly tell,

Tliey engendred the Divell of Hell.

" But ncedely, howsoever it bee"
(Quod Love) " I will and charge thee,

To tell anon thy wonning plaeis.

Hearing each wight that in this place is :

Anil what life thou livcst also.

Hide it no longer now, whereto

:

Thou must discover all thy worching.
How thou servest, and of what thing.

Though that thou shuldest for thy sothsaw
Ben all to beaten and to draw.
And yet art thou not wont ])arde,

But nathelesse, though thou beaten be.

Thou shalt not be the first, that so

Hath for soothsawo suffred wo."
" Sir, sith that it may liken you.

Though that I should be slaiiie right now,
I shall doen your cominaundement,
For thereto have I great talent."

Withouten words mo, right than
False Semblaunt his sermon began,

And saied hem thus in audience,
" Barons, take heed of my sentence.

That wight that list to have knowing
Of False Semblant full of flattering.

He must in worldly folke him soke,

And certes in the cloysters eke,

I won no where, but in hem tway.

But not li'ce even, sooth to say,

Shortly I woll herborow me.
There I hope best to hulstred be,

And certainely, sikcrest hiding

Is underneath humblest clothing.

" Religious folke ben full covert.

Secular folke ben moi'e apert :

But nathelesse, I woll not blame
Religious folke, ne hem diffame

In what habite that ever they go

:

Religion humble, and true also,

Woll 1 not blame, ne dispise.

But I n'ill love it in no wise,

1 meane of false religious.

That stout been, and malicious.

That woUen in an habite go.

And sctten not hir herte thereto.

" Religious folke been all pitous,

Thou shalt not secne one dispitous

They loven no pride, ne no strife.

But humbly they woll lede hir Uhj
With which folke woll I never be,

And if I dwell, I faine me
I may well in hir habite go.

But me were lever my necke atwo,

Than let a purpose that I take.

What covenaunt that ever I make.
" I dwell with hem that proude be,

And full of wiles and subtelte.

That worship of this world coveiten,
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And great nede connen cxpleiten,

And gone and gadren great pitaunees,

And purchase hem the acquaintaunees

Of men that mightie life may leden,

And faine liem poore, and hemselfe feden

With good morsels delicious,

And drinken good wine precious.

And preach us povert and distresse,

And fishen hemselfe great richesse.

With wily nettes that they cast,

It woll come foule out at the last.

" They ben fro cleane religion went,
They make the world an argument.
That hath a foule conclusion.

I have a robe of religion.

Than am I all religious

:

This argument is all roignous.

It is not worth a crooked brere,

Habite ne maketh neither monke ne frere,

But cleane life and devotion,

Maketh men of good religion.
" Nathelesse, there can none answere.

How high that ever his head he shere.

With rasour whetted never so kene.

That guile in braunches cutte thurtene,

There can no wight distinct it so.

That he dare say a word thereto.
" But what herborow that ever I take,

Or what semblaunt that ever I make,
I meane but guile, and follow that,

For right no more than Gibbe our cat,

(That awaiteth mice and rattes to killen)

Ne entend I but to beguilen,

Ne no wight may, by my clothing,

Wete with what folke is my dwelling,

Ne be my wordes yet parde.
So soft and so pleasaunt they be.

" Behold the deedes that I do.

But thou be blind thou oughtest so.

For varie hir wordes fro hir deed,
Tliey thinke on guile withouten di-eed.

What manner clothing that they weare,
Or what estate that ever they beare,
Lered or lend, lord or ladie,

Knight, squire, burgeis, or bailie."

Right thus while False Semblant sennoneth,
Eftsoones Love him aresoueth,

And. brake his tale in liis speaking
As though he had him told leasing.

And saied : " What devill is that I heare ?

What folke hast thou us nempned here ?

May menne find religioun

In worldly habitatioun ?"

" Yea, sir, it followeth nat that they
Should lead a wicked life parfey,

Ne not therefore hir soules lese,

That hem to worldly clothes chese.

For certes it were great pitee

;

Men may in secular clothes see,

Florishen holy religioun
;

Full many a saint in field and toun.
With many a virgine glorious,

Devout, and full 'religious,

Han died, that common cloth aye beren.
Yet salutes neverthelesse they weren.
I could recken you many a ten,

Yea welnigh all these holy women
That men in churches hery and soke,
Both maidens, and these w'ives eke,
That baren full many a faire child here.

Weared alway clothes seculere.

And in the same diden they

That saints weren, and ben alway.
" The nine thousand maidens dere,

That beren in Heaven hir cierges clere.

Of which men rede in church and sing.

Were take in secular clothing.

When they received martirdome.
And wonnen Heaven unto hir home.
" Good herte maketh the good thought.

The clothing yeveth ne reveth nought :

The good thought and the worching,
That maketh the religion flouring,

There lieth the good religioun,

After the right ententioun.
" Who so tooke a weathers skin.

And wrapped a greedy wolfe therein,

For he should go with lambes white,

Wenest thou not he would hem bite ?

Yes : neverthelesse as he were wood
He would hem wirry, and drinke the blood,

And well the rather hem deceive.

For sith they coude nat perceive

His tregette, and his crueltie,

They would him follow, altho he flie.

" If there be wolves of such hew,
Amonges these apostles new
Thou, holy church, thou maist be wailed,

Sith that thy citie is assailed

Through knigiites of thine owne table,

God wot thy lordship is doutable :

If they enforce it to win.

That should defend it fro within.

Who might defence ayenst hem make ?

Without stroke it mote be take,

Of trepeget or mangonell.

Without displaying of pensell.

And if God n'ill done it succour.

But let renne in this colour.

Thou must thy hestes letten bee,

Than is there nought, but yeeld thee.

Or yeve hem tribute douteles,

And hold it of hem to have pees :

But greater harme betide thee.

That they all maister of it bee :

Well con they scorne thee withall.

By day stuffen they the wall.

And all the night they minen there :

Nay, thou planten must els where
Thine impes, if thou wolt fruit have.

Abide not there thy selfe to save.

" But now peace, here I turne againe,

I woll no more of this tiling faine,

If I miglit passen me hereby.

For I might maken you weary;
But I woll heten you alway.

To helpe your friendes what I may.
So they wollen my company.
For they been shent all utterly.

But if so fall, that I be

Oft with hem, and they with rae.

And eke ray lemman mote they serve.

Or they shuU not my love deserve.

Forsooth I am a false traitour,

God judged me for a theefe trechour,

Forsworue I am, but well nigh none

Wote of my guile, till it be done.
" Through me hath many one deth received,
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That my trcget uever aperceived,

And yet receivetb, ami sliall receive,

That my falsenesso sliall iievei' apperceive ;

But who so doth, if he wise be.

Him is rifi;ht good beware of me.
But so sligh is the apcrceiving

That all to late commcth knowing ;

For Prothcus that coud him chaunge,
In every shape homely and straunge,

Coud never such guile ne treasoun

As I, for I come never in toun
There as I might knowen be.

Though men me both might here and see.

Full well I can my clothes chaunge.
Take one, and make another straunge.

Now am I knight, now cliastelaine,

Now prelate, and now cliaplaine,

Now^ priest, now clerke, now fostere,

Now am I maister, now schollere

Now monke, now chanon, now baily,

What ever mister man am I.

" Now am I prince, now am I page,

And can b.y herte every language,
Sometime am I hoore and old.

Now am I younge, stoute, and bold.

Now am I Robert, now Robin,
Now frere minor, now jacobin,

And with me followeth my loteby.

To done me sollace and company.
That hight dame Abstinence, and raigned
In many a queint array faigned.

Right as it commeth to her liking,

I fulfill all her desu-ing.

" Sometime a womans clothe take I,

Now am 1 a maid, now lady.
" Sometime I am religious.

Now like an anker in an hous.
" Sometime am I prioresse.

And now a nonne, and now abbesse.
And go through all regiouns,

Seeking all religiouns.

" But to what order that I am sworne,
I take the straw and beat the corue.
To jolly folke I enhabite,

I aske no more but hir habite.
" What woll ye more I in every wise

Right as me list I me disguise ?

" Well can I bcare me under wede.
Unlike is my word to my dede,
Thus make I into my trappes fall

The people, through my priviledges all,

That ben in Christendome alive.

" I may assoile, and I may shrive.
That no prelate may let me,
All folke, where ever they found be :

I n'ot no prelate may done so.

But it the pope be, and no mo,
That made thiljie establishing,

Now is not this a proper thing ?

But were my sleights apperceived

As I was wont, and wost thou why ?

For I did hem a tregetry.

But thereof yeve I a little tale,

I have the silver and the male,
So have I preached and eke shriven.
So have I take, so have I yeven,
Through hir follv, husbond and wife,

That I lede right a jolly life.

Through simplesse of the prelacy.

They know not all my tregettry.

" But for as nmch as man and wife

Should shew hir parish priest hir life

Ones a yeare, as sayth the booke,
Ere any wiglit his housel tooke,

Than liave I priviledges large.

That may of muclie thing discharge,

For he may s.ay right thus pardee :

"'Sir Priest, in shrift I tell it thee,

That he to whom that I am shriven,
Hath me assoyled, and me yeven
Fenaunce sootlily for my sin.

Which that I found me guilty in,

Ne I ne have never entencion
To make double confession,

Ne reheai'se eft my shrift to thee,

shrift is right ynough to mee.
This ought thee suffice wele,

Ne be not rebell never a dele.

For certes, though thou haddcst it sworne,
1 wote no priest ne prelate borne
That may to shrift eft me constraine.

And if they done I woll me plaine.

For I wote where to plaine wele.

Thou shalt not streine me a dele,

Ne enforce me, ne not me trouble.

To make my confession double
;

Ne I have none affection

To have double absolution :

The first is right ynough to mee.
This latter assoyling quite I thee,

I am unbound, what maist thou find

More of my sinncs me to unbind i

For he that might hath in his houd.
Of all my sinnes me unbnnd :

And if thou wolt me thus constraine
That me mote nedes on thee plaine,

There shall no judge imperiaJI,

Ne bishop, ne officiall,

Done judgement on me, for I

Shall gone and plaine me openly
Unto my shriftfather new,
That hight Frere Wolfe untrew.
And he shall chuse him tor mee.
For I trow he can hamper thee

;

But lord he would be wroth withall,

If men would him Frere Wolfe call,

For he would have no patience.

But done all cruell vengience.

He would his might done at the leest.

Nothing spare for Goddes heest.

And God so wise be my succour,
But thou yeve me my saviour

At Easter, whan it liketh mee,
Without preasing more on thee,

I woll forth, and to him gone.

And he shall housell me anone.

For I am out of thy grutching,

I keej)e not deale with thee nothing.'
" Thus may he shrive him, that forsaketh

His parish priest, and to me taketh.

And if the i>riest woll him refuse,

I am full ready liim to accuse.

And him punish and hamper so.

That he his churche shall forgo.

" But who so hath in his feeling

The consequence of such shriving.

Shall seene, that priest may ne\er have miglit
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To know tlie conscience aright

Of liini that is under his cure :

And this is ayenst holy scripture.

That biddeth every herde honest

Have very knowing of his beest.

But poore folke that gone by strete,

That have no gold, ne summes grete.

Hem would I let to hir prelates,

Or let hir priestes know hir states,

For to nie right nought yeve they,

And why it is, for they ne may.
" They ben so bare, I take no keepe.

But I vvoll have the fat sheepe
;

Let parish priests have tlie lene,

I yeve not of hir harme a bene ;

And if that prelates grutch it,

That oughteu wroth be in hir wit.

To lese hir fat beastes so,

1 shall yeve hem a stroke or two.

That they shall lesen with force.

Yea, both hir mitre and hir croce.
" Thus yape I hem, and liave do long,

My priviledges ben so strong."

False Semblant would have stinted here.

But Love ne made him no such chere.

That he was weary of his saw,

But for to make him glad and faw,

He said, " Tell on more specially.

How that thou servest untruly.
" Tell forth, and shame thee never a dele.

For as thine habit sheweth vvele,

Thou servest an holy hermite."
" Sooth is, but I am but an hypocrite."

" Thou goest and preachest poverte ?
"

" Yea, sir, but Richesse hath poste."
" Thou preachest abstinence also ?

"

" Sir, I woll fillen, so mote I go.

My paunche, of good meat and wine,

As should a maister of divine,

For how that I me poore faine.

Yet all poore folke I disdaine.

" I LOVE better the acquaintaunce .

Ten times of the king of Fraunce,
Than of a poore man of mild mood,
Though that his soule be also good.

" For whan I see beggers quaking,
Naked on mixens all stinking.

For hunger crie, and eke for care,

I entremet not of hir fare,

They ben so poore, and full of pine,

They might not ones yeve me a dine.

For they have nothing but hir life,

What should he yeve that licketh his knife ?

It is but folly to entremete
To seeke in houndes nest fat mete :

Let beare hem to the spittle anone.
But fro me comfort get they none :

But a rich sicke usurere
Would I visite and draw nere,

Him would I comfort and rehete,

For I hope of his gold to gete,

And if that wicked Death him have,
I woll go with him in his grave.
And if there any reprove me,
Why that I let the poore be,

Wost thou how I not ascape ?

I say and sweare him full rape.
That riche men ban more tetches

Of siune, than lian poore wretches.

And han of counsaile more mistere.

And therefore I would draw hem nere

:

But as great hurt, it may so be.

Hath a soule in right great poverte.

As soule in gi'eat richesse forsooth,

Albeit that they hurten both,

For i-ichesse and mendicities

Ben cleped two extreamities.

The meane is cleped suffisaunce,

Tliere lieth of vertue the aboundaunce.
" For Salomon full well 1 wote.

In his parables us wrote.

As it is knowen of many a wight.

In his thirteene chapiter right,

God thou me keepe for thy poste,

Fro richesse and mendicite.

For if a rich man him di-esse.

To thinke too much on richesse,

His herte on that so ferre is sette.

That he his creator doth foryette.

And him that beggeth, woll aye greve.

How should I by his word him leve,

Unneth that he n'is a micher,

Forsworne, or els Goddes lier,

Thus sayth Salomon sawes.
" Ne we find written in no lawes.

And namely in our Christen lay,

(Who saith ye, I dare say nay)
That Christ, ne his apostles dere.

While that they walked in earth liere,

Were never seene hir bred begging.

For they nolden beggen for nothing.
" And right thus were men wont to teach,

And in this wise would it preach.

The maisters of divinitie

Sometime in Paris the citie.

" And if men would there gaine appose

The naked text, and let the glose.

It might soone assoiled bee,

For men may well the sooth see,

That pardie they might aske a thing

Plainely forth without begging.

For they weren Goddes herdes dere.

And cure of soules hadden here,

They nolde nothing begge hir food,

For after Crist was done on rood.

With their proper bonds they wrought.

And with travaile, and els nought.

They wonnen all hir sustenaunce.

And liveden forth in hir penaunce,

And the remenaunt yafe away
To other poore folkes alway.

" They neither builden toui'e ne halle.

But they in houses small with alle.

" A mighty man that can and may.
Should with his hond and body alway,

Winne him his food in labouring.

If he ne have rent or such a thing
;

Although he be religious,

And God to serven curious.

Thus mote lie done, or do trespaas,

But if it be in certaine caas.

That I can rehearse, if mister bee,

Right well, whan the time I see.

" Seeke the booke of Saint Augustine,

Be it in paper or perchemine.
There as he witte of these worchings.

Thou shalt seene that none excusings

A perfit man ne should seeke
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By wordes, lie by deedes eke,

Altliough lie be religious,

And God to serveii curious,

That he no shall, so mote I go,

With pro])er bonds and body also

Get his food in labouring,

If he ne have properte of thing,

Yet should he sell all his substaunce,

And with his swiiike have susteuauiice.

If he be pertite in bounte
;

Thus hail the bookes told me ;

For he that woll gone idelly,

And useth it aye busily

To haunten other niennes table,

He is a trechour full of fable,

Ne he ne may by good reason

Excuse him by his orison,

For men behoveth in some gise,

Ben sometime in Goddes service.

To gone and purchasen hir nede.
" Men mote eaten, that is no drede,

And sleepe, and eke do other thing,

So long may they leave praying.
" So may they eke hir prayer blinne,

While that they werke hii* meat to wiune.

Saint Austine woll thereto accord.

In thilke booke that I record.
" Justinian eke, that made lawes,

Hath thus forboden by old sawes :

' No man, up paine to be dead.

Mighty of body, to beg his bread.

If he may swinke it for to gete,

Men should him rather maime or bete.

Or done of him aperte justice.

Than suffren him in such mallice.'

" They done not well so mote 1 go,

That taken such almesse so.

But if they have some priviledge.

That of the paine hem woll alledge.

" But how that is, can I not see,

But if the prince deceived bee,

Ne I ne weue not sikerly,

Tliat they may have it rightfully,

" But I woll not determine
Of princes power, ne define,

Ne by my word comprehend ywis.

If it so ferre may stretch in this
;

I woll not entremete a dele.

But I trow that the booke saytli wele,

Who that taketh almesses, that bee
Dew to folke that men may see

Lame, feeble, weary, and bare,

Poore, or in such manner care,

That con winne hem nevermo.
For they have no power thereto,

He eateth his owne dampning.
But if he lie that made all thing.

And if ye such a truant find.

Chastise liim well, if ye be kind.

But they would hate you parcaas.

If ye fellen in hir laas.

" They would eftsoones do you scathe.

If that they might, late or rathe.

For they bo not full patient.

That han the world thus foule blent,

And weteth well, that God bad
The good man sell all that he had,
And follow him, and to poore it yeve :

He would not therefore that he live,

To serve,i him in mendience,

For it was never his sentence,

But he bad werkeu whan that need is.

And follow him in goo<le deedis.
" Saint Poule that loved all holy church,

He bade the apostles for to wurch,
And winnen hir livelode in that wise,

And hem defended truandise,

And said, werkoth with your lionden.

Thus should the thing be uiidcrstonden.
" He nolde ywis have bid hem begging,

Ne sellen gospell, ne preaching,

Least they beraft, with hir asking,

Folke of hir cattell or of hir iliiiig.

" For in this world is many a man
That yeveth his good, for he ne can
Werne it for shame, or else he
Would of the asker delivered be.

And for he him encombreth so,

He yeveth him good to let him go

:

But it can him nothing profite.

They lese the yeft and the merite.
" The good folke that Poule to preached,

Profred him oft, whan he hem tcached.

Some of hir good in charite.

But thereof right nothing tooke he.

But of his honde would he gette

Clothes to wrine him, and his mete,"

" Tell me than how a man may liven.

That all his good to poore hath yeven,

And woll but onely bidde his bodes,

And never with bonds labour his iiedcs.

May he do so ?" " Yea sir." " And Jiow ?
"

" Sir I woll gladly tell you :

Saint Austen saith, a man may be
In houses that han properte,

As templers and hospitelers.

And as these chanons regulers,

Or white monkes, or these blake,

I woll no mo ensamples make.
And take thereof his susteining.

For therein lithe no begging,

But otherwaies not ywis.

Yet Austen gabbeth not of this,

And yet full many a monke laboureth.

That God in holy church honoureth :

For whan hir swinking is agone,

They rede and sing in church anone.
" And for there hath ben great discord,

As many a wight may beare record,

Upon the estate of mendicience,

I woll shortely in your presence,

Tell how a man may begge at need.

That hath not wherewith him to feed,

Maugre his fellowes janglings.

For soothfastnesse woll none hidings.

And yet percase I may obey,

That I to you soothly thus sey.

" Lo here the case especiall.

If a man be so bestiall,

That he of no craft hath science.

And nought desireth rgnorence.

Than may he go a begging yerne.

Till he some other craft can leme.

Through which without truanding,

He may in trouth have his living.

" Or if he may done no labour.

For elde, or sicknecse, or langour.
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These noiines, and these burgeis wives

That riche ben, and eke pleasing,

And these maidens wclfarinj;,

Where so they clad or naked be,

Uncounsailed goeth there none fro uic
;

And for hir soules safete,

At lord and lady, and hir meine,

I askc, whan they hem to me shrive.

The propertie of all hir live,

And make hem trow, both most and least,

Hir parish priest is but a beast

Ayenst me and my company,
That shrewes been as great (as I)

For which I woll not hide in liold.

No privete that me is told,

That I by word or signe ywis,

Ne woll make hem know what it is.

And they wollen also tellen me.
They hele fro me no privite.

And for to make you hem poreeiven.

That usen folke thus to deceiven,

I woll you saine withouten dredc.

What men may in the Gospell rede,

Of Saint Mathew the gospellere,

That saieth, as I shall you say here.

" Upon the chaire of Moses
Thus it is glosed douteles,

(That is the olde testament,

For thereby is the chaire ment)
Sitte scribes and pharisen.

That is to saine, the cursed men,
Which that we ipocrites call :

Doeth that they preache, I rede you all,

But doeth not as they doen adelc,

That been not weary to say wcle.

But to doe well, no will have they.

And they would bind on folke alway
(That been to be beguiled able)

Burdons that been importable
;

On folkes shouldei-s things they couchen.

That they n'ill with their fingers touchen.

And why woll they not touch it, why 1

For hem ne list nat sikerly,

For sadde bui-dons that men taken,

Make folkes shoulders aken.
" And if they do ought that good bee.

That is for folke it sliould see :

Hir burdons larger maken they,

And maken hir hemmes wide alwey,

And loven seates at the table

The first and most honourable.

And for to ban the first chairis.

In synagogues, to hem full dere is.

And willen that folke hem loute and grete.

Whan that they passen through the strete,

And wollen be eleped maister also :

But they ne should not willen so.

The gospell is there ayenst I gesse.

That slieweth well hir wickednesse.

•* Another custome use we
Of hem that woll ayenst us be,

We hate hem deadly everychone,
And we woll werry him, as one.

Him that one hateth, hate we all,

And eonject how to doen him fall :

And if we scene him winne honour,
Richesse or preise, through his valour.

Provendc, rent, or dignite.

Full fast ywis compassen we
By what ladder he is clomlien so,

And for to maken him dowiii- to go,

With treason we woll him defame.
And doen him lese his good name.

" Thus from his ladder we him take,

And thus his frcndes foes we make,
But word ne wete shall he none,

Till all his frendes been his fone.

For if we did it openly,

We might have blame readily.

For had he wist of our mallice,

He had liim kept, but he were nice.

" Another is this, that if so fall.

That there be one among us all

That doeth a good tourne, out of drcde.

We saine it is our alder dede,

Yea sikerly, though he it fained.

Or that him list, or that him dained

A man through him avaunced be,

Thereof all parteners be we,

And tellen folke where so we go,

That man through us is sprongen so.

" And for to have of men praising.

We j)urchase through our flattering

Of riche men of gi-eat poste

Letters, to witnesse our bounte,

So that man weeneth that may us see,

That all vcrtue in us bee.
" And alway poore we us faine,

But how so that we begge or pjaine.

We ben the folke without leasing.

That all thing have without having.
" Thus be dradde of the ])eople ywis.

And gladly my purpose is this.

" I deale with no wight, but he
Have gold and treasour great plente,

Hir acquaintaunce well love I :

This much my desire shortly,

I entremet me of brocages,

1 make peace and mariages,

I am gladly executour,

And many times a procuratour,

I am sometime messangcre,

That falleth not to my mistere.
" And many times I make enqucst.

For me that office is nat honest,

To deale with other mennes thing.

That is to me a great liking :

And if that ye have ought to do

In place that I repaire to,

I shall it speden tlirough my wit,

As soone as ye have told me it.

So that ye serve me to pay,

My service shall be yours alway.
" But who so woll chastice me,

Auone my love lost hath he.

For I love no man in no gise.

That woll me reprove or chastise.

But I woll all folke undertake.

And of no wight no teaching take.

For I that other folke chastie,

Woll not be taught fro my follie.

« I i.ovE none hermitage more,

All desertes and holtes hoore

And greate woodes everychon,

I let hem to the Baptist lohn,

I queth him quite, and him relesse
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They n'olde shew it no more a dele,

But tha:i it kept, and keopi-n wele,

Till such a time that they may see,

That tliey so stroiige woxen bee,

That no wight may hem well withstoiid,

For by that booke they durst uot stond,

Away they gonne it for to here.

For they ue dui-st not answere

By exposition no glose

To that that clerkes woll appose

Ayenst the cursednesse ywis

That in that booke written is.

" Now wote I nat, ne I can uat see

What manner end tliat there shall bee

Of all this that they hide,

But yet algate they shall abi<le,

Till that they may it bette defend.

This trow I best woll be hir end.
" Thus Antichrist abiden we.

For we ben all of his meine,

And what man that woll not be so,

Right soone he shall his life forgo.

We woll a i)eople upon him areise,

And through our guile doen him ceise.

And him on sharpe speares rive,

Or other waies bring him fro live,

But if that he woll follow ywis,

That in our booke written is.

" Thus much woll our booke signifie,

That while Peter had maistrie

May never lohn shew well his might.
" Now have I you declared right,

The meaning of the barke and rinde,

That raaketh the entencions blinde,

But now at erst I woll begin,

To expoune you the pith within.

And the seculers comprehend.
That Christes lawe woll defend,

And should it kepen and raaintainen

Ayenst hem that all sustenen,

And falsely to the people teachen,

That lohn betokeneth hem to preachen,
That there n'is law covenable.

But thilke gospell perdurable,

That fro the lloly Ghost was sent

To turne folke that ben miswent.
" The strength of lohu they understond,

The grace in which they say they stond,

That doeth the sinfull folke convert.

And hem to Jesu Christ revert,

Full many another hoi-riblee,

May menne in that booke see,

That been commaunded doubtlesse

Ayenst the law of Rome expresse,

AJad all with Antichrist they holden.
As men may in the booke beholden.

" And than commaunden they to sleen,

All tho that with Peter been,
But they shall never have that might.
And God toforne, for strife to fight.

That they ne shall ynough find,

That Peters law shall have in mind,
And ever hold, and so mainteen,
That at the last it shall be seen.

That they shall all come thereto.
For ought that they can speake or do.

" And thilke lawe shall not stond.
That they by John have understond,
But maugre hem it shall adoun,

And been brou.;ht to confusioun.
" But I woll stint of this matere,

For it is wonder long to here,

But had that ilke booke endured.
Of bettor estate I were ensured,
And friendes have I yet pai-dee.

That han me set in great degree.

" Of all this world is empcrour
Guile my father, the trechour,

And empresse my mother is,

Maugre the Holy Ghost ywis,

Our mightie linage and our rout

Reigneth in every reigne about,

And well is worthy we ministers be.

For all this worlde governe we,
And can the folke so well deceive,

That none our guile can perceive,

And though they doen, they dare not say,

The sooth dare no wight bewray.
" But he in Christes wrath him leadeth,

That more than Christ my brethren dredeth,

He n'is no full good champion,
That dredeth such similation,

Nor that for paine woll refusen,

Us to correct and accusen.
" He woll not entremete by right,

Ne have God in his eyesight,

And therefore God shall him punice ;

But me ne recketh of no vice,

Sithen men us loven communably,
And holden us for so worthy,
That we may folke repreve echoue.
And we n'ill have reprefe of none :

Whom shoulden folke worshippen so,

But us that stinten never mo
To patren while that folke may us see,

Though it not so behind hem be.

" And where is more wood follie.

Than to enhaunce chivalrie.

And love noble men and gay,

That jolly clothes wearen alway ?

H they be such folke as they seemen,
So cleane, as men hir clothes demen.
And that hir wordes follow hir dede.

It is great pitie out of drede.

For they woll be mme hypocritis,

Of hem me thiuketh greate spight is,

I cannot love hem on no side.

" But beggers with these hoodes wide,

With sleigh and pale faces leane.

And graie clothes nat full cleane.

But fretted full of tatarwagges.

And high shoes knoppcd with dagges,

That frouncen like a quaile pipe,

Or bootes riveling as a gipe.

" To such folke as I you devise.

Should princes and these lordcs wise.

Take all hir landes and hir things,

Both warre and peace in governings,

To such folke should a prince him ^eve,

That would his life in honour live.

" And if they be nat as they seme,

They serven thus the world to cjuenie.

There would I dwell to deceive

The folke, for they shall nat perceive.
" But I ne speake in no such wise.

That men should humble habite dispise,
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So that no pride there under be,

No man should hate, as thinketh me,
The poore man in such clothing,

But God ne preiseth him nothing,

That saith he liath the world forsake,

And hatli to worldly gioi'y him take,

And woU of such delices use.

Who may that begger well excuse ?

" That papelarde, that him yeeldeth so,

And woU to worldly ease go.

And saith that he the world hath left,

And greedily it gripeth eft,

He is the hound, shame is to saine.

That to his casting goeth againe.

" But unto j'ou dare I not lie,

But might I feelen or espie.

That ye perceived it nothing.

Ye should have a starke leasing :

Right in your liond thus to beglnne,

I nolde it let for no sinne.''

The god lough at the wonder tho.

And every wight gan lough also,

And saied : " Lo here a man right,

For to be trustie to every wight."

"False Semblaunt," (quod Love) "saytomee,
Sith I thus have avaunced thee,

That in my court is thy dwelling.

And of ribaudes shalt be my king,

Wolt thou well holden my forwardes ?
"

" Yea, sir, from hence forwardes.
Had never your father here beforne,

Servannt so true, sith he was borne."
" That is ayenst all nature.''
" Sir, put you in that aventure.

For though ye borowes take of me,
The sikerer shall ye never be
For hostages, ne sikernesse.

Or chartres, for to beare witnesse :

I take your selfe to record here.

That men ne may in no manere
Tearen the wolfe tfut of his hide.

Till he be slaine backe and side,

Though men him beat and all defile,

What wene ye that I woll beguile ?

" For I am clothed meekely,
There under is all my treachery.

Mine herte chaungeth never the mo
For none habite, in which I go

;

Though I have chore of simplenesse,

I am not wearie of shreudnesse.
My lemman, strained Abstinaunce,
Hath mister of my purveiaunce.
She had full long ago be dede,

Nere my counsaile and my rede
;

Let her alone, and you and raee."

And Love answered, " I trust thee
Without borow, for I woll none."
And False Serablant the theefe anoue,

Right in that ilke same place,

That had ui treason all his face.

Right blacke within, and white without.
Thanking him, gan on his knees lout.
" Than was there nought, but every man

Now to assaute, that sailen can "

(Quod Love) "and that full hardely."
Than armed they hem comenly
Of such armoui- as to hem fell.

Whan they were armed fiers and fell.

They went hem forth all in a rout,

And set the castle all about

;

They will not away for no dread.

Till it so be that they ben dead.

Or till they have the castle take,

And foure battels they gan make,
And parted hem in foure anone.

And tooke hir w'ay, and forth they gone.

The foure gates for to assaile.

Of which the keepers woll not faile.

For they ben neither sicke ne dede,

But hai'die folke, and strong in dede.

Now woll I sain the countenaunce
Of False Semblant, and Abstinaunce,
That ben to Wicked Tongue went

;

But first they held hir parliament,

Whether it to doen were,

To maken hem be knowen there,

Or els walken forth disguised :

But at the last they devised.

That they would gone in tapinage,

As it were in a pilgrimage.

Like good and holy folke unfeined :

And dame Abstinence streined

Tooke of the robe of cameline.

And gan her gratche as a bigine.

A large coverchief of thread.

She wrapped all about her head.

But she forgate not her psaltere.

A paire of beades eke she here
Upon a lace, all of white thread,

On which that she her beades bede,

But she ne bought hem never a dele.

For they were given her, I wote wele,

God wote of a full holy frere,

That said he was her father dere.

To whom she had ofter went.

Than any frere of his covent.

And lie visited her also.

And many a sermon saied her to,

He n'olde let for man on live.

That he ne would her oft shrive,

And with so great devotion

They made her confession.

That they had oft for the nones
Two beades in one hood at ones.

Of faire shape I devised her thee.

But pale of face sometime was shee.

That false traitouresse untrew,

Was like that sallow horse of hew.
That in the Apocalips is shewed,
That signifieth tho folke beshrewed,
That been all full of trecherie.

And palt, through hypocrisie.

For on that horse no colour is_

But onely dead and pale ywis,

Of such a colour enlangoured.

Was Abstinence ywis coloured.

Of her estate she her repented,

As lier visage represented.

She had a burdoune all of theft,

That Guile had yeve her of his yeft.

And a scrippe of faint distresse.

That full was of elengenesse.

And forth she walked soberlie :

And False Semblant saynt, je vous die,

And as it were for such mistere,

Doen on the cope of a frere.

With cheare simple, and full pitous,
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His looking was not disdcinons,

Ne proud, but nieckc and full peosible.

About his necko lie bare a Bible,

And squierly foi-tli gan lie gon,

And for to rest his limnies upon,

He had of treason a i)ortent,

As he were feeble, his way he went,

But in his sieve he gan to thring

A rasour sharpe, and well biting,

Tliat was forged in a forge,

^\'llich that men clepen coupe gorge.

So long forth hir way they nomen,
Till they to Wicked Tongue comen,
riiat at his gate was sitting.

And saw folke in the way passing.

'I'he pilgrimes saw he fast by,

i'liat bearcn hem full raeckely,

Ami humbly they with liem mette,

l).inie Abstinence first him grette.

And sith him False Semblant salued,

And lie hem, but he not remued,
lor he ne drede him not a dele :

l"i)r when he saw hir faces wele,

A I way ill lierte him thought so,

lie should know hem both two,
1' ir well he knew dame Abstinaunce,
lint he ne knew not Constrainaunce,
II' knew nat that she was constrained,

-Nf of her theeves life fained,

]!iit wende she come of will all free,

Hut she come in another degree.

And if of good will she began,

'J'liat will was failed her than.

And False Semblaijt had he scene alse,

r.ut he knew nat that lie was false,

'I'ct false was he, but his falsenesse

Ni' coud lie not espie, norgesse,
I nr Semblant was so slie wrouglit,

Tiiat falsenesse he ne espyed nought

:

I'Ut haddest thou kiiowen him beforne,

i lu)U wouidest on a bookc have sworne,

Whan thou him saw in thilke arraie

That he, that whilome was so gaie,

And of the daunce Jolly Robin
Was tho become a Jacobin :

But soothly what so men him call

Frere preachoui-s been good men all,

Hir order wickedly they bearen
Such ministreles if they weren.
So been Augustins, and Cordileres,

And Carmes, and eke sacked freres.

And all freres shode and bare.

Though some of hem ben great and square.

Full holy men, as I hem deem,
Everich of hem would good man seem :

But shalt thou never of apparence
Scene conclude good consequence
In none argument ywis.

If existence all failed is

:

For men may finde alway sopheme
The consequence to enveneme.
Who so that hath had the subtiltee

The double sentence for to see.

Whan the pilgrimes commen were
To Wicked Tongue that dwelleth there,

Hir harneis nigh hem was algate.

By Wicked Tongue adoune they sate,

That bad hem nere him for to come,
And of tidinges tell him some,

And sayd hem :
" What case maketh you

To come into this place now \"

" Sra," sayed strained Abstinanee,
" We for to drie our penance.

With liertes pitous and devout,

Are commen, as jiilgrimes gone about,

Well nigh on foote alway we go
Full doughty been our heeles two,

And thus both we ben sent

Throughout the world that is miswent,

To yeve ensample, and preach also,

To fislien sinfull men we go.

For other fishing, ne fish we,

And, sLr, for that charite.

As we be wont, herborow we crave.

Your life to amende Christ it save.

And so it should you not displease.

We woulden, if it were your ease,

A short sermon unto you sain.

And Wicked Tongue answered again,
" The house" (quod he) " such (as ye see)

Shall not be warned you for me.
Sale what you list, and I woll heare."

" Graunt mercie sweet sir deare,"

(Quod alderfirst) dame Abstinence,

And thus began she her sentence.
" Sir, the first vertue certaine.

The greatest, and most soveraigne

That may be found in any man,
For having, or for wit he can,

That is his tongue to refraine.

Thereto ought every wight him paine :

For it is better still be.

Than for to speaken harme parde.

And he that liearkeneth it gladly.

He is no good man sikerly.

" And sir, aboven all other sin.

In that art thou most guiltie in :

Thou speake a jape, not long ago.

" And sir, that was right evill do

Of a young man, that here repaired.

And never yet this place apaired :

Thou saidest he awaited nothing,

But to deceive Faire Welcoming :

Ye sayd nothing sooth of that,

But sir, ye lye, I tell ye plat,

He ne cometh no more, ne goeth parde,

I trow ye shall him never see ;

Faire Welcoming in prison is.

That oft hath played with you er this,

The fairest games that he coude,

Without filth, still or loude.

Now dare she not her selfe solace.

Ye han also the man doe chase.

That he dare neither come ne go.

What mooveth you to hate him so ?

But properly your wicked thougiit,

That many a false lesing hath thought,

That mooveth your foule eloquence,

That jangleth ever in audience,

And on the folke ariseth blame,

And doth hem dishonour and shame.

For thing that may have no preving.

But likelinesse, and contriving.

" For I dare saine, that Reason deemetli.

It is not all sooth thing that seenieth,

And it is sinne to controve

Thing that is to reprove
;

This wote ye wele, and sir, therefore
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That your priests be not so wise

No iialfe so lettred (as am I)

I am licensed boldly,

In diviiiitie for to road,

And to coufesseu out of dread.

" If ye woil you now confesse.

And leave your sinncs more and lesse,

"Without abode, kucele dr)unc anon,

And voH sliall liave absolution."

TROILUS AND CRESEIDE.

B. I. V. 1—84.

INCIPIT LIBER PRIMUS.

The double sorrow of Troilus to tellen,

That was kiiige Priamus sonne of Troy,

III loving, how his aventures foUen

I'roin woe to wele, and after out of joy,

My purpose is, er that I part troy.

Tiiou Thesiphone, thou hclpe me for t'endite

These wofull verses, that wepen as I write.

To thee I clepe, thou goddesse of tourment

'J'liou cruell furie, sorrowing ever in paine,

Hi Ipe me that am the sorrowfull instrument,

That helpeth lovers, as I can complaine:

I'm- well sit it, the sooth for to saine,

A wofull wight to have a drery fere,

And to a sorrowfull tale a sorrie cliere.

For I that god of loves servantes serve,

Xf dare to love, for mine unlikelynesse,

I 'raven for speed, all should I therefore sterve.

So f'arre am I fro his helpe in derkonesse.

r.iit nathelesse, if this may done gladnesse

To any lover, and his cause availe.

Have he my thauke, and mine be the travaile.

T)iit ye lovers that bathen in gladnesse,

It any droppe of pite in you be,

111 mcmbreth you of passed hcavinesse

'i'liat ye have felt, and on the adversito

< M (jther folke, and thinketh how that ye

ll:m felt, that Love durst you displease,

Else ye hau won him with too gx'eat an ease.

And praycth for hem that been in the case •

<J i Troilus, as ye may after heare,

That he hem bring in Heaven to solace.

And eke for me prayeth to God so deare.

That I have might to shew in some manere,

.Such paine and woe, as Loves folke endure.

In Troilus unsely aventure.

And biddeth eke for heni that ben dispeired

In love, that never will recovered be:

And eke for hem that falsely ben apeired,

Tlu-ough wicked tongues, be it he or she :

Thus biddeth God for his benignite,

Si
. grant hem sone out of this world to pace

That ben dispaired out of Loves grace.

And biddeth eke for hem that ben at ease,

That God hem graunt aie good perseverance,

And send hem grace liir loves for to please,

That it to love be worshi]) and pleasaunce

:

For so hope I my selfe best to avaunce

To pray for hem, that Loves servaunts be,

And write hir woe, and live in charite.

And for to have of hem compassioun,

As though I were hir owne brother dere,

Now hearkencth with a good ententioun.

For now woU I go straight to my matere :

In which ye may th(! double sorrowes here

Of Troilus, in loving of Creseide,

And how she forsoke him er that she deide.

It is well wist, how that the Greekes strong

In armcs with a thousand shippes went

To Trcie wardes, and the citie long

Besiegeden, nigh ten yeres ere they stent.

And how in divers wise, and one entent.

The ravishing to wreake of queen Heleine,

By Paris don, they wroughten all hir peine.

Now fell it so, that in the tonne there was

Dwelling a lord of great authorite

A great divine that cleped was Calcas,

That in science so expert was, that he

Knew well, that Troie should destroyed be.

By answere of his god, that bight thus,

Dan Phebus, or Apollo Dclphicus.

So whan this Calcas knew by calculing,

And eke by the answere of this god Apollo,

That the Greekes should such a people bring,

Thorow the which that Troy must be fordo,

He cast anone out of the toune to go

:

For well he wist by sort, that Troie sholde

Destroyed be, ye would who so or n'olde.

Wherefore he to departen softely,

Tooke purpose full, this forknowing wise.

And to the Greekes host full priveiy

He stale anone, and they in courteous wise

Did to him both worship and servise.

In trust that he hath cunning hem to rede

In every perill, which that was to drede.
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Great rumour rose, wlian it was first espied,

In all the toune, and openly was spoken,

That Calcas traitour fled was and alied

To hem of Grece : and cast was to be wroken
On him, that falsely hath his faith broken.

And sayd, he and all his kinne atones.

Were worthy to be brent, both fell and bones.

Now had Calcas lefte in this mischaunce,
Unwist of this false and wicked dede,

A daughter, whiche was in great penaunce,
And of her life she was full sore in drede,

And wist ne never what best was to rede :

And as a widdow was she, and all alone,

And n'iste to whome she might make her mone.

Creseide was this ladies name aright.

As to my dome, in all Troies citie

Most fairest ladie, far passing every wight
So angelike shone her native beaute.

That no mortall thing seemed she

:

And tlierewith was she so perfect a creature.

As she had be made in scorning of natui'e.

This ladie, that all day hearde at eare
Her fathers shame, falshede, and treasoun,
(Full nigh out of her wit for soitow and feare.

In widdowes habite large of samite brown)
Before Hector on knees she fell adown,
And his mercy bad, her selfe excusing.

With pitous voice, and tenderly weepmg.

Now was this Hector pitous of nature.

And saw that she was sorrowfuU begone.
And that she was so faire a creature.

Of his goodnesse he gladed her anone.
And said :

" Let your fathers traison gone
Forth with mischance, and ye your selfe in joy
Dwelleth with us while you list in Troy.

"And all the honour that men may do you have,
As ferforth as though your father dwelt here.
Ye shull have, and your body shull men save.

As ferre as I may ought enquire and here :

"

And she him thanked with full humble chere,
And ofter would, and it had been his will.

She took her leve, went home, and held her still.

And in her house she abode with such meine
As til her honour nede was to hold,

And while she was dwelling in that cite,

She kept her estate, and of yong and old

Full well beloved, and men well of her told

:

But whether that she children had or none,
I rede it nat, therefore I let it gone.

The thinges fellen as they don of werre,
Betwixen hem of Troy and Greekes oft.

For sometime broughten they of Troy it derre,

Aud efte the Greekes founden nothing soft

The folke of Troy : and thus fortune aloft.

And under efte gan hem to whelmen both.
After her course, aie while that they were wroth.

But how this toune came to destruction,

Ne falleth not to purpose me to tell.

For it were a long digression

Fro my matter, and you too long to dwell

;

But the Troyan jestes all as they fell,

In Omer, or in Dares, or in Dite,

Who so that can, may reden hem as they write.

But though the Greekes hem of Troy in shetten,

And hir citie besieged all about,

Hir old usages nolde tliey not letten.

As to honouren hir gods full devout.

But aldermost in honour out of dout.

They had a relike hight Palladion,

That was hir trust aboven everychon.

And so befell, whan comen was the time

Of Aprill, whan clothed is the mede.
With new grene, of lustie veer the prime.

And with sweet smelling floures white and rede

In sundrie wise shewed, as I rede.

The folke of Troie, their observances old,

PaUadions feast went for to hold.

Unto the temple in all their best wise,-

Generally there went many a wight.

To hearken of PaUadions servise.

And namely many a lustie knight,

And many a ladie fresh, and maiden bright,

Full well arraied bothe most and least.

Both for the season and the high feast, u _^^^

Among these other folke was Creseida,

In widdowes habite blacke : but natheles -^ "*

.,

Right as our first letter is now an a, - ^ A^'"'^j+^
In beautie first so stood she makeles, • ^^•'^ o

*•'
. .

Her goodly looking gladed all the prees,

Nas never seene thing to be praised so derre.

Nor under cloude blacke so bright a sterre.

As was Creseide, they sayden everichone.

That her behelden in her blacke wede,
And yet she stood full lowe and still alone

Behinde other folke in little brede.

And nie the dore under shames drede.

Simple of attire, and debouaire of chere.

With full assured looking and manere.

This Troilus, as he was wont to guide

His yonge knightes, lad hem up and doune.

In thilke large temple on every side.

Beholding aie the ladies of the toune,

Now iiere now there, for no devotiouue

Had he to none, to reven him his rest,

But gan to praise and lacke whom him lest._

And in his walk full fast he gan to waiten.

If knight or squier of his companie,
Gan for to sike, or let his eyen baited

On any woman, that he coud espie,

He would smile, and hold it a follie.

And say hem thus : " O Lord she sleepeth soft

For love of thee, whan thou turnest full oft.

" I have heard tell pardieux of your living,

Ye lovers, and eke your lewde observances.

And which a labour folke have in winning
Of love, and in keeping such doutaunces.

And whan your pray is lost, wo and penaunces

:

0, very fooles, blinde and nice be ye.

There is not one can ware by another be."

And with that word he gan cast up the brow,

Ascaunces, lo, is this not well yspoken,

At which the god of love gan looken low.

Right for dispite, and shope him to be wi-oken.

He kidde anone his bowe was not broken :

For sodainly he hitte him at the full.

And yet as proude a peacocke gan he pull.
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blinde world, o blind cntention.

How often falleth all the effect contrairo
' Of surquedrie and foule presumption,.

For caught is proud, and caught is debonaire :

This Troiius is clcmjbcn on the staire,

And little wcneth that he mote descenden,

But all day it faileth that fooles \venden.<

As proud Bayard bcginneth for to skippe

Out of the way, so ])ricketh him his corne.

Till he a lash liave of the longe whippe,

Than thiiiketh he, "Tho I jiraunce all beforne

First in the traise, full fat and new yshorne,

Yet am I but an horse, and horses law

1 must endure, and with my feeres draw."

So fared it by this fiei-s and proud knight,

Though he a worthy kinges sonne were,

And wende nothing had had suche might,

Ayenst his will, that should his herte stere,

Yet with a looke his herte woxe on fire.

That ho that now was most in pride above,

Woxe sodainly most subject unto love.

Forthy ensample taketh of this man,

.

Ye wise, proud, and worthy folkes all,

To scornen Love, which that so soone can

.

The freedome of your hertcs to him thrall.

For ever it was, and ever it be shall.

That Love is he that all thinges may bind,

For no man may fordo the law of Icind.

That this be sooth hath proved and doth yet,

For this (I trowe) ye know all and some.
Men reden not that folke ban greater wit

Than they that ban ben most with love ynomc,
And strengest fulk been therewith overcome,
The worthyest and greatest of degree,

This was and is, and yet man shall it see.

And trueliche that sitte well to be so,

For alderwisest ban therewith ben pleased.

And they that han ben aldermost in wo.
With love han ben comforted and most eased,

And oft it hath the cruell herte appeased.

And worthy folke made worthier of name,
And causeth most to dreden vice and shame.

Now sith it may nat goodly be withstond.

And is a thing so vertuous and kind,

Rcfuseth nought to love for to ben bond,
Sith as him selven list he may you bind

;

The yerde is bette that bowen woll and wind
Than that that brest, and therefore I you rede.

Now followeth him, that so well can you lede.

But for to tellen forth in speciall.

As of this kinges sonne, of which I told,

And leven other thing collaterall,

Of him thinke I my tale foi'th to hold.

Both of his joy, and of his cares cold,

Aiid his werke, as touching this matere,
For I it gan, I woll thereto refere.

Withinthe temple he went him forth playing
This Troiius, of every wight about.
Now on this lady, and now on that looking.

Where so she were of toune, or of without

:

And upon case befell, that through a rout
His eye peirced, and so deepe it went
Till on Creseide it smote, and there it stent.

And sodainely for wonder wext astonned,
And gan her bet bL'hold in thrifty wise :

"0 very God," thuuglit lie, "wiar hast thouwoiuied,
That art so faire and goodly to devise V
Therewith his herte gau to spread and rise.

And softe sighed, least men might him licre.

And caught ayeu his firste playing chei'e.

She n'as nat with the most of her stature,
But all her limmes so well answering
Weren to womanhood, that creature
Was never lasse mannish in seeming.
And eke the pure wise of her meaning
Shewed well, that men might in her gesse
Honour, estate, and womanly noblesse.

Tho Troiius, right wonder well withall,

Gan for to like her meaning and her chore,
Which somdele deignous was, for she let fall

Her looke a little aside, in such manere
Ascaunces, what may I not stonden here,
And after that her looking gan she light.

That never thought him seen so good a sight.

And of her looke in him there gan to quicken
So great desire, and such affection,

That in his hertcs bottome gan to sticken
Of her his fixe, and deepe impression:
And though he earst had pored up and doun,
Than was he glad hLs homes in to shrinke,
Unnethes wist he how to looke or whike.

Lo, he that lete him selven so cunning,
And scorned hem that loves paines drien.
Was full unware that Love had his dwelling
Within the subtill streames of her eyen.
That sodainely him thought he felte dyen.
Right with her looke, the spirite in his hert,
Blessed be Love, that thus can folke couvert.

She thus in blacke, liking to Troiius,

Over all thing he stood for to behold

:

But his desire, ne wherefore he stood thus,

lie neither chore made, ne worde told.

But from afcrre, his manner for to hold.

On other thing sometime his looke he cast,

And eft on her, while that the service last :

And after this, nat fulliche all awhaped,
Out of the temple, eselich he went.
Repenting him that ever he had japed
Of Loves folke, kast fully the disccnt

Of scorne fell on himselfe, but what he ment,
Lest it were wist on any manner side,

His woe he gan dissimulen and hide.

Whan he was fro the temple thus departed.
He straight anone unto his pallace turneth.

Right with her loke through shotten and darted,

All faineth he in lust that he sojourneth.

And all his chere and speech also he bourneth,
And aie of Loves servaunts every while

Him selle to wrie, at hem he gan to smile.

And saied, " Lord, so they live all in lust

Ye lovers, for the cunningest of you.

That serveth most cntentifelich and best

Him tite as often harme thereof as prow,
Your hii'e is quit ayen, ye, God wote how.
Not wele for wele, but scorne for good servise.

In faith your order is ruled in good wise.
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" In no certaine been your observiiunces,

But it onoly a sely few points be,

Ne notliing asketh so great attendaunces,

As doth your laie, and that know all ye :

But tliat is not the worst, as mote I the,

But told I you the worst point, I leve.

All sayd J sooth, ye woulden at me greve.

" But take this : that ye lovers oft eschew,

Or else done of good entention,

Full oft thy ladle woU it misse constrew,

And deeme it harme in her opinion,

And yet if she for other encheson

Be wroth, than shalt thou have a groin anon :

Lord, well is him that may been of you one."

But for all this, whan that he seeth his time

He held his peace, none other bote him gained.

For Love began his feathers so to lime,

That well unneth unto his folke he fained.

That other busie needes him distrained.

So woe was him, that what to done he n'ist.

But bad his folke to gon where as hem hst

And whan that he in chamber was alone,

He doune upon his beddes feet him set,

And first he gan to sike, and eft to grone.

And thought aie on her so withouten let,

That as he sate and woke, his spirit met
Tiiat he her saw and temple, and all the wise

Right of her looke, and gan it new avise.

Thus gan he make a mirrour of his mind,
In which he saw all wholy her figure.

And that he well coud in his herte find

It was to hira a right good aventure

To love such one, and if he did his cure

To serven her, yet might he fall in grace,

Or else, for one of her servantes pace.

Imagining, that travaile nor grame
Ne might for so goodly one be lorne

As she, ne him for his desire no shame
All wei'e it wist, but in prise and up borne
Of all lovers, well more than beforne.

Thus argumented he, in his ginning,

Full unavised of nis wo eomming.

Thus took he purpose Loves craft to sewe
And thought he would worken privily

First for to hide his desire in mewe
From everie wight iborne, all overly,

But he might ought recovered been thereby,

Remembring him, that love too wide yblowe
Yelte bitter fruite, though sweet seed be sowe.

And drer all this, full mokell more he thought

What for td speake, and what to holden inne

And what to arten, er to love he sought.

And on a song anone right to beginne.

And gan loude on his sorrow for to winne :

For with good hope he gan fully assent,

Creseide for to love, and nought repent.

And of his song not onely his sentence.

As write mine authour called Lolius,

But plainely save our tongues difference,

I dare well say, in all that Troilus

Sayed in his song, lo every word right thus.

As I shall saine, and who so list it heare

Lo this next verse, he may it finde there.

THE SONG OF TROILIJS. V-V ..
^"^

" If no love is, O God, what feele I so ?

And if love is, what thing and which is he ?

If love be good, from whence cometli my wo ?

If it be wicke, a wonder thinketh me,
Whan every torment and adversite

That cometh of him, may to me savery think :

For aie thurst I the more that iche it druike.

" And if that at mine owne lust I brenne,

From whence cometh my wailing and my plaint

If harme agree me, whereto plaine I thenne,

I n'ot, ne why unwery that I feint.

O quicke death, o sweete harme so queint,

How may of thee in me be such quantite.

But if that I consent that it so be ?

" And if that I consent, I wrongfully

Complaine ywis : thus possed to and fro.

All sterelesse within a bote am I

Amidde the sea, atwixen windes two.

That in contrary stonden ever mo.
Alas, what is this wonder maladie 1

For heat of cold, for cold of heat I die."

And to the god of love thus sayed he

With pitous voice, " lord, now yours is

My spirite, which that oughten yours to be,

You thank I, lord, that ban me brought to this :

But whether goddesse or woman ywis

She be, I n'ot, which that ye do me serve,

But as her man I woll aie live and sterve.

" Ye stonden in her eyen mightily,

As in a place to your vertue digne :

Wherefore, lord, if my servise or I

May liken you, so beth to me benigne,

For mine estate royall here I resigne

Into her honde, and with full humble cheer,

Become her man, as to my lady deer."

In him ne deigned sparen blood royall

The fire of love wherefro God me blesse,

Ne him forbare in no degree, for all

His vertue, or his excellent prowesse,

But held him as his thrall lowe in distresse,

And brenu him so in sundry wise aie newe,

That sixty times a day he lost his hewe.

So mochell day fro day his owne thought

For lust to her gan quicken and encrease,

That everiche other charge he set at nought,

Forthy full oft, his hot fire to cease.

To seen her goodly looke he gan to prease,

For thereby to ben eased well he wend,

And aie the nere he was, the more he brend.

For aie the nere the fire the hotter is,

This (trow I) knoweth all this companie :

But were he ferre or nere, I dare say this.

By night or day, for wisedome or follie,

HLs herte, which that is his brestes eie,

Was aie on her, that fairer was to scene

Than ever was Heleine, or Polixene.

Eke of the day there passed not an hour.

That to himselfe a thousand times he sayd,
" God goodly, to whome I serve and labour

As I best can, now would to God Creseide

Ye woulden on me rue, er that I deide :

My dere herte alas, mine hele and my hew.
And fife is lost, but ye woll on me rew."
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All other dredes weren from him fled.

Both of th'assiege, and his savation,

Ne in de>ire none other formes bi-ed,

But ar£;unieiits to his eonehision,

That she on him would have compassion
And he to ben her man, wliile he may dure,

Lo here his life, and from his death his cure.

The s'larpe showers fell of amies preve
That Hector or his other bretliren didden
Ne made him onely therefore ones meve,
And yet was he, where so men went or ridden,

Found one the best, and leiifiest time abiden
There perill was, and eke did such travaile

In amies, that to tiiinke it was a marvaile.

But for none hate he to the Grcekes had,

Ne also for the rescous of the toun,

Ne made him thus in arnies for to mad,
But onely lo, for this conclusioun,

To liken her the bet for his renoun :

Fro day to day in amies so he sped,

That all the Greekes as the death him dred.

And fro this forth tho reft him love his slepe

And made his nieate his foe, and eke his sorrow
Gan multiply, that who so tooke keepe.

It shewed in his hew both even and morow :

Therefore a title he gan him for to borow
Of other sickenesse, least men of him wend
That the hot fire of love him bx-end.

And sayd he had a fever, and fared amis,
But were it ccrtaine I cannot sey

If that his lady understood not this

Or fained her she n'ist, one of the twey :

But well rede I, that by uo manner wey
Ne seemed it that she on him rought,

Or of his paiue, what so ever he thought.

But than felt this Troilus suche wo
That he was welnigh wood, for aie his drede
Was thi<, that she some wight loved so.

That never of him she would lian take heed :

For which him thought he felt his herte bleed,

Ne of his woe ne durst he nought begin

To tellen her, for all this world to win.

But whan he had a space left from his care,

Thus to himselfe full oft he gan to plaine :

He sayd, " O foole, now art thou in the snare.

That whilom japedest at lovers pain :

Now art thou hent, now gnaw thine owne chain ;

Tliou wert aie woned ech lover reprehend
Of thing fro which thou canst not thee defend.

" What well now every lover saine of thee.

If this be v/ist ? But ever in thine absence
Laughen in scorn, and saine, lo there goeth he
That is the man of greate sapience.

That held us lovers least in reverence :

Now thanked be God, he may gon on that daunce
Of hem that Love list feebly avaunce.

" But o, thou wofull Troilus, God would,
(Slth thou must loven, through thy destine)

That thou beset wer of soch one, that should
Know all thy wo, all lacked her pitee :

But all too cold in love towards thee
Thy ladie is, as frost in winter Moone,
And thou fordo, as snow in fire is soone.

" God would I were arrived in the port
Of death, to which my sorow woll me lede :

Ah lord, to me it were a great conifoi*t.

Than were I (juite of languishing in drede

:

For l)y my hidde sorrow iblowe in brede,
1 shall bejaped been a thousand time,

More than that foole, of whose folly men rime.

" But now help God, and ye my sweet, for whom
I plaine, ycaught ye never wight so fast :

mercie, dcare herte, and lu-lpc me from
The death, for I, while that my life may last.

More than my selfe woll love yon to my last.

And with some frendly look gladeth me swete,

Though never more thing ye to me behete."

These wordes, and full many another mo
He spake, and called ever in his compleint

Her name, for to tellen her his wo.

Til nigh that he in salte teares was dreint.

All W71S for nought, she heard nat his pleint

:

And whan that he bethought on that follie,

A thousand fold his woe gan multiphe.

Bewailing in his chamber thus alone,

A friend of his, that called was Pandare,
Came ones in unware, and heard him grone,

And saw his friend in such distresse and care:
" Alas," (quod he) " who causcth all this fare ?

mercy God, what unhappe may this mene ?

Han now thus sone the Greeks made you lene ?

" Or hast thou some remorse of conscience ?

And art now fall in some devotion,

And wailest for thy sinne and thine offence,

And hast for ferde caught contrition ?

God save hem, that besieged han our toun,

That so can laie our jollitie on presse,

And bring our lustie folke to holynesse."

These wordes said he for the nones all.

That with such thing he might him angry maken.
And with his anger done his sorrow fall, . ,

As for a time, and his courage awaken :

But well wist he, as far as tongues speaken,
Ther nas a man of greater hardinesse
Than he, ne more desired worthinesse.

" What cas," (quod Troilus) " or what aventure
Hath guided thee to seen me languishing,

That am refuse of everie creature ?

But for the love of God, at me praying
Goe hence away, for certes my dying
Woll thee disease, and I mote nodes deie.

Therefore goe way, there n'is no more to seie.

" But if thou wene, I be thus sick for dre<jle,

It is not so, and therefore scorne nought :

There is an other thing I take of liede,

Welmore than ought the Grekes han yet wrought,

Which cause is of my deth for sorow and thought

:

But thougli that I now tell it thee ne lest,

Be thou not wroth, I hide it for the b€«t."

This Pandare, that nigh malt for wo and routh.

Full often sayed, " Alas, what may this be ?

Now friend," (quod he) " if ever love or trouth

Hath been er this betwixen thee and me,
Ne doe thou never such a cruelte.

To hiden fro thy friend so great a care,

West thou not well that I am Pandare ?
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" I woll parten with thee all thy paine,

If it so be I doe thee no comfort,

As it is friendes right, sooth for to saine,

To enterparten woe, as glad disport

I have and shall, for true or false report.

In wrong and right yloved thee all my live,

Hide not thy woe fro me, but tell it blive."

Than gan this sorrowfuU Troilus to sike,

And sayd him thus, " God leve it be my best

To tellen thee, for sith it may thee Hke,

Yet woll I tell it, though my herte brest.

And well wote I, thou maiest do me no rest.

But least thou deeme I trust not to thee

Now hearke friend, for thus it stant with me.

•' Love, ayenst the which who so defendeth

Him selven most, him alderlest availeth.

Wit dispaire so sorrowfully me offendeth

That straight unto the death ray herte faileth :

Thereto desire, so brenningly me assaileth.

That to been slaine, it were a greater joy

To me, tlian king of Gi-ece be and of Troy.

" Suffiseth this, my full friende Pandare,
That I have said, for now wotest thou my wo :

And for the love of God my colde care

So hide it well, I told it never to mo

:

For harmes mighten followen mo than two
If it were wist, but be thou in gladnesse.

And let me sterve unknowne of my distresse."

" How hast thou thus unkindly and long

Hid this fro me, thou fool ? " (quod Pandarus)
" Peraventure thou maist after such one long.

That mine avise anone may helpen us:"
" This were a wonder thing," (quod Ti'oilus)

" Thou couldest never in love thy selfen wisse,

How divell maiest thou bringen me to blisse I
"

"Ye Troilus, now hearken," (quod Pandare)
" Though I be nice, it happeth often so.

That one that of axes doeth full evil fai'e.

By good counsail can keep his frend ther fro :

I have my selfe seen a blinde man go
There as he fell, that could looken wide,

A foole may eke a wise man oft guide.

" A whetstone is no carving instrument,

But yet it maketh sharpe kerving tolls.

And after thou west that I have aught miswent,
Esehue thou that, for such thing to schole is,

Thus often wise men bewaren by foolis :

If thou so doe, thy wit is well bewared.
By his contrarie is everie thing declared.

" For how might ever sweetnesse have be know
To him, that never tasted bitternesse ?

No manne wot what gladnesse is I trow.

That never was in sorrow, or some distresse :

Eke white by blacke, by shame eke worthiiies.

Each set by other, more for other seemeth.
As men may seen, and so the wise it deemeth.

" Sith thus of two contraries is o lore,

I that have in love so oft assayed
Grevaunces, ought connen well the more
Counsailen thee of that thou art dismayed,
And eke the ne ought not been evil! apaied,
Thougli I desu'e with thee for to beare
Thine heavie charge, it shall thee lasse deare.

" I wote well that it fared thus by me,
As to thy brother Paris, an hierdesse.

Which that ycleped was Oenone,
Wrote in a complaint of her heavinesse :

Ye saw the letter that she wrote I gesse."
" Nay never yet ywis," (quod Troilus.)

" Now" (quod Pandare) " hearkeneth , it was thus

" ' Phebus, th.at first found art of medicine,'

(Quod she) ' and coud in everie wightes care

Remedie and rede, by herbes he knew line.

Yet to himselfe his cunning was full bare.

For love had him so bounden in a snare.

All for the daughter of king Admete,
That all his craft ne coud his sorrow bete.'

" Right so fare I, unhappie for me,
I love one best, and tliat me smerteth sore :

And yet peradventure can I reden thee

And nat my selfe : reprove me no more, >''

I have no cause I wote well for to sore.

As doeth an hauke, that listeth for to play,

But to thine helpe, yet somewhat can I say.

" And of o thing, right siker mayest thou be.

That certaine for to dyen in the paine

That I shall never mo discover thee,

Ne by my trouth, I keepe nat to restraine

Thee fro thy love, although it were Helleine,

That is thy brothers wife, if iche it wist.

Be what she be, and love her as thee list.

" Therefore as friendfullich in me assure.

And tell me"platte, what is thine encheson.

And final! cause of woe, that ye endure :

For doubteth nothing, mine eutention

Nas not to you of reprehension

To speak e, as now, for no wight may bereve

A man to love, till that him list to leve.

" And weteth well, that both too been vicis,

Misti-usten all, or else all beleve :

But well I wote, the meane of it no vice is.

As for to trusten some wight is a preve

Of trouth, and forthy would I faine remeve
Thy wrong conceit, and do the some wight trust

Thy woe to tell : and tell me if thou lust.

" The wise eke sayth, woe him that is alone,

For and he fall, he hath none helpe to rise :

And sith thou hast a fellow, tell thy nione,

i'or this n'is nought certaine the next wise

To winnen love, as teachen us the wise,

To wallow and weep, as Niobe the queene.

Whose teares yet in marble been yseene.

" Let be thy weeping, and thy drerinesse.

And let us lesen woe with other speech.

So may thy wufuU time seeme the lesse

;

Delighte nought in woe, thy woe to seech,

As doen these fooles, that hir sorrowes echs

With sorrowe, whan they lian misaventure.

And lusten nought to sechen other cure.

" Men saine, to wretch is consolation

To have another fellow in his paine:

That ought well been our opinion.

For bothe thou and I of love doe plaine.

So full of sorrow am I, sooth to saine,

That certainly, as now no more hard grace

May sit on me, for why, tliere is no space.
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" If Gtid woll, tlioii art nouj;lit agast of ine,

Least I would of tliv ladie thee beijuile :

Thou wost thy silfe, whom that I love parde

As I best can, gone sithcii longe wliile,

And sitheu thou wost, I doe it for no wile,

And sith I am he, that thou trusteth most.

Tell me somwhat, since all my woe thou wost."

Yet Troilus, for all this no word said.

But long he laie still, as he dead were,

And after this, with siUing he abraid,

And to Pandarus voice he lent his care.

And up his even cast he : and than in feare

Was Pandarus least that in frenseye.

He should either fall or else soone deye.

And sayd, "Awake," full wonderlich and sliari)e,

" What slumbrest thou, as in a litargie ?

Or art thou like an asse to the harpe,

That heareth sound, whan men the stringes ply,

But in his mind, of that no melodie

May sinke him to gladen, for that he
So dull is, in his bestialite 2"

And with this Pundare of his wordes stent :

But Troilus to him nothing answerde,

For why, to tell was nought his eiitent

Never to no man, for whome that he so ferdo:

For it is sayd, men ma ken oft a ycrde
With which the maker is himselfe ybeten
In sundrie manner, as these wise men treten

And nameliche in his counsaile telling,

That toncheth love, that ought been seere .

For of himselfe it woll inough out spring

But if that it the bet governed be.

Eke sometime it is craft to seeme flee

Fro thing wliich in effect men hunten fast

:

All this gan Troilus iu his herte cast. J
But natheles, whan he had heard him crie.

Awake he gan, and sike wonder sore

:

And sayd, " My friende, though that I still lie,

I am not dcefe, now peace and crie no more :

For I have heard thy wordes and thy lore,

But suffer me my fortune to bewailen.

For thy proverbes may nought me avaiUn.

" Nor other cure canst thou none for me.
Eke I n'ill not been cured, I woll die :

What know I of the queene Niobe ?

Let be thine old ensamples, I thee prey."
" No friend," (quod Pandarus) " therfore I sey.

Such is delight of fooles to beweepe
Hir woe, but to seeken bote they ne keepe.

" Now know I that reason in thee faileth :

But tell me, if I wiste what she were
For whome that thee all misaventure aileth,

Durste thou that I told it in her eare
Thy woe, sith thou darst not thy self for fear,

And her besought on thee to han some routh ?"
•' ^^ hy, nay," (quod he) "by God and bymy trouth.'

^"^'liat, not as busily" (quod Pandarus)
!

though mine owne life lay in this need ?
"

I

' liy, no parde, sir," (quod this Troilus.)

L.id why?"—"For that thou shouldest never 1

speed."
• ^\ ost thou that well \

"—" Ye, that is out of
\

dreed,"
j

(Quod Troilus) " for all tliat ever ye conne,

She woll to no such wretch as I be wonne."

(Quod Pandarus) " Alas what may this be,

That thou dis[iaired art, thus causelesse I

What, liveth nat thy ladie, benedicite ?

How wost thou so, that thou art gracelesse ?

Such evill is not alway botelesse :

Why, put not thus impossible thy cure,

Sith thing to come is oft in aventure.

" I graunt weil that' thou endurest wo,

As sharpe as doth he Tesiphus in Hell,

Whose stouiacke foules tiren evernio,

That hightt'u vultures, as bookes tell :

But I may not endure that thou dwell

In so unskilfiiU an opinion.

That of thy woe n'is no curation.

" But ones n'ill thou, for thy coward herte,

And for thine yre, and foolish wilfulnesse.

For wantrust tellen of thy sorrowes smert,

Ne to thine owne lielpe do businesse,

As much as speake a word, yea more or lesse.

But lyest as he that of life nothing retch,

What woman living coud love such a wretch ?

" What may she demon other of thy death.

If thou thus die, and she n'ot why it is,

But that for feare, is yolden up thy breath.

For Greekes lian besie^red us ywis ?

Lord, which a thank shalt thou have than of this

Thus woll she saine, and all the toun atones,

The wretch is deed, the divel have his boues.

" Thou mayest alone hei-e wecpe, cry, and knele,

And love a woman that she wote it uouL;lit,

And .she will quite it that thou shalt not feel :

Unknow unkist, and lost that is unsought.

What, many a man hath love full dere ybouglit

Twentie winter that his ladie ne wist,

That never yet his ladit j- mouth he kist.

" What, should he therrorc fallen in dispair ?

Or be recreaunt for Ids owne tene,

Or slaine himselfe, all be his ladie faire ?

Nay, nay : but ever in one be fi'esh and green,

To serve and love his dere hertes queen.

And thinke it is a guerdone her to serve

A thousand part more than he can deserve."

And of that worde tooke licede Tniilus,

And thought anon, what folly he was in.

And how that sooth him sayed Pandarus,

That for to slaien himselfe, might he not win,

But both doen unmanhood and a sin

And of his death his ladie nouglit to wite.

For of his woe, God wote she knew full lite.

And with that tliought, he gan full sore sike.

And sayd, " Alas, what is me best to doe I"

To whome Pandare sayed, " If thee it like,

The best is, that thou telle me thy woe,

And have my tror.th. but if thou finde it so

I be thy boote, or it lu-en full long.

To peeces doe me drawe, and sithen hong."

« Yea, SO sayest thou," (quod Troilus) "alas,

But God wote it is nought the rather so :

Full hard it were to heljien in this caas,

For well finde I, that Fortune is my fo :
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Ne all the men that ride con or go.

May of her oruell whele the barme withstond,

For as her list, she playeth with free and bond."

(Quod Pandarus) " Than blaraest thou Fortune,

For thou art wroth, ye now at ewst 1 see,

Wost thou not well that Fortun is commune
To everie manner wight in some degree I

And yet thou hast this comfort, lo parde.

That as her joyes moten overgone,

So mote her sorrowes passen everichone.

" For if her whele stint any thing to tourne.

Than cesseth she Fortune anone to be :

Mow sith her whele by no way may sojourn,

What wost thou of her mutalsilitie ?

Whether as thy self lust she woll don by thee,

Or that she be nought ferre fro thine helping,

Peraventure thou hast cause for to sing.

" And therfore wost thou what I thee beseech ?

Let be thy woe, and tourning to the ground :

For who so list have healing of his leech,

To him behooveth first unwrie his wound :

To Cerberus in Hell aie be I bound,
Wer it for my suster all thy sorrow,

By my wUl she should be thine to morrow.

" Looke up, I say, and tell me what she is

Anone, that I may gone about thy need :

Know ich her aught, for my love tell me this
;

Than would I hope rather for to speed."
Tlio gan the veine of Troilus to bleed.

For he was hit, and woxe all redde for shame,
" Aha," (quod Pandare) "here beginneth game.'

And with that word, he gan him for to shake.

And sayd him thus, " Thou shalt her name tell :"

But tho gan sely Troilus for to quake,
As though men should ban had him into Hell,

And sayed, " Alas, of all my woe the well,

Than is my sweete foe called Creseide,"

And well nigh with that word for feare he deide.

And whan that Pandare herd her name neven,
Lord, he was glad, and saied, " Friend so deere,

Now fare a right, for Joves name in Heaven,
Love hath beset thee well, be of good cheere.

For of good name, and wisdom, and manere
She hath inough, and eke of gentlenesse :

If she be faire, thou wost thy selfe, I gesse.

" Ne never seie I a more bounteous
Of her estate, ne a gladder : ne of speech
A friendiyer, ne more gracious

For to doe well, ne lasse had ned to seech

What for to doen, and all this bet to ech
In honour to as farre as she may stretch :

A kinges herte seemeth by hers a wretch.

," And forthy, look of good comfort thou be :

For certainely the fii'st point is this

Of noble courage, and well ordaine the
A man to have peace with himselfe ywis :

So oughtest thou, for nought but good it is.

To loven well, and in a worthy place.

Thee ought not clepe it happe, but grace.

" And also thinke, and therewith glad thee,

That sith the ladie vertuous is all,

So followeth it, that there is some pitee

Amonges all these other in generall.

And for they see that thou in speciall

Require nought, that is ayen her name,
For vertuo stretcheth not himself to shame.

" But well is me, that ever I was born,

That thou beset art in so good a place :

For by my trouth in love I durst have swoi'n,

Thee should never have tidde so fair a grace.

And wost thou why ? for thou were wont to chace
At Love in scorne, and for dispite him call >

Saint Idiote, lord of these fooles all. J
" How often hast thou made thy nice japes.

And saied, that Loves servaunts everichone
Of nicete ben verie goddes apes,

And some would monche hir meat all alone,

Ligging a bed, and make hem for to grone.

And some thou saidest had a blaunch fevere,

And praidest God, they should never kevere.

" And some of hem took on hem for the cold.

More than inough, so saydest thou full oft
;

And some ban fained oft time and told.

How that they waken, whan they sleepe soft.

And thus they would have set hem self a loft.

And uathelesse were under at the last,

Thus saydest thou, and japedest full fast.

" Yet saydest thou, that for the more part

These lovers would speake in generall,

And thoughten it was a siker art.

For failing, for to assayeu over all :

Now may I jape of thee, if that I shall
;

But nathelesse, though that I should deie,

Thou art none of tho, I dare well seie.

" Now bete thy brest, and say to god of love,
' Thy grace, lord, for now I me repent

If I misspake, for now my selfe, I love :
'

Thus say with all thine herte, in good entent."

(Quod Troilus) '' Ah lord, I me consent.

And pray to thee, my japes thou foryeve,

And I shall never more while I live."

" Thou sayst wel," (quod Pandare) "and now I hope
That thou the goddes wrath hast all appeased :

And sith thou hast wepten many a drop,

And saied such thing wherwith thy god is plesed.

Now would never god, but thou were eased :

And think well she, of whom rest all thy wo,

Here after may thy comfort been also.

" For thilke ground, that beareth the wedes wick,

Beareth eke these holsome herbes, as full oft

Next the foule nettle, rough and thick.

The rose wexetli, soote, smooth, and soft,

And next the valey is the hill a loft.

And next the derke night the glad morowe.
And also joy is next the fine of sorrow.

" Now looke that attempre be thy bridell,

And for tlie best aie suffer to the tide,

Or else all our labour is on jdell.

He hasteth well, that wisely can abide :

Be diligent and true, and aie well hide.

Be lustie, free, persever in thy servise.

And all is well, if thou worke in this wise.

" But he that departed is in everie place

Is no where hole, as writen clerkes wise :

What wonder is, if such one have no grace ?
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Eke wost thou how it fareth of some service,

As plant a tree or iierbe, in sondrie wise,

And on the morrow pull it up as blive,

No wonder is, tliough it may never thrive.

" A;id sith the god of love hath thee bestowed

In )ilace digne unto thy worthinesse,

Stoiide fast, for to good port hast thou rowed.

And of thy selfe, for any heaviuesse,

Hope alwaie well, for but if drerinesse

Or over-haste both our labour shend,

1 hope of this to makeu a good end.

" And wost thou why, I am the lasse afered

Of this matter wiili my nece to trete ?

For this have I heard say of wise lered.

Was never man or woman yet beyete.

That was unapt to suffer loves liete

Celestiall, or els love of kind :

Forthy, some grace I hope in her to find.

" And for to speake of her in speciall.

Her beautie to bethinkcn, and her youth.

It sit lier nought, to been celestiall

As yet, though that her list botlie and koutli :

And truely it sit her well riglit nouth

A worthy knight to loven and cherice,

And but she doe, 1 hold it for a vice.

" Wherefore I am, and woll be aye ready
To jtaine me to doe you this service.

For both you to please, this hope I

Here after, for that ye been botli wise,

And con counsaile keepe in such a wise.

That no man shall the wiser of it bee,

And so we maie ben gladded all three,

" And by my trouth I have right !!ow of thee

A good conceit, in my wit as I gesse :

And what it is, I woll now that thou see,

I thinke that sith Love of his goodnesse
Hath thee converted out of wickednesse,

That thou shall been the beste post, I leva,

Of all his lay, and most his foes greve.

" Ensample why, see now these great clerkes,

That erren aldermost ayen a law.

And ben converted from hir wicked wei-kes

Throgh grace of God, that lest hem to withdrawe:
They arn the folke that han God most in awe.
And strengcst faithed been, I understond,

And con an errour alderbest withstond."

Whan Ti'oilus had herd Pandare assented

To ben his heipe in loving of Creseide,

He wext of his wo, as who saith uiiturmented.
But hotter wext his love, and than he said

With sober chere, as though his herte plaid :

" Now blissfull Venus helpe, ere that I sterve.

Of thee Pandare I mow some thank deserve.

" But dere friend, how sliall my wo be lesse,

Till this be done ? and good eke tell me this.

How wilt thou saine of me and my distresse.

Least she be wroth, this drede I most ywis.
Or woll not heren all, how it is.

All this drede 1, and eke for the manere
Of thee her Erne, she n'ill no such thing here."

(Quod Pandarus) " Thou hast a full great care.
Lest the chorle may fall out of the Moone :

Why, lord ! I hate of thee the nice fare.

Why entremete of that thou hast to doone
For Godes love, I bid thee a boone :

So let me alone, and it shall be thy best."
" Wiiy frond" (4Uod he) "than done right as thee

lest.

" But hcrke Pandare o word, for I n'olde,
That thou in me wendest so great follie,

That to my lady 1 desiren should,
That touclieth liarme, or any villanie :

For dredolesse me were lever to die.

Than she of me ought els understood.
But that, that miglit sownen into good."

Tho lough this Pandarus, and anon answerd :

" And 1 thy borow, fie no wi^rbt doth but so,

I raught not though she stoode and herd.

How that thou saiest, but farwell, I woll go :

Adieu, be glad, God speed us bothe two,
Yeve me this labour and this businesse.

And of my speed be thine all the sweetnesse."

Tho Troilus gan doune on knees to fall,

And Pandare in his amies hent him fast.

And saide, " Now fie on the Greekes all :

Yet parde, God shall helpen at the last.

And dredolesse, if that my life may last,

And God toforne, lo some of iiem shall smerte.
And yet me a thinketli that this avaunt masterte.

" And now Pandare, I can no more say.

Thou wise, thou wost, thou maist, thou art all :

My life, my death, hole in thine bond I lay,

Helpe me now," (quod he.) " Yes by toy trouth
I shal."

" God yeeld thee friend, and this in speciall
"

(Quod Troilus) " that thou me recommaund
To her that may me to the death commaund."

This Pandarus tho, desirous to serve
His full frende, he said in this manere :

" Farewell, and thinke 1 woll thy thanke deserve.
Have here my trouth, and that thou shalt here,"
And went his way, thinking on this matere.
And how he best might beseechen her of grace.

And find a time thereto and a place.

For every wight tliat liath a house to found,
He rennetli nat the werke for to begin.
With rakel bond, but he woll biden stound
And send his hertes line out fro within,

Alderfirst his purpose for to win :

All thus Pandare in his herte thought,
And cast his werke full wisely ere he wrought.

But Troilus lay tho no lenger doun.
But anone gat upon his stede bale.

And in the field he j)layed the lioun.

Wo was the Greek, that with him met that daye :

And in the toune, his manner tho forth aye
So goodly was, and gat him so in grace.

That eche him loved that looked in his face.

For he became the friendliest wight,

The gentilest, and eke the most free.

Tile thriftiest, and one the best knight
That in his time was, or els might be :

Dead were his japes and his cruelte.

His high port and his manner straunge.
And each of hem gan for a vertue chaiuj^'e.

t2
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Now let us stint of Troilus a stound.

That fareth like a man that hurt is sore,

And ia somedele of aUing of his wound

Ylessed well, but healed no dele more :

And as an easie patient the lore

Abite of him that goeth about his cure,

And thus he di-iveth forth his aventure.

EXPUCIT LIBER PRIMUS.

B. 11. V. 1—109.

Out of these black wawes let us for to saile,

O winde, now the weather ginneth clere :

For in the sea the boate hatli such travails

Of my conning, that unneth I it store :

This sea clepe I the tempestous matere

Of deepe dispaire, that Troilus was in :

But now of hope the kalendes begin.

lady mine, that called art Cleo,

Thou be my spede fro this forth, and my Muse,

To rime well this booke till I liave do.

Me needeth here none other art to use :

For why, to every lover I me excuse,

That of no sentement I this endite.

But out of Latine in my tongue it write.

Wherefore I n'il have neither thank ne blame
Of all this worke : but pray you niekely,

Disblameth me, if any word be lame,

For as mine authour said, so say I :

Eke though I speake of love unfeelingly,

No wonder is, for it nothing of new is,

A blind man cannot judgen well iu hewis.

1 know, that in forme of speech is change
Within a thousand yere, and wordes tho

That hadden prise, now wonder nice and strange

Thinketh hem, and yet they spake hem so.

And spedde as well in love, as men now do :

Eke for to winnen love, in sundry ages.

In sondry londes sundry ben usages.

And forthy, if it happe in any wise,

That here be any lover in this place,

That herkeneth, as tlie story woll devise,

How Troilus came to his ladies grace,

And thinketh, so nolde I not love purchase,

Or wondreth on his speech or his doing,

I not, but it is to me no wondring :

For every wight, which that to Rome went.

Halt nat o patlie, ne alway o maiiere :

Eke in snme lond were all the gamen shent.

If that men farde in love, as men done here.

As thus, in open doing or in chere.

In visiting, in forme, or said our saws,

Forthy men sain, ech country hath his laws.

Eke scarsely ben there in this place three.

That have in love said liUe, and done in all :

For to this purpose this may liken thee,

And thee right nought, yet all is done or shall

:

Eke some men grave in tre, som in stone wall.

As it betide, but sitli I have begonne,
Mine authour shall 1 follow, as I konne.

INCIPIT LIBER SECUNDUS.

In May, that mother is of mnneths glade.

That the fresh floures, both blew, white, and rede,

Ben quick ayen, that winter dead made.
And full of baume is Acting every raede,

Whan Phebus doth his brighte beames spred,

Right in the white Bole, it so betidde.

As I shall sing, on Mayes day the thridde.

That Pandarus, for all his wise speaeh.

Felt eke his part of Loves shottes kene,

That coud he never so well of loving preach,

It made his hew a day full ofte gi'ene :

So shope it, that him fill that day a tene

In love, for which in wo to bed he went,

And made ere it were day full many a went.

The swallow Progne, with a sorrowfull lay.

Whan morrow come, gan make her waimenting
Why she forshapen was : and ever lay

Pandare a bed, halfe in a slombring,
Till she so nigh him made her waimenting,
How Tereus gan forth her suster take,

That with the noise of her he gan awake,

And to call, and dresse him up to rise,

Remembring him his arrand was to done
From Troilus, and eke his great emprise.

And cast, and knew in good plite was the Moone
To done voiage, and tooke his way full soone
Unto his neces paleis there beside :

Now Janus god of entre, thou him guide.

When he was come unto his neces place,

" Where is my lady," to her folke (quod he)

And they him told, and he forth in gan pace,

And found two other ladies sit and shee.

Within a paved parlour, and they three

Herden a maiden hem reden the geste

Of the siege of Thebes, while hem leste :

(Quod Pandarus) " Madame, God you see,

With your booke, and all the companie :"

" Eigli, uncle mine, welcome ywis," (quod shee)

And up she lose, and by the bond in hie

She tooke him fast, <and said, " This night thrie.

To good mote it turne, of you I met :"

And with that word, she downe on bench him set.

" Yea, nece, ye shull faren well the bet,

If God woll, all this yeai-e," (quod Pandarus)
" But I am sorry that I have you let

To hearken of your booke, ye praisen thus :

For Godes love what saith it, tell it us,

Is it of love, or some good ye me lere ?"

" Uncle" (quod she) " your maistresse is nat here."

With that they gonnen laugh, and tho she seide,

" This romaunce is of Thebes, that we rede,

And we have lieard how that king Laius deide

Through Edippus his sonne, and al the dede :

And here we stinten, at these letters rede,

How the bisliop, as the booke can tell,

Amphiorax, fell through the gi'ound to Hell."

(Quod Pandarus) " All this know I my se've,

And all th'assiege of Thebes, and the care.

For hereof ben there maked bookes twelve :

But let be this, and tell me how ye fare.
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Do way your barbe, and shew your face bare,

00 way your book, rise up and let us daunce,

And let us done to May some observauuce."

" Eigli, God forbid :" (quod she) " be ye mad 1

Is tliat a widdowes life, so God you save ?

By God ye maken nie rifjlit sore adrad.

Ye ben so wild, it seenielh as ye rave,

It sat inc well bet aye in a cave

To bide, and rede on holy saintes lives :

Let maidens gou to daunce, and yonge wives."

•* As ever thrive I," (quod this Pandarus)
*' Yet could I tell o thing, to done you play :"

"Now uncle dei-e," (quod she) " tell it us

For Godes love, is than th'assiege awey ?

1 am of Greekes ferde, so that 1 dey :"

" Nay, nay," (quod he) " as ever mote I thrive,

It is a thing well bet than suche five."

« Ye holy God," (quod she) "what thing is that,

What, bet than suche five ? eigh nay y wis,

For all this world ne can I reden what
It shoulde ben ; some jape I trow it is,

And but your selven tell us what it is.

My wit is for to arede it all to leane :

As helpe me God, I u'ot what that ye me^ne."

" And I your borow, ne never shall," (quod he)
" This thing be told to you, as mote I thrive :"

" And why, uncle mine, why so 5 " (quod she)
" By God," (quod he) " that woU I tell as bUve,

For prouder woman is there none on live.

And ye it wist, in all the tonne of Tz-oy :

I jape nat, so ever have 1 joy."

Tho gan she wondren more than before,

A thousand fold, and tlowno lur even cast :

For never sith the time that she was bore.

To kuowen thing desired she so fast.

And with a sike, she said him at the last,

" Now uncle mine, I n'ill you not displease.

Nor asken moi'e, that may do you disease."

So after this, witli many wordcs glade,

And friendly tales, and with merry chere.

Of this and that they speake, and gonnen wade
111 many an unkouth glad and deepe matere.

As friendes done, whan they bethe yfere.

Till she gan asken him how Hector ferde,

That was the tounes wall, and Greekes yerde.

" Full wel I thanke it God," said Pandarus,
" Save in his arme he hath a little wound,
And eke his fresh brother Troilus,

The wise worthy Hector the secound,

In whom that every vertue ILst habound.
And first all trouthe, and all geutlenesse,

Wisedom, honour, freedom, and worthinesse."

" In good faith, eme," (quod she) " that liheth me.
They faren well, God save hem both t^vo :

For trewliche, I hold it great deiutie,

A kinges .Sonne in armes well to do,

And be of good conditions thereto :

For great power, and morall vertue here
Is selde iseene in one persone ifere."

" In good faith, that is sooth" (quod Pandarus)
" But by my trouth the king hath sonnes twey.
That is to meane, Hector and Troilus,

That certainly though that I should dey.

They ben as void of vices, dare 1 sey,

As any men that liven under Sunne,
Hir might is wide ykuow, and what they conne.

" Of Hector needeth it no more for to tell.

In all this world there n'is a better knight

Than he, that is of worthinesse the well,

And he well more vertue hath than might,

This knoweth numy a wise and worthy knight

:

And the same prise of Troilus 1 sey,

God helpe me so, I know not suche twey."

" By God," (quod she) " of Hector that is sooth,

And of Troilus the same thing trow 1 :

For drcdelesse, men telltth that he dooth

In arnics day by day so worllu'ly,

And heareth him here at home so gently

To every wight, that all ])rise hath he

Of hem that me were levest praised be."

" Ye say right sooth ywis," (quod Pandarus)
" For yesterday, who so had with him been,

Mighten have wondred u[>on Troilus,

For never yet so thicke a swarme of been
Ne flew, as Gi-eekes from him gan fleen.

And through the field in every wightcs earc.

There was no crie, but Troilus is there.

" Now here, now there, he hunted hem so fast,

There nas but Greekes blood, and Troilus,

Now him he hurt, and him all doun he cast.

Aye where he went it was arraied thus :

He was hir death, and shield and lite for us,

That as the day tlier durst him none withstond,

While that he held his bloody swerd in bond.

" Thereto he is the friendliest man
Of great estate, that e\ er 1 saw my live :

And where him list, best fellowship can

To such as him thinketh able for to thrive."

And with that word, tho Pandarus as blive

He tooke his leave, and said, " I woU gon hen :"

" Nay, blame have I, uncle," ^^quod she then.)

" What eileth you to be weary thus soone,

And nameliche of women, woll ye so ?

Nay sitteth doune, by God 1 have to done

With you, to speake of wisedome er ye go :"

And every wight that was about hem tho.

That heard that, gan ferre away to stond.

While they two had all that hem list in bond.

Whan that her tale all brought was to an end

Of lier estate, and of her governaunee,

( Quod Pandarus) " Now time is that I wend.

But yet I say, ariseth, let us daunce.

And cast your widdows habit to mischaunce :

What list'you thus your selfe to disfigure,

Sith you is tidde so glad an aventure V

" But well bethought : for love of God," (quod she)

Shall 1 not weteu what ye meane of this I"

• No, this thing asketh leaser tho," (quod he)

" And eke me would full nmch greve ywis.

If I it told, and ye it tooke amis :

Yet were it bette my tongue to hold still,

Than say a sooth, that were ayeust your will.

'• For nece mine, by the goddesse Minerve,

And Jupiter, that maketh the thunderring.

And the blisfuU Venus, that I serve,

Ye ben the woman in this world liv'ng
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VVithouten paramours, to my weting,

That 1 best love, and lothest am to greve,

And that ye weten well your selfe, L leve."

" Ywis mine uncle," (quod she) " graunt mercy,
Your friendship have 1 founden ever yet,

I am to no man beholden truely

So mucli as you, and have so little quit :

And with the grace of God, emforth my wit

As in m.y guilt, I shall you never offend,

And if 1 have ere this, I woU amend.

" But for the love of God I you beseech

As ye be he that I love most and trist.

Let be to me your frenied manner speech,

And say to me your nece what you list :"

And with that wcrd her uncle anon her kist,

And said, " Gladly my leve nece so dere.

Take it for good that I shall say you here."

With that she gan her eien doune to cast,

And Pandarus to coughe gan a lite,

And said :
" Nece, ahvay lo, to the last,

How so it be, that some men hem delite

With subtle art hir tales for tendite.

Yet for all that in hir entention,

Hir tale is all for some conclusion.

" And sitli the end is every tales strength,

And this matter is so behovedly.

What should 1 paint it or di-awen it on length

To you, that ben my friend so faithfully 1

"

And with that word he gan right inwardly
Beholden her, and looken in her face.

And said, " On such a mirrour much good grace.'

Than thought he thus, " If I my tale endite

Ought hard, or make a processe any while.

She shall no savour have therein but lite.

And trow I would her in my will beguile :

For tender wittes wenen all be wile,

Whereas they con nat plainlich understond :

Forthy her wit to serven woU I fond."

And looked on her in a busie wise.

And srie was ware that he beheld her so :

" Ah lord," (quod she) "so fast ye me avise,

Saw ye me never ere now, what say ye no ?
"

" Yes, yes," (quod he) "and bet woU ere I go :

But by my trouth I thought nowe, if ye

Be fortunate : for now men shall it see.

" For every wight some goodly aventure.

Sometime is shape, if he it can receiven :

But if he n'ill take of it no cure

Whan that it cometh, but wilfully it weiven :

Lo, neither case nor fortune him deceiveu.

But right his own slouth and wretchednesse :

And such a wight is for to blame, I gesse.

" Good aventure, belle nece, have ye

Full lightly founden, and ye conne it take :

And for the love of God, and eke of me,
Catch it anone, least aventure slake :

What should I lenger processe of it make,
Yeve me your bond, for in this world is non,

If that you list, a wight so well begon.

" And sith I speake of good ententioun.

As I to you have told well here beforne.

And love as well your honour and renoun,

As any creature in all the world yborue

:

By all the othes that I have you sworne.
And ye be wroth therefore or wene I lie,

Ne shall I never seene you eft with eie.

" Beth nat agast, ne qmiketh nat, whereto ?

Ne chaunge nat fur fere so your hew.

For hardely the worst of this is do :

And though my tale as now be to you new.
Yet trust ahvay : ye shall me finde true,

And were it thing that me thought unfitting,

To you ne would I no such tales bring."

' Now, my good erne, for Godes love I prey,"

^'Quod she) " come off tell me what it is :

For both I am agast what ye woll say.

And eke me longeth it to wit ywis :

For whether it be well, or be amis.

Say on, let me not in this feare dwell."
" So woll I done, now hearkeneth I shall tell

:

" Now, nece mine, the kinges own dere soime,

The good, wise, worthy, fresh, and fi-ee,

Which ahvay for to done well is his wonne.
The noble Troilus so loveth thee.

That but ye helpe, it woll his bane be,

Lo here is all, what should I more sey 1

Doth what you list, to make him live or dey

" But if ye let him die, I woll sterven,

Have here my trouthe, nece, I nill not lien.

All should I with this knife my thi-ote kerveii

With that the teares burst out of his eien.

And said. " If that ye done us both dien

Thus guiltlesse, than have ye fished faire :

What mend ye, though that we both apaire ?

" Alas, he which that is my lord so dere.

That trewe man, that noble gentle knight,

That nought desireth but your friendly chere,

I see hiui dien, there he goeth upright

:

And hasteth him with all his fulle might
For to ben slaine, if his fortune assent,

Alas that God you such a beautie sent.

" If it be so that ye so cruell be.

That of his death you listeth nought to retch.

That is so trew and worthy as we see.

No more than of a japer or a wretch.

If ye be such, your beaute may nat stretch,

To make amendes of so cruell a dede

:

Avisement is good before the nede.

" Wo worth the faire gemme vertulesse,

W^o worth that hearbe also that doth no bote.

Wo worth the beauty that is routhlesse,

Wo worth that wight that trede ech under fote

And ye that ben of beautie croppe and rote,

If therewithal! in you ne be no routh.

Than is it harme ye liven by my trouth.

" And also thinke well, that this is no gaud.

For me were lever, thou, I, and he

Were honged, than I should ben his baud,

As high as men might on us all ysee

:

I am tliine eme, the shame were to mee,
As well as thee, if that I should assent

Tlirough mine abet, that he thine honour shent

" Now understond, for I you nought requere

To bind you to him, through no behest.

Save onely that ye make him better cheere

Than ye han don or this, and more feste.
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So that his life be saved at the lesto :

This al and some, and plainly our entente,

God helpe me so, 1 never other mente.

" Lo, this request is nouijlit but skill ywis,

Ne doubt of reason parde is there none :

I set tiie worst, that ye dreden this,

Men would wonder to seen him come and gone :

There ayenst answere I thus anone,

Tliat every wight, but he be foole of kind,

Woll deeme it love of frendship in his mind.

" What, who woll demen tho he see a man
To temple gone, that he the images eutelli {

Thinke eke, how well and wisely that he can

Govern himselfe, that he nothing foryctteth.

That wherheeometh,heprisandthonklum getteth

;

And eke thereto he shal come here so seld,

What force were it, thogh all the toun beheld.

" Such love of friends reigneth thorow al this toun :

And wrie j'ou in that mantle e\ ermo,

And God so wis be my salvatioun

As I have sayd, your best is to do so :

But, good nece, alway to stint liis wo.

So let your daunger sugred ben alite,

That of his death ye be not all to wite."

Creseide, which that herd him in this wise,

Thought, ' I shall felen what he meaneth ywis :'

" Now erne." (quod she) '' what would ye devise ?

What is your rede, I siiould done of this ?
"

" That is well said," (quod lie) " cei-taine best is,

That ye him love ayen for his loving,

And love for love is skilful! guerdoning.

" Thinke eke how elde wasteth every hour

In each of you a part of beaute,

And therefore, ere that age the devour,

Go love, for old there woll no wight of thee :

Let this proverbe, a lore unto you bee,

' Too late yware ' (quod beaute) ' whan it past.

And elde daunteth daunger, at the last.'

" The kinges foole is wont to crie aloud.

Whan that he thinketh a woman boretli her hie,

* So longe mote ye liven, and all proud.

Till crowes feet growen under your eie,

And send you than a mirrour in to prie.

In which that ye may see your face a morow,'

Nece, 1 bid him wish you no more sorow."

With this he stint, and caste down the head.

And she began to brest and wepe anone,

And said, " Alas for wo, why nere I dead,

For of this world the faith is all agone :

Alas, what shoulden straunge unto me done.

Whan he that for my best frende I wend.

Rate me to love, and should it me defend.

" Alas, I would have trusted doubteles.

That if that I, tlirough my disaventure,

Had loved either him or Achilles,

Hector, any other creature,

Ye nolde have liad mercy ne measure
On me, but alway had me in repreve

:

This false world alas, who may it leve I

" What l is this all the joy and all the feast I

Ts this your rede ? is this my blisfuli caas ?

Is this the very mede of your behest I

Is ail this painted processe said (alas)

Right for this fine ? O lady mine Pallas,

Thou in this dredefull case for me purvey.
For so astonied am 1, that 1 dey."

With that she gan full sorrowfully to sike,
" Ne may it be no bet," (quod Pan<larus)
" By God I shall no more come here tiiis wcke,
And God toforiie, that am mistrusted thus :

I see well now ye settcii light of us,

Or of our death, alas, I wofuU wretch.
Might he yet live, of me were nought to retch.

" cruell god, O dispitous Marte,
furies three of Hell, on you 1 crie.

So let me never out of this house depart,

If that I meant liarme or villanie :

But sith I see my lord mote needes die,

And I with him, here I me shrive and sey,

That wickedly ye done us both to dey.

" But sith it liketh you, that I be dead,

By Neptunus, that god is of the see.

Fro this forth shall I never eaten bread.

Till that I mine owne lierte blood may see :

For certaine I woll die as soone as hee."

And up he stert, and on his way he raught.

Till she agaiue him by the lappe caught.

Creseide, which that well nigh starf for feare,

So as she was the fenrfullest wiglit

That might be, and heard eke with her eare,

And saw the sorrowfull earnest of the knight.

And in his praier saw eke none unright.

And for the harmc eke that might fall more.
She gan lo rew and dread her wonder sore.

And thought thus, " Unhapes do fallen thicke

Alday for love, and in such manner caas.

As men ben cruell in hcmselfe and wicke :

And if this man slee here himselfe, alas,

In my presence, it n'ill be no solas.

What men would of it deme I can nat say.

It needeth me full slighly for to play."

And with a sorowfull sigh, she said thrie,

" Ah, Lord, what nie is tidde a sorry cliauncc.

For mine estate lieth in jcopardie.

And eke mine emes life lietli in ballaunce :

But nathelesse, with (lodes governaunce

1 shall so done, mine honour shall I keepe.

And eke his life, and stinte for to weepe.

" Of harmes two, the lesse is for to chese,

Yet had I lever maken him good cliere

In honour, than my emes life to leso,

Ye sain, ye nothing eles me requcre."
" No wis," (quod he) " mine ov.ne nece so dere."

" Now well " (quod she) "and I woll done my paint

I shall mine herte ayen my lust constraine.

" But that I nill nat holden him in bond,

Ne love a man, that can I nausrht ne may,

Ayenst my will, but eles woll I fonde,

Mine honour save, plesen him fro day to day,

Thereto niilde I not ones have said nay.

But that 1 dredde, as in my fantasie :

But cesse cause, aie cesseth maladie.

" But here I make a protestacion,

That in this processe if ye deper go,

That certainly, for no salvation

Of you, though that ye sterveu bothe two,
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TliDiigh all the world on o day be my fo,

No sluill I never on him have other routhe :"

" I graunt wel/' (quod Pandare) by my trouthe.

" But muie I trust well to you," (quod he)
" Tiiat of this tiling that ye lian hight me here

Ye woll it holde truely unto me ?"

'' Yea doubtlesse," (quod she) " mine uncle dere."
" Ne that I shall have cause in this matere "

(Quod he) '' to plain, or ofter you to preach ?"

" Why no parde, what nedeth more speach."

Tho fell they in other tales glade

Till at the last, " O good Erne," (quod she tho)

" For love of God which that us bothe made,
Tell me how first ye wisten of his wo :

Wot none of it but ye ?" he said " No :"

" Can he well speake of love," (quod she) "I preie ?

Tell me, for I the bet shall me purveie."

Tho Pandarus a litel gan to smile.

And saied : " By my ti'outh I shall now teli,

This other dale, nat gon full long while,

Within the paleis gardin by a well

Gan he and I, well halfe a day to dwell,

Right for to speaken of an ordinaunce,

How we the Grekes mighten disavaunce.

" Sone after that we gone for to lepe,

And casten with our dartes to and fro :

Till at the last, he saied, he would slepe.

And on the grasse adoune he laied him tho.

And I after gan to romen to and fro,

Till that I heard, as I walked alone,

How he began full wofully to grone.

" Tho gan I stalke him softly behind,

And sikerly the sothe for to saine.

As I can clepe ayen now to my mind,
Right thus to love he gan him for to plain,

He saied : ' Lorde, have routh upon my pain.

All have I been rebell in mine entent,

Now (mea culpa) lord I me repent.

" ' God, that at thy disposicion

Ledest the fine, by just purveiaunce
Of every wight, my lowe confession

Accept in gree, and sende me soche penaunce
As liketh thee, but from me disesperaunce.

That may my ghost departe alway fro the.

Thou be my shilde, for thy benignite.

"
' For certes, lorde, so soi-e hath she me wounded

That stode in blacke, with loking of hir iyen,

Tha* to mine liertes botome it is yfounded
Through which I wot, that I must nedes dien

;

This is the worst, I dare me nought bewrien.

And well the hoter been the gledes rede

That men hem wren with ashen pale and dede.'

" With that he smote his hedde adoune anoue
And gan to muttre, I na't what truely,

And I with that gan still awaie to gone
And lete thereof, as nothing wist had I,

And come again anon and stode him by
And saied, ' Awake, ye slepeu all to long :

It semeth nought that love doth you wrong.

*'
' That slepen so that no man male you wake ;

Who seie ever er this so dull a man ?'

' Ye, frende,' (quod he) ' doe ye your heddes ake
For love, and let me liven as I can.'

But lorde though he for wo was pale and wan
;

Yet made he tho as fresh a countenaunce,

As though he should have led the newe daunce.

" This passed forth, till now this other daie

It fell that I come roming all alone

Into his chambre, and founde how that he laie

Upon his bedde : but man so sore grone
Ne heard I never, and what was his mone
Ne wist I nought, for as I was commiug
All sodainly he left his complaining.

" Of whiche I toke somwhat snspection.

And nere I come, and found him wepe sore
;

And God so wise be my salvacion.

As never of thing had I no routh more :

For neither with engine, ne with no lore,

Unnethes might I fro the death him kepe,

That yet fele I mine herte for him wepe.

" And God wot never sith that I was borne
Was I so busie no man for to preache,

Ne never was to wight so depe sworne,

Er he me told, who might been his leache
;

But not to you rehearsen all his speach.

Or all his wofull wordes for to sowne,

Ne bid me nought, but ye woll se me swone.

" But for to save his life, and eles nought.

And to none harme of you, thus am I driven.

And for the love of God that us hath wrought
Soche chere him doth, that he and I maie liven ;

Now have I plat to you mine herte shriven,

And sith ye wote that mine entent is cleane

Take hede thereof, for none evill I meane.

" And right good thrift, I pray to God have ye.

That ban soche one ycaught withouten net.

And be ye wise, as ye be faire to se.

Well in the ring, than is the ruble set
;

Tliere were never two so well ymet
Whan ye been his all hole, as he is your :

Tliere mightie God yet graunt us to se the hour."

" Naie thereof spake I nat : A ha !" (quod she)
" As helpe me God, ye shenden every dele :"

" A mercie, dere nece, anon " (quod he)

" What so I spake, I ment nouglit but wele,

B\ Mars the god, that helmed is of stele :

Now both not wroth, my blood, my nece dere."
" Now well," (quod she) " foryeveu be it here.'

With this he toke his leave, and home he went,

Ye, Lord, how he was glad, and well bigou :

Creseide arose, no lenger she ne shent.

But streight into her closet went anon.

And set her doune, as still as any stone.

And every word gan up and doune to wind.

That he had said as it came her to mind.

A7id woxe somdele astonied in her thought.

Right for the newe case, but whan that she

Was full avised, tho found she right nought,

Of perill, wliy that she ought aferde be :

For man may love of possibilite

A woman so, his herte may to brest.

And she nat love ayen, but if her lest.

But as she sat alone, and thought thus,

Th'ascrie ai'ose at skarnioch all without,

And men cried in the strete, " Se Troilus

Hath right now put to flight the Grekes rout."
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With lliat goniie all her niciiie for to shout

:

" A, m> we se, cast up the gates wide,

For tlirouj;li this strete he mote to paleis ride."

For other waie is fro tlie gates none.

Of Dill-claims, there open is the clieine :

With that come he, and all his folke anone

An epsie pace riding, in routes tweinc.

Right as his happy day was, soth to seine :

For which men saitli, may not distourbed be

That shall betide of necessite,

Tliis Troilus sat on his baic stode

All armed save his lioad full richely,

And wounded was his horse, and gan to blede,

On which he rode a pace full softely :

But such a knightly sight truely

,. As was on him, was nat withouten faile

j To loke on Mars, that god is of battaile.

So like a man of amies, and a knight

He was to seen, fulfilled of high prowesse,

For both he had a body, and might

To do'Mi that thing, as well as hardinesse,

And eke to seen him in his geare dresse

So freslie, so yong, so wddy seined he,

It was an heaven upon him for to se.

His helme to hewen was in twenty places,

That liy a tissue hong, his hacke behind,

His sliclde to dashed with swenls and with maces,

III which men might many an arowe find,

:
That tliirled had both horn, ncrfe, and rind :

: And aie the people cried, " Here cometh our joie.

And next his bx'other, holder up of Troie."

For which he wext a little redde for shame

I

Whan he so heard the people upon him crien. *

That to behold it was a noble game,
How soberliche he cast adouiic his eyen :

Creseide anon gau all his cliere espieu,

And let it so soft in hir herte siiike.

That to iier self she said, " Who yave me drinkc ?"

For all her own thought, she woxe all redde,

Remeinbring her right thus, " Lo this is lie.

Which ihat mine uncle swereth he mote dedde,

But 1 on him have mercie and ])ite :

"

And with that thought, for pure ashamed she,

Gail in her hedde to pull, and that as fast.

While he and all the people forth by past.

And gan to cast, and roUen up and doun
Within her thought his excellent prowesse,

And his estate, and also his renoun.

His witte, his shape, and eke his gentilnesse,

But most her favour was, for his distresse

Was all for her, and thought it were a routh,

To slaen soclie one, if that he meant trouth.

Now might some envious jangle thus,
" This was a sodaiii love, how might it be,

That she so lightly loved Troilus ?

Right for the first sight : ye, parde ?
"

Now whoso saied so, mote he never the :

For every thing a ginning hath it nede
Er all be wrought, withouten any drede.

For I saie nat that she so sodainly

! Yafe him her love, but that she gan encline
' To liken him tho, and I have told you why :

And after that, his manhode,'and his pine.

Made that love within her gan to mine :

For which by processc, and by good service

He wanne her love, and in uo sodaiu wise.

And all so blisfull Venus wele araied

Satte in her seventh house of Heveii tho,

Disposed wele, and with aspectes payed.

To helpo aely Troilus of his wo :

And sotlic to sayne, she n'as nat all a foe

To Troilus, in his iiatyvyte,

God wote that wele the sooner spede he.

Now let us stente of Troilus a throw,

That ridetli forth, and let us tourne fast

Unto Creseidc, that heng her hedde full low,

There as she satte alone, and gan to cast

Whereon she would appoint her at the last.

If it so were her erne ne would cesse.

For Troilus upon her for to presse.

And lordo so she gan in her thouglit argue

In this matter, of which I have you told.

And what to doen best were, and what eschue.

That plited she full oft in many fold :

Now was hir herte warnie, now was it cold.

And what she thought, somwhat shall I write,

As mine authour listeth for t'endite.

She thought first, that Troilus person

She knew by sight and eke his gentelnesse :

And thus she said, " Ail were it nought to doen
To grant him love, jet for his worthinesse,

It were honor with plaie, and with gladnesse,

In honeste with soch a lorde to deale.

For niinc estate, and also for his heale.

" Eke well wote I, my kinges sonne is he,

And sith he hath to sec mo soch delite.

If 1 would utterliche his sight the,

Paraventure he might liave me in dispite,

Through which I might stoiid in wors plite :

Now were I wise, me hate to purchase

Witliout nede, there I may stande in grace ?

" In every thing, I wot there lieth measure :

For though a man forbid dronkennesse.

He nought forbiddeth that every creature

Be drinkelesse for alway, as 1 gesse :

Eke, sitlie I wot for me is his distresse,

I ne ought not for that thing him dispise,

Sith it is so, he meaneth in good wise.

" And eke I know, of long time agone

His thewes good, and that he n'is not nice,

No vauntour saine men, certain he is none,

To wise is he to doen so great a vice :

Ne als I nill him never so cherice.

That he shall make avaunt by just cause :

He shall me never biude in soche a clause.

" Now set a ease, the hardest is ywis.

Men might demen that he lovetli me :

What dishonour were it unto me this ?

Male idle hem let of that ? why iiaie parde :

I know also, and alway heare and se,

Men loven women all this toune about.

Be they the wers ? Why naie withouten dout.

« I thinke eke how, he worthie is to have

Of all this noble toune the thriftiest.

That woman is, if she her honour save ;

For out and out he is the worthiest.
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Save only Hector, wliieh that is the best,

And yet his life lieth all now in my cure,

But soche is love, aud eke mine aventure.

" Ne me to love, a wonder is it nought

:

For well wote I my self, so God me spede,

All woll I that no man wist of this thought,

I am one the fairest out of drede

And goodliest, who so that taketh hede :

And so men saine in all the toune of Troie,

What wonder is though he of me have joie ?

" I am mine owne woman well at ease,

I thanke it God, as after mine estate,

Right yong, and stond untied in lustie lease,

Withouten jelousie, and such debate :

Shall no husbonde saine to me cheeke mate,

For either they be full of jelousie.

Or maisterfull, or loven novelrie.

" What shall I doen ? to what fine live I thus ?

Shall I not love, in case if that me lest 1

What pardieux I am not religious :

And though that I mine herte set at rest

Upon this knight, that is the worthiest,

And kepe ahvay mine honor, and my name.

By all right it may doe me no shame."

But right as whan the Sunne shineth bright

In March, that chaungeth oft time his face,

And that a cloud is put with winde to flight.

Which overspi'at the Sunne, as for a space,

A cloudy thought gan through her soul pace.

That overspradde her bright thoughtes all.

So that for feare almost she gan to fall.

That thought was this : Alas sith I am free,

Should I now love, and put in jeopardie

My sikernesse, and thralleu libertie ?

Alas, how durst I thinken that fulie ?

May I not well in other folke aspie

Hir dredfuU joie, hir constreint, and hir pain :

Ther loveth none, that she ne hath why to plain.

" For love is yet the moste stormie life.

Right of himself, that ever was begonne :

For ever some mistrust, or nice strife.

There is in love, some cloud over the Sunne :

Thereto we wretched women nothing conne

Whan us is wo, but vvepe and sit and thinke.

Our wretch is thiri, our owne wo to di-iuke.

Also wicked tongues been ay so prest

To sptake us harme : eke men ben so untrue,

That right anon as cessed is hir lest.

So cesseth love, and forth to love a newe :

But harm ydoe is doen, who so it rue :

For though these men for love hem first to rende.

Full sharp beginning breaketh oft at ende.

" How oft time may men both rede and seen,

The treason, that to woman hath be doe ?

To what fine is soche love, I can not seen.

Or where becometh it, whan it is go.

There is no wight that wote, I trowe so,

Wlier it becometh, lo, no wight on it sporneth
;

That erst was nothing, into naught turneth.

" How busie (if I love) eke must I be
To pleasen hem, that jangle of love, and demen,
And coyen hem, that thei sale no harm of me :

For though there be no cause, yet hem. semen

Al be for harme, that folke hir frendes quemen :

And who male stoppen every wicked tong ?

Or soune of belles, while that they been rong ?
"

And after that her thought gan for to clere

And saied, " He which that nothing uiidei'taketh

Nothing acheveth, be him loth or dere ;

"

And with another thought her herte quaketh
Than slepeth hope, and after drede awaketh,
Now bote, now cold, but thus bitwixen twey
She rist her up, and went liLr for to pley.

Adoune the staire anon right tho she went
Into her gardine, with her neces three.

And up and doun, they maden many a went
Flexippe and she, Tarbe, and Antigone,
To plaien, that to joie was to see.

And other of her women a great rout
Her followeth in the gardaine all about.

This yerde was large, and railed al the alies

And shadowed wel, with blosomy bowes grene.
And benched newe, and sonded all the waies
In which she walketh arme in arme betwene,
Till at the last Antigone the shene
Gan on a Troian song to singen clere,

That it an Heven was her voice to here.

She saied, " Love, to whom I have, and shall

Been humble subject, true in mine entent

As I best can, to you, lorde, yeve iclie all

For evermore mine hertes lust to rent

:

For never yet thy grace to no wight sent

So blisfuU cause as me, my life to lede

In all joie and suretie, out of drede,

" The blisfuU god, hath me so well beset

In love ywis, that all that beareth life

Imaginen ne could how to be bet.

For, lorde, withouten jelousie or strife

I love one, which that moste is ententife

To serven well, unwerily or unfained.

That ever was, and lest with harme distained,

" As he that is the well of worthinesse.

Of trouth ground, mirrour of goodlihedde,

Of wit Apollo, stone of sikernesse,

Of vertue roote, of luste finder and hedde,

Through whiche is aU soiTowe fro me dedde :

Ywis I love him best, so doeth he me.
Now good thrift have he, where so ever he be.

" Whom should I thanken but you, god of love,

Of all this blisse, in which to bathe 1 ginue.

And thanked be ye, lorde, for that I love.

This is the right life that I am inne.

To flemen all mauer vice aud sinne :

This doeth me so to vertue for to entende

That dale by dale I in my will amende,

" And who that saieth that for to love is vice.

Or thraldome, though he fele it in distresse.

He either is envious, or right nice,

Or is unmiglitie for his shreudnesse.

To loven, fur socli maner folke I gesse

Difiiimen Love, as nothing of him know
They speaken, but they bent never his bowe.

" What is the Sunne woi'.se of his kind right.

Though that a rjan, for feblenesse of his eyen

Male not endure on it to se for bright ?

Or love the worst, that wretches on it crien i



B. II, V, 86fi—991 TROILUS AND CRESEIDE. 283

No wele is wortli, that may no sorowc drien :

And fortliy, who that hatli an hedde of verre

Fro cast of stones ware him in the werre.

" But I with all mine herte and all my might,

As I have saied, woll love unto my last

My owne dere herte and all mine ownc knight,

In whijlie mine herte growen is so fast

And his in me, that it shall ever last :

All dredde I first love him to begin,

Now wote I well there is no perill in."

And of her song right with that word she stent,

And therewithall, " Now nece" (quod Creseide)
" Who made this song now with so good eutent ?"

Antigone answei'de anon and saide,

" Madame y wis the goodliest maide
Of great estate in all the toune of Troic

And led her life in most honour and joie."

" Forsothe so semeth it by her song,"

Quod tho Creseide, and gan thcrew-ith to sike,

And saied : " Lorde, is there soche blisse emong
These lovers, as they can faire endite :

"

" Ye, wisse," quod iresh Antigone the white,

"For all the folke that have or been on live

Ne con well the blisse ot love discrive.

" But wene ye that every wretche wote
The partite blisse of love 1 why naic ywis :

They wenen all be love, if one be liote :

Do waie do waie, they wote nothing of this.

Men mote asken of sainetes, if it is

Ought faire in Heven, and why ? for they can tell,

And aske fendes, if it be foule in Hell."

Creseide unto the purpose naught answerde,
But saied, " Ywis it woll be night as fast,"

But every worde, which that she of her herde,

She gan to printen in her herte fast,

Aud aie gan love her lasse for to agast

Than it did erst, and ginken in her herte.

That she waxe somewhat able to convarte.

The dates honour, and the Heavens eye.

The nightes foe, all this clepe I thee Sonne,
Gan westren fast, and dounward for to wrie,

As he that h.ad his dales course yronne.
And white tliinges woxen al dimnie and donne
For lacke of light, and sterres for to ajiere.

That she and all her folke in went yfere.

So whan it liked her to gon to rest.

And voided weren they that voiden ought,
She saied, that to slepen well her lestc :

Her women sone till her bedde her brought

:

Whan al was bust, than lay she still and thought
Of all this thing the maner and the wise,

Rehearce it needeth not, for ye been wise.

A nightingale upon a cedre grene
Under the chamber wall, there as she laie,

Full loude song ayen the Mone shene
Paraventure, in his birdes wise, a laie

Of love, that made her herte freshe and gaie.

That herkened she so long in good entent,

Till at the last the dedde sleepe her hent.

And as she slept, anon right tho her met,

I

How that an egle fethered white as bone,
Under her bi-est his longe clawes yset,

And out her herte he rent, and that anon,

And did his herte into her brest to gon,

Of which she nought ngrose, ne nothing smart,
And forth he Hieth, with herte left for liertc.

Now let her slepe, and we our tales holde
Of Troilus, that is to paleis rid<len.

Fro the scarmishe of which I you tolde.

And in his chamber sate, and hath abidden.
Till two or three of his messengers yeden
For Pandarus, and soughten him full fast,

Till they him found, and brought him at the last.

This Pandarus came leaping in at ones.

And saied thus, " Who hath been well ybete
To day with swerdes, and sloiig stones.

But Troilus, that hath caught him an hete ?
"

And gan to jape, and saied, " Lord ye swete,

But rise and let us soupe, and go to reste,"

And he answerde him, "Do we as thee leste."

With all the haste goodly as they might.

They sped hem fro the souper, and to bedde,

And every wight out at the doore him dight.

And whider him list, upon his waie him sped :

But Troilus thought that his herte bledde

For wo, till that he heard some tiding,

Aud saied, " Frendc, shall I now wepe or sing 1

"

(Quod Pandai'us) " Be still and let me slepe,

And doe on thyhoode, thine nedes spedde be.

And chose if thou wolt sing, daunce, or lepe,

At short wordes thou shalt trowe all by me.
Sir, my neco woll doen well by thee.

And love thee best, by God and by trothe,

But lacke of pursute maiTe it in thy slothe.

" For thus ferforth I have thy werk begon.

Fro dale to dale, till this dale by the morow,
Hir love of frendship have I to thee won.
And therfore hath she laid her faith to borow,
Algate a foote is hamelcd of thy sorow ;

"

What should I lenger sermon of it holde.

As ye have heard before, all he him tolde.

But right as floures through the cold of night

Yclosed, stoupen in hir stalkes lowe,

Redressen hem ayen the Sunne bright.

And spreaden in hir kinde course by rowe.
Right so gan tho his eyen up to throws
This Troilus, and saied : " O Venus dere.

Thy might, thy grace, yheried be it here."

And to Pandarus he held up both his bonds,
And saied, " Lorde all thine be that I have.

For I am hole, and broken been my bonds,

A thousand Troies, who go that me yave
Eche after other, God so wis me save,

Ne might me so gladen, io mine herte

It spredeth so for joye it woll to starte.

" But lorde how shall I doen ? how shal I liven.

Whan shall I next my dere herte se ?

How shall this longe time away be driven 1

Till that thou be ayen at her fro me.
Thou maist answere, abide, abide : but he
That hangeth by the necke, sothe to saine,

In great disease abideth for the paine."

" All easily now, for the love of Marte,"
(Quod Pandarus) " for every thing hath time.

So long abide, till that the night departe.

For also siker as thou liest here by me.
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And God toforne, I woll be there at prime,

And for thy werke somewhat, as 1 shall say.

Or on some other wight this charge lay.

" For parde, God wot, I have ever yet

Ben ready thee to serve, and this night

Have I not fained, but emfurthe my wit

Doen all thy lust, and shal with al my might :

Doe now as I shall saine, and fare aright

:

And if thou n'ilte, wite all thy selfe the care,

Ou me is nought along thine evill fare.

" I wote well, tliat thou wiser art than I

A thousand fold : but if I were as thou,

God lielpe me so, as I would utterly

Kight of mine owne honde write her now
A letter, in which I would her tellen how
I farde aniisse, and her beseech of routh :

Now help thy self, and leave it for no slouth.

" And I my selfe shall therewith to her gone.

And wlian thou wost that I am with her there

Worthe thou upon a courser right anone,

Ye hardely, and that right in thy best gere,

And ride forth by the place, as naught ne were,

And thou shalt find us (if I may) sitting

At some window, into the street looking.

" .\nd if thee list, then maycst thou us salve.

And upon me make thou thy countenaunce.

But by thy life beware, and fast eschue
To tarien ought, God shild us fro mischaunce :

Ride forth thy way, and hold thy governauuce,
And we sliall speake of thee somewhat I trow
Whan thou art gone, to doe thine eares glow.

" Touching thy letter, thou art wise inough,
I wot thou n'ilte it deigneliche endite.

As make it with these argumentes tough,
Ne scriveinislie or craftely thou it write,

Beljlotte it with thy teares eke alite,

And if thou write a goodly word all soft,

Though it be good, rehearse it not too oft.

" For though the best harpour upon live

Would on the best souned jolly harpe
That ever was, with all his fingers five

Touch aye o string, or aye o warble harpe.
Where his nailes pointed never so sharpe.
It sliould make every wight to dull,

To heare his glee, and of his strokes full.

" Ne jombre eke no discordaunt thing yfere,

As thus, to usen tearmes of phisicke.

In loves tearmes hold of thy niatere

The forme alway, and doe that it be like, '

For if a painter would paint a pike

With asses feet, and headed as an ape,

It cordeth not, so were it but a jape."

This counsaile liked well unto Troilus,

But as a dredefull lover he saied this :

" Alas my dere brother Pandarus,
I am ashamed for to write ywis,

Least of mine innocence I saied amis,
Or that she n'olde it for dispite receive,

Than were I dead, there might it nothing weive."

To that Pandare answerde, " If thee lest.

Do that I say, and let me therewith gone.
For by that Lord that formed east and west,
I hope of it to bring answere anone

Right of lier bond, and if that thou n'ilte none.

Let be, and sorrie mote he been his live,

Ayenst thy lust that helpeth thee to thrive."

(Quod Troilus) " Depardieux iche assent,

Sith that thee list, I woll arise and write.

And blisfuU God pray iche with good entent

The voinge and the letter I shall endite.

So speed it, and thou fvlinei-va the white,

Yeve tliou me witte, my letter to devise :

"

And set him doun, and wrote right in this wise.
>-^

First he gan her his right ladie call, '

His hertes life, his lust, his sorowes leche,

His blisse, and eche these other tearmes all

That in such case ye lovers all seche,

And in full humble wise, as in his speche,
. /;

He gan him recommaund unto her grace, A ii \

To tell all how, it asketh mokell space. '

And after this full lowly he her praied

To be nought wroth, though he of his foUie

So bardie was to her to write, and saied

That love it made, or eles must he die.

And pitously gan mercie for to crie :

And after that he saied, and lied full loud,

Himselfe was little worth, and lasse he coud.

And that she would have his conning excused,

That little was, and eke he dradde her so.

And his unworthinesse aye he accused:
And after that than gan he tell his wo,

But that was endlesse withouten ho :

And said, he would in trouth alway him hold,

And redde it over, and gan the letter fold.

And with his salte teares gan he bathe

The ruble in his signet, and it sette

Upon the wexe deliverliche and rathe,

Therewith, a thousand times, er he lette.

He ki.-te tho the letter that he shette

And sayd, " Letter, a blisfull destine

Thee shapen is, my ladie shall thee see."

This P.indare tooke the letter, and betime

A morrow to his neecis pallaice stert.

And fast he swore, that it was passed prime

:

And gan to jape, and sayd, " Ywis my herte

So fresh it is, although it sore smert,

I may not sleepe never a Mayes morrow,
I have a jollie woe, a lustie sorrow."

Creseide whan that she her uncle lieard.

With dreadfull herte, and desirous to heare.

The cause of his comming, thus answeard,
" Now by your faith, niineuncle" (quod she) "deare,

What manner windes guideth you now here ?

Tell us your jolly woe, and your penaunce.

How farre forth be ye put in loves daunce."

" By God " (quod he) " I hop alway behinde,"

And to laugh, it thought her herte brest,

(Quod Pandarus) " Looke alway that ye finde

Game in mine hood : but herkeneth if you lest.

There Is right now come into the toun a gest,

A Greeke espie, and telleth newe thinges,

For which I come to tell you new tidinges.

" Into the garden go we, and ye shall heax'c

All privily of this a long sermouu :

"

With that they wenten arm in arm jfere.

Into the gardin fro tlie chamber doun.
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And wlian he was so farro, that tlie souii

Of that he spake, no man hcren niiL;ht,

He sayd her thus, and out the letter plight.

" Lo, he tliat is all hnoly yours free,

Him rcconiinainiileth lowly to your grace,

I
Anil sent you this lottor hero by me,
Avisetli you on it, wiian yo han space,

And of some goodly answeare you purchace.

Or holpe me God so, plaincly for to saine,

He may not ionge liven for liis paine.

Full dredefully the gan she stonde still,

I And tooke it not, but all her humble clicro

I Gan for to chaunge, and sayd, '• Scripe nor bill,

For love of God, that toucheth such matere

I

Ne bring me none : and also, uncle dere,

.To mine estate liave more regard I pray

Than to his lust, what should I more say.

" And looketh now if this be reasonable,

And letteth not for favour ne for slouth

To sain a sooth, now is it covenable
' To mine estate, by God and by my trouth

To take it, or to have of him routh.

In harming of my selfe or in rcpreve :

Beare it ayen, for him that ye on leve."

This Pandarus gan'on her for to stare.

And sayd, " Now is this the greatest wonder
That ever I saw, let be this nice fare.

To death mote I smiten be with thunder.

If for the citie which that stondeth yonder,

Would I a letter unto you bring or take,

I

To harm of you : what list you thus it make.

I
" But thus ye faren well nigh all and some,
That he that most desireth you to serve,

Of him ye retch least where he become,
And whether that he live, or else sterve :

But for all that, that ever I may deserve,

I Refuse it not " (quod he) and heat her fa.st.

And in her bosome the letter doune he thrast.

And said her, " Now cast it away anon
That folk may seen, and gauren on us twey."

(Quod she) " I can abide till they be gon "

And gan to smile, and said him, " Eme 1 pray
Such answere as you list your selfe purvey :

For truely I woU no letter write :

"

" No, than well I " (quod he) " so ye endite."

Therewith she lough, and said " Go wc dine,"

And he gan at himselfe japen fast,

, And sayd, " Nece, I have so gi'eat a pine

: For love, that everich other day I fast,"

And gan his best japes forth to cast,

And made her for to laugh at his follie,

That she for laughter wende for to die.

And whan that she was comen into the hall,

" Now eme " (quod she) " we woll go dine anon,"
And gan some of her women to her call,

Anil streight into her chamber gan she gone,

But of her businesse this was one,

Amonges other thinges, out of drede,

Full prively this letter for to rede.

Avised word by word in every line,

And found no lacke, she thought he coud his good.
And up it put, and went her in to dine,

And Pandarus, that in a studie stood.

Ere he was ware, she tooke him by tlu- hood,

And .said " Ye were caught ere tiiat ye wist,"

" I vouchsafe," (quod he) " do what you list."

Tho weshen they, and set hem doun and ete,

.\nd after noone fall sli!,'litly Pandarus
Gan draw him to the win<lo\v nye thi; .-.trete,

And said, " Nece, who hath araied thus

The yonder house, that stant aforeyene us ?
"

" Which house ? " ((juod she) and gan for to behold.

And knew it well, and whose it was him told.

And fellon forth in speech of thinges smale,

.\nd saten in the window both twey :

Whan Pandarus saw time unto his tale.

And saw well that her folke were all awey

:

" Now nece mine, toll on " ((juod he) " I prey,

How liketh you the letter that ye wot,

Can he thereon or by my trouth I n'ot."

Therewith all rosy hewed tho woxe she.

And gan to hum, and said, " So I trowe,"
" Aquite him well for Gods love" (quod he)
" My selfe to medes woll the letter sowe,"

And held his hondes up, and sat on knowe,
'• Now good nece, be it never so lite,

Yeve me the labour, it to sowe and plite."

" Ye, for I can so writen " (quod she) " tho.

And eke I n'ot what 1 should to him say :"

" Nay nece " (([uod Paiidare) " say not so,

Yet at the least, thonketh him I pray

Of his good will : (), doth him not to dey.

Now for the love of me my nece dere,

Kefuseth not at this time my praiere."

" Dcpardieux " (quod she) " God leve all be wele,

God helpe me so, this is the first letter

That ever I wrote, ye all or any dele,"

And into a closet for to avise her better.

She went alone, and gan her herte unfetter

Out of disdaines pri.son, but a lite.

And set her doune, and gan a letter write.

Of which to tell in short is mine entent

Thefi'ect, as ferre as I can understond :

She thonked him, of all that he well nuiit,

Towardes her, but holden him in bond

She n'olde not, ne make her selven bond

In love, but as his suster him to please.

She would aye faine to done his herte an ease.

She shette it, and to Pandare into gone

There as he sat, and looked into strete.

And doune she set her by him on a stone

Of jasper, upon a qiiisshen of gold ybete,

And said, " As wisely helpe nie God the grete,

I never did a thing with more paine.

Than write this, to which ye me restraine."

And tooke it him : he thonked hir, and seide,

" Gi.d wot of thing full often lothe begonne

Commeth end good : and nece mine Creseide,

That ye to him of liard now ben ywonne,

Ought he be glad, by God and yonder Sonne :

For why, men saith impre.ssiones light

Full lightly ben aye readie to the flight.

" But ye han plaied the tiraunt all too long,

And hard was it your herte for to grave,

Now stint, that ye no lenger on it hong.

All woulden ve the forme of daunger save.
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But hasteth you to done him joye liave :

For trustetli well, too long ydone hardnesse

Causeth dispite full often for distresse."

And right as they declared this matere,

Lo Troilus, right at the stretes end
Carae riding with his tenth somme yfere

All softely, and thiilerward gan bend
There as they sate, as was his way to wend
To paleis ward, and Pandare him aspide,

And said, " Nece, ysee who commeth here ride."

" flie not in, YiJ seeth us I suppose.

Least he may thinken that ye him esehue."
" Nay, nay" (quod she) and woxe as red as rose,

With that he gan her humbly salue

With dredefuil chere, and oft his hewes mue.
And up his looke debonairely he cast,

And becked on Pandare, and forth by past.

God wot if he sat on his horse aright.

Or goodly was beseene that ilke day,

God wot where he were like a manly knight.

What sliould I dretche, or tell of his array :

Creseide, which that all those thinges sey
;

To tell in short, her liked all yfere.

His person, his aray, his looke, his chere.

His goodly manner, and his gentillesse,

So well, that never sith that she was borne,

Ne had she suche routh of his distresse.

And how so, she hath hard ben here beforne,

To God hope I, she hath now caught a thorn,

She shall nat pull it out this next wike,

God send her mo such thornes on to pike.

Pandare, which that stood her fii^te by.

Felt iron hot, and he began to smite.

And said, " Nece, I pray you heartely,

Tell me that I sliall asken you alite,

A woman that were of his death to wite

Withouten his gilt, but for her lack of routh,

Wei'e it well done?" (quod she) "Nay by my trouth."

" God helpe me so" (quod he) "ye say me sooth.

Ye feelen well your selfe that I nought lie,

Lo, yonde he rideth :"(quodshe)" Ye so he dooth :"

" W^ell" (quod Pandare) " as I have told youthrie,
Let be your nice shame, and your follie,

And speake with him in easing of his herte,

Let nicete nat do you bothe smert."

But thereon was to heaven and to done,

Considering all thing, it may nat be.

And why ? for shame, and it wei'e eke too soone,

To graunten him so great a liberte :

For plainly her entent, as (said she)

Was for to love him unwist, if she might.

And guerdon hira with nothing but with sight.

But Pandare thought, it shall nat be so.

If that 1 may, this nice opinion

Shall nat ben holden fully yeares two.
What should I make of this a long sermon 1

He must assent on that conclusion.

As for the time, and whan that it was eve.

And all was well, he rose and tooke his leve.

And on his way fast homeward he spedde.
And right for joy he felt his herte daunce.
And Troilus he found alone abedde,
That lay, as done these lovers in a traunce,

Betwixen hope and derke desperaunce,
But Pandare, right at his incomming.
He song, as who saith, " Lo, somewhat I bring."

And said, " Who is in his bedde so soone
Yburied thus ?

" " It am I friend :
" (quod he)

" Who, Troilus 1 nay, help me so the Moone"
(Quod Pandarus) " thou shalt up rise and see

A charme that was sent right now to thee.

The which can healen thee of thine accesse,

If thou do forthwith all thy businesse."

" Ye, through the might of God :
" (quod Troilus)

And Pandarus gan him the letter take,

And said, " Parde God hath holpen us.

Have here a light, and look on all these blake."

But often gan the herte glad and quake
Of Troilus, while he it gan to rede,

So as the wordes yave him hope or drede.

But finally he tooke all for the best

That she him wrote, for somewhat he beheld.

On which he thought he might his herte rest.

All covered she the wordes under sheld.

Thus to the more worthy part he held.

That what for hope, and Pandarus behest,

His greate wo foryede he at the lest.

But as we may all day our selven see.

Through wood or cole kindleth the more fire,

Right so encrease of hope, of what it be.

Therewith full oft encreaseth eke desire,

Or as an oke commeth of a little spire,

j

So through this letter, which that she him sent,

I Encreasen gan desire of which he brent.

I

Wherfore I say alway, that day and night
i This Troilus gan to desireu more
1 Than he did erst through hope, and did his might
To presen on, as by Pandarus lore.

And writen to her of his sorowes sore

! Fro day to day, he let it nought refreide.

That by Pandare he somewhat wrot or seide.

]

And did also his other observaunces,
' That till a lover longeth ip this caas,

' And after as his dice turned on chaunces.
So was he either glad, or said alas.

And held after his gestes aye his paas,

And after such answeres as he had.

So were his daies sorry either glad.

But to Pandare alway was his recours.

And pitously gan aye on him to plaine,

And him besought of rede, and some socours,

And Pandarus, that saw his wood paine,

Wext well nigh dead for routh, sooth to saine.

And busily with all his herte cast,

Some of his wo to sleen, and that as fast.

And said, " Lord and friend, and brother dore,

God wot that thy disease doth me wo.

But wolt thou stinten all this wofull chere.

And by my trouth, ere it be daies two.

And God toforne, yet shall I shape it so,

That thou shalt come into a certaine place,

There as thou raaist thy self praieu lier of grace.

" And certainly I n'ot if thou it wost.

But they that ben expert in love, it saj'.

It is one of these thinges forthereth most,

A man to have a leiser for to pray,
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And siker place, his wo for to bewray,

For in jjooil iierte it mote some routli impress

To heare and see the guihless in distresse.

" Peraventure thinkest tliou, though it be so,

That Kind would her done for to begin,

To liave a manner routh upon my "o,

Saith Uaunger nay, thou shalt me never win :

So ruleth her hertes ghost within,

That though she bende, yet she stent on rote.

What in ett'ect is this unto my bote.

" Think here ayen, wlian that the sturdy oke

Ou wiiieh men liacketh otte for the nones,

Received hath tlie liappy falhiig stroke,

The great swight doth it come all at ones,

As done these great rocks or these niiln stones,

For swifter course cometh thing that is of wiiiht

Whan it discendeth, than done thinges light.

" But rede that boweth douii for every blast.

Full lightly cesse wind, it woll arise.

But so n'ill not an oke, whan it is cast.

It needeth me nought longe thee forvise,

Men shall rejoysen of a great emprise,

Atchieved well, and slant withouten dout,

All have men beu the leugcr thereabout.

" But, Troilus, now tell me if thee lest

A thing, which that 1 shall asken thee.

Which is thy brother, that thou lovest best,

As in thy very hertes privite 1
"

" Ywis my brother Deiphebus tho" (quod he.)

" Now " ((juod Pandare) ' ere houres twise twelve,

He shall the ease, uuwist of it himselve.

" Now let me alone, and worken as I may,"
(Quod he) and to Deiphebus went he tho,

Which had his lord, and great friend beu aye,

Save Troilus no man he loved so :

To tellen in short withouten words mo
(Quod Pandarus) " I pray you that ye be
Friend to a cause, which that toucheth me."

" Yes parde " (quod Deiphebus) " wel thou wotest

All that ever I may, and God tol'ore.

All n'ere it but for the man I love most,

My brother Troilus ; but say wherefore
It is, for sith the day that I was bore,

I n'as, ne never mo to ben I tliinke,

Ayenst a thing that might thee forthinke."

Pandare gan him thank, and to him seide,

" Lo sir, I have a lady in this toun
That is my nece, and called is Creseide,

Which some men would done oppressioun.

And wrongfully have her possessioun,

Wherefore I of your lordship you beseech
To ben our friend, withouten more speech."

Deiphebus him answcrd : " 0, is uat this

That thou speakest of to me thus straungly,

Creseide my friend ?
" He said him " Yes."

" Than needeth " (quod Deiphebus) "hardely
No more of this to speke, for trusteth well that I

Woll be her champion with spore and yerde,

I ne raught nat though all her foes it herde.

" But tel me how, for thou west this matere,
I might best availen, now lette see ?

"

(Quod Pandarus) " If ye my lord so dere
Woulden as now do this honour to me.

To praien her to morrow, lo that she
Came unto yon, her jilaints to devise.

Her adversaries would of it agrise.

" And if I more durst praien as now,
And chargen you to have so great travaile.

To have some of your bi-cthren here with you.
That mighten to her cause bet availe,

Than wote I well she might never faile

For to ben holpen, what at your instaunce,

What with her other friendes governauiice."

Deiphebus, which that comen was of kind
To all honour and bounty to consent,

Answerd, " It shall be done : and I can find

Yet greater helpe to this mine entent

:

What woldest thou saine, if for Heleine I sent

To speake of this ? I trow it be the best.

For she may leden Paris as her lest.

" Of Hector, which that is my lord my brother.

It needeth nat to praien him friend to be.

For I have heard him o time and eke other

Speaken of Creseide such honour, that he

May saine no bet, such hap to him hath she,

It needeth nat his helpes more to crave.

He shall be such, right as we woll him have.

" Speake thou thy selfe also to Troilus

On my belialfe, and pray him with us dine."

" Sir all this shall be done " (quod Pandarus)

And tooke his leave, and never gan to fine,

But to his neces house as streight as line

He came, and found her fro the meat arise.

And set him douu, and spake right in this wise •

He said, " O very God, so have I ronne,

Lo nece mine, see ye nat how I swete ?

I n'ot where ye the more thanke me conne :

Be ye not ware how false Polijihete

Is now about eftsoones for to plete.

And bring on you advocacies new ?"

<' I, no " (quod she) and chaunged all her hew.

" What, is he more about me to dretche

And done me wrong, what shall I done, alas.

Yet of himselfe nothing would I retclie,

N'ere it for Antcnor and Eneas,

That ben his friends in such manner caas :

But for the love of God mine uncle dere,

No force of that, let him have all yfere,

" Withouten that, I have ynough for us."
" Nay " (quod Pandare) " it shall nothing be sc.

For I have been right now at Deiphebus,

At Hector, and mine other lordes mo.

And shortly maked each of hem his fo.

That by my thrift he shall it never win,

For aught he can, whan so that he begin,"

And as they casten what was best to done,

Deiphebus of his owne courtesie

Came her to pray, in his proper persone.

To hold him on the morrow companie

At dinner, which she n'olde not denie,

But goodly gan to his prayer obey.

He thonked her, and went upon his wey.

Whan this was done, this Pandare anone,

To tell in short, fortli he gan to wend
To Ti'oilus, as still as any stone.

And all this thing he told hun word and end,
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And how that he Deiphebus gan to blead,

And said liim, " Now is time of that ye conne

To bare thee well to morow, and all is wonne.

" Now speke, now pray, now pitously complain,

Let nat foi- nice shame, for di-ede or slouth,

Sometime a man mote tell his ovvne pain,

Beleeve it, and she woll have on thee routh,

Thou shalt ben saved by thy faith in trouth.

But well wot I, thou now art in a drede,

And what it is, I lay that I can arede.

" Thou thinkest now, ' How should I don al this.

For by my cheres mosten folke espie.

That for her love is that I fare amis,

Yet had I lever unwist for sorrow die :

'

Now thinke nat so, for thou hast great follie,

For I right now have founden a nianere

Of sleight, for to coveren all thy chere.

" Thou shalt gone overnight, and that bilive.

Unto Deiphebus house, as thee to plaj',

Thy maladie away the bet to drive,

For which thou seemeth sieke, sooth to say,

Soone after that, in thy bed thee lay.

And say thou maist no lenger up endure,

And lie right there, and bide thine aventure.

" Say that thy fever is wont thee for to take
The same time, and last till a morow,
And let see now how well thou canst it make :

For parde sicke is he that is in sorrow.
Go now farwell, and Venus here to borow,
I hope and thou this purpose hold ferme,
Thy grace she shall fully there conferme."

(Quod Troilus) " Ywis thou all needlesse
Counsailest me, that sickeliche I me faine.

For I am sicke in earnest doubtlesse.

So that well nigh 1 sterve for the paine :

"

(Quod Paudarus) " Thou shalt the better plaine,

And hast the lesse need to counterfete,

For him demeth men hot, that seeth him swete.

" Lo, hold thee at thy triste close, and I

Shall well the deere unto the bow drive :

"

Therewith he tooke his leave all softly.

And Ti'oilus to his paleis went blive,

So glad ne was he never in all his live.

And to Pandarus rede gan all assent.

And to Deiphebus hous at night he went.

What nedeth it you to tellen all the chere
That Deiphebus unto his brother made.
Or his axis, or his sickeliche manere.
How men gone him with clothes for to lade,

Whan he was laid, and how men would him glade :

But all for nought, he held forth aye the wise.

That ye han heard Pandare ere this devise.

But certaine is, ere Troilus him leide,

Deiphebus had praied hira over night

To ben a friend, and helping to Creseide :

God wot that he graunted anon right

To ben her full friend, with all his might :

But such a need was it to praien him thenne.
As for to bidden a wood man to reune.

The morow came, and nighen gan the time
Of mealtide, that the faire queene Heleine
Shope her to ben an houre after the prime
With Deiphebus, to whom she n'olde faine.

But as his suster, homely sooth to saine

She came to dinner in her plaine entent.

But God and Pandare wist all what this ment.

Came eke Creseide all innocent of this,

Antigone her nece, and Tarbe also.

But tlie we now prolixitie best is.

For love of God, and let us fast go
Right to theffeet, withouten tales mo.
Why all this folke assembled in this place.

And let us of all hir salvinges pace.

Great honour did hem Deiphebus certaine,

And fedde hem well, with all that might like,

But evermo alas, was his refraine :

" My good brother Troilus the sike.

Lithe yet," and therewithall he gan to sike

And after that he pained him to glade

Hem as he might, and chere good he made.

Complained eke Heleine of his sicknesse

So faithfully, that it pitie was to here,

And every wight gan wexen for axes
A leclie anon, and said, " In this manere
Men curen folke, this charme I wol thee lere,"

But there sate one, all list her nat to teche,

That thought, yet best could I ben his leche.

After complaint him gonnen they to preise.

As folk don yet whan some wight hath begou
To preise a man, and with pi'eise him reise

A thousand fold yet higher than the Sonne,
He is, he can, that few other lordes conne,

And Pandarus of that they would afferme,

He nought forgate hir praising to conferme.

Herd all this thing fair Creseide well enough,

And every word gan for to notifie,

For which with sober chere her herte lough,

For who is that ne would her glorifie.

To niowen such a knight done live or die ?

But all passe I, least ye too long ydwell.

But for o fine is all that ever I tell.

The time came, fro dinner for to rise.

And as hem ought, arisen everychone.

And gane a while of this and that devise,

But Pandai'us brake all this speech anone,

And said to Deiphebus, " Woll ye gone,

If your will be, as erst I you preide.

To speaken of the nedes of Creseide I

"

Heleine, which that by the bond her held,

Tooke first the tale, and said, " Go we blive,"

And goodly on Creseide she beheld.

And said, " Joves let him never thrive

That doth you harm, and reve him sone of live.

And yeve me sorrow, but he shall it rue,

If that I may, and all folke be true."

" Tell thou thy nieces case " (quod Deiphebus
To Pandarus) " for thou canst best it tell."

" My lordes and my ladies, it stant thus.

What should I lenger " (quod he) " do you dwell 5
"

He rong hem out a proces like a bell

Upon her foe, that hight Poliphete,

So haiuous, that men might ou it spete.

Answerd of this ech worse of hem than other.

And Poliphete they gonnen thus to warien.

And honged be such one, were he my broilici,

And so he shall, for it ne may nought varlcn.
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What should I leuger in this tale tarien,

Plaineliche all at ones they her Iiijihteu

To ben her friend in all that ever they mighten.

Spake then Heleine, and said, " Pandarus,
Wot aught ray lord my brother of this mater,

I meane Hector, or wote it Troilus !"

He s.iid, " Ye, but woU ye me now here,

Me thinketh thus, sith that Troilus is here,

It were good, if that ye would assent.

She told him her selfe all this ere she went.

" For he wol have the more hir grefe at herte.

Because lo, that she a lady is.

And by your will, I woU but in right start.

And do you wete, and that anone ywis,

If that he sleepe, or woll aught here of this :

"

And in he lept, and said him in his ere,

" God have thy soul, for brought have I thy here.

To smilen of this gan tho Troilus,

And Pandarus without reckoning,

Out went anon to Heleine and Deiphebus,
And said hem, " So there be no tarying
Ne more prease, he woll well that ye bring
Creseide my lady, that is now here.

And as he may enduren, he woll her here.

" But well ye wote, the chamber is but lite,

And few folke may lightly make it warme,
Now looketh ye, for I woll have no wife

To bring in prease, that might done him harme.
Or him diseasen, for ray better arme :

Yet were it bette she bid till oft soonis.

Now looke ye that knowen what to don is,

" I say for me best is, as I can know.
That no wight in ne wendc, but ye twey.
But it were I, for 1 cannot in a throw
Rehearse her ease, unlike that she can sey,

And after this she may him ones prey
To ben good lord in short, and take her leve,

This may not mokell of his ease him reve.

" And eke for she is straunge, he woll forbert
His ease, which that him dare nat for you.
Eke other thing, that toucheth nat to hei-,

He woll it tell, I wote it well right now,
That secret is, and for the townes prow :

"

And they that knew nothing of his entent,

Without more, to Troilus in they went.

Heleine in all her goodly softe wise
Gan him salue, and womanly to play.

And saied, " Ywis, ye mote algate arise :

Now faire brother be all hole I pray,"
And gan her arme right over his shoulder lay.

And him with all her wit to recomfort,
As she best could, she gan him to disport.

So after this (quod she) " We you beseke
My dere brother Deiphebus and I,

For love of God, and so doeth Pandare eke.
To been good lord and friend right hertely
Unto Creseide, which that certainly

Received wrong, as wot well here Pandare,
That can her case well bet than I declare."

This Pandarus gan new his tong affile.

And all her case rehearse, and that anone.
Whan it was saied, soone after in a while,
fQuod Troilus) " As soone as I was gone,

I wol right faine with all my might ben one,
Have God my trouth, her cause to susteine."
" Now good thrift haveye" (quod Heleinthe queen.)

(Quod Pandarus) " And it your will be.

That she may take her leave ere that she go."
"O eles God forbid it tho" (quod he)
" If that she vouchsafe for to do so :''

And with that word (quod Troilus) "ye two
Deiphebus, and my suster lefe and dere,
To you have I to speake of a matere,

"To been avisod by your rede the better,"
And found (as hap was) at his bedes hedde
The copie of a treatise, and a letter

That Hector had him sent, to asken rede
If such a man was worthy to ben dede,
Wote I naught who, but in a grisly wise
He prayed hem anone on it avise.

Deiphebus gan this letter for to unfold
In earnest great, so did Heleine the quecne,
And roraing outward, fast it gonne behold
Dounward a steire, into an herbor greene :

This ilke thing they redden hem betwene.
And largely the mountenaunco of an houre
They gonne on it to reden and to poure.

Now let hem rede, and tourne we anone
To Pandarus, that gan full soft pric

That all was well, and out he gan to gone
Into the great chamber, and that in hie.

And saied, "God save all this companie :

Come nece mine, my lady queene Heleine
Abideth you, and eke my lordes tweine.

" Rise, take with you your nece Antigone,
Or whom you list, or no force hardely.
The lasso prease the bet, come forth with me,
And looke that ye thonked humbly
Hem all three, and whan ye may goodly
Your time ysee, taketh of hera your leave,

Least we too long his restes him bireave."

All innocent of Pandarus entent
(Quod tho Creseide) "Go we uncle dere,"
And arme in arme, inward with him she went,
Avising well her wordes and her eliere,

And Pandarus in earnestfuU manere,
Saied, " All folke for Godes love I pray,
Stinteth right here, and softely you play.

" Aviseth you what folke ben h.ere within,

And in what plite one is, God him amend.
And inward thou full softely begin,

Nece I conjure, and highly you defend
On his halfe, which that soulc us all send.

And in the vertue of corounes twaine
Slea nat this man, that hath for you this paine.

" Fie on the devill, thinke which one he is.

And in what plite he lieth, come off anone.
Think all such taried tide but lost it n'is,

That woll ye both saine, whan ye been one :

Secondly, there yet diviiieth none
Upon you two, come off now if ye conne.
While folke is blent, lo, all the time is wonne.

" In titering and pursuite, and delaies

The folke divine, at wegging of a stre.

And though ye would ban after merry daies.

Than dare ye nat, and why ] For she and she
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Spake such a word, thus looked he and he :

Least time be lost, I dare not with you deale,

Come off therfore, and bringeth him to heale."

But now to you, ye lovers that ben here,

Was Troilus uat in a caukedort,

That lay, and might the wispring of hem i>ere,

And thoght " lord, right now renneth my sort

Fully to die, or have anone coniforte,"

And was the first time he should her pray

Of love, mightie God, what shall he say !

KXPLICIT LIBER SECUNDUS.

B. III. V. 1—105.

BLisFULL light, of which the hemes clere

Adorneth all the third heaven faire,

sonnes lefe, Joves doughter dere,

Pleasaunce of love, goodly debonaire,

In gentle hertes aye ready to repaire,

O very cause of heale and of gladnesse,

Yheried be thy might and thy goodnesse.

In Heaven and Hell, in earth, and salt see,

Is felt thy might, if that I well discerue.

As man, and beast, fish, herbe, and greiie tree,

They fele in times with vapour eterne,

God loveth, and to love woll naught werne,
And in this world no lives creature,

Withouten love is worth, or may endure.

Ye Joves first, to thilke affectes glade
Through which that thinges liven all and be,
Commenden, and amorous hem made
On mortall thing, and as you list aye ye
Yeve hem in love, ease, or adversite :

And in a thousand formes doune hem sent
For love in earth, and whom you list he hent.

Ye fiers Mars appeasen of his ire,

And as you list, ye maken hertes digne :

Algates hem that ye woll set a fire,

They dreden shame, and vices they resigne.
Ye doen him eurteis be, fresh, and benigne,
And high or low, after a wight entendeth
The joies that he hath, your might it sendeth.

Ye holden reigne and house in ;initie.

Ye soothfast cause of friendship ben also

Ye kuowen all thilke covered qualitie

Of thinges, w hich that folke wondreu at so,

Whan they can nat construe how it may go.

She loveth him, or why he loveth here.
As why this fish, and nat that commeth to were.

Ye folke a law have set in universe.
And this know I by hem that lovers be,
That who so striveth with you hath the werse :

Now ladie bright, for thy benignite.
At reverence of hem that serveu thee.
Whose clerke I am, so teacheth me devise.
Some joy of that is felt in thy servise.

Yea, in my naked herte sentement
In hilde, and do me shew of thy sweetuesse
Caliope, thy voice be now present.
For now is need, seest thou uat my distresse,

How I mote tell anon right the gladnesse
Of Troilus, to Venus herying.

To the which who nede hath, God him bring.

I>fCIPIT LIBER TERTIUS.

Lay all this meane while this Troilus

Recording his lesson in this manere,
" Mafey," thoughfhe, "thus woll I say, and thus
Thus woll I plaine unto my lady dei'e,

That word is good, and this shall be my chere
This n'ill I nat foryetten in no wise,"

God leve him werken as he can devise.

And lord so that his herte gan to quappe.
Hearing her come, and short for to sike,

And Pandarus that ledde her by the lappe,

Came nere, and gan in at the curtein pike.

And saied, " God doe bote on all that are sike,

See who is here you comen to visite,

Lo, here is she that is your death to wite."

Therewith it seemed as he wept almost,
" A, a" (quod Troilus so routhfully)
" Whether me be wo, mighty god thou wost.

Who is all there, I see nat truely :
"

" Sir," (quod Creseide) "it is Pandare and I"
" Ye sweet herte alas, I may nat rise

To kneele, and do you honour in some wise."

And dressed him upward, and she right the

Gan both her hondes soft upon him ley,

" for the love of God doe ye not so

To me," (quod she) "eye what is this to sey I

Sir comen am I to you for causes twey.

First you to thonke, and of your lordship eke
Continuaunce I would you beseke."

This Troilus that heard his ladie pray
Of lordship, him wox neither quick ne dedde,

Ne might o word for shame to it say,

Although men shoulden smiten off his hedde.

But Loi'd so he wox sodaineliche redde :

And sir, his lesson that he wende conne

To praien her, is through his wit yronne.

Creseide all this aspied well ynough.
For she was wise, and loved him never the lasse,

All nere he in all apert, or made it tough.

Or was too bold to sing a foole a masse.
But whan his shame gan somwhat to passe
His reasons, as I may my rimes hold,

I woll you tell, as teacheu bookes old.

In chaunged voice, right for his very drede.
Which voice eke quoke, and thereto his manere
Goodly abasht. and now his hewes rede.

Now pale, unto Creseide his ladie dere,

With looke doun cast, and humble iyolden chere,

Lo, the alderfirst word that him astart.

Was twice, " Mercy, mercy, O my sweet herte."

And stint a while, and whan he might out bring,

The next word was, " God wote for I have
As faithfully as I have had konning,
Ben yours all, God so my soule do save.

And shall, till that I wofull might be grave.

And though I dare ne can unto you plaine,

Ywis I suffer not the lasse paiue.
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" Thus much as now, ah, womanliche wife,

I may out hriiijr, and if this you ilisiilcase,

That shall I wrekc upon mine owuo life

Right sooue I trow, and do your herto an ease,

If with my death your herte may appease :

But sens that ye han heard mc somewhat sey,

Now retch I never how soone that I dcy."

Therewith his manly sorrow to behold.

It miuht have made an herte of stone to rew,

And I'andare wept as he to water would,

And poked ever his nece new and new,
And saied, " Wo begon been hcrtes true,

For love of God, make of this thing an end,

Or slea us both at ones, ere that ye wend."

" I, what " (quod she) "by God and by my trouth

I n'ot nat what ye wilne that I sey :

"

" Ey, what " (quod he) " that ye have on him routh
For Goddes love, and doeth him nat to dey :

"

" Now than thus " (quod she) " I woll him prey,

To tell me the fine of his entent,

Yet wist I never well what that he ment."

" What that I mean, my sweet herte dere "

(Quod Troilus) " goodly fresh and free,

That with the streames of your eyen so clei-e

Ye shoulden sometime friendly on me see,

'

And than agreen that I may ben hee
Withouten braunch of vice, on any wise.

In trouth ahvay to do you my servise,

" As to my lady right, and cheefe resort.

With all my witte and all my diligence.

And to have right as you list conifort.

Under your yerde egall to mine offence.

As death, if that I breake your defence.
And that ye digne me so much honour.
Me to commaunden aught in any hour.

" And I to ben your very humble, true,

Secret, and in my paines patient,

And ever to desiren freshly new
To serven, and to ben aye like diligent,

And with good herte all hooly your talent

Receiven well, how sore that me smart,
Lo this meane I, mine owne sweet herte."

(Quod Pandarus) " Lo, here an hard request,
And reasonable, a lady for to werne :

Now nece mine, by Natall .Joves feest,

Were I a God, ye should sterve as yerne,
That lieren wel this man wol nothing yerne,
But your honour, and scene him almost sterve,
And ben so loth to suffer him you to seiTC."

With that she gan her eyen on him cast
Full easily, and full debonairely
Avising her, and hied not too fast,

With never a word, but saied him softely,
" Mine honour safe, I woll well truely,
And in such forme, as I can now devise,
Receiven him fully to my servise.

" Beseeching him for Goddes love, that he
Would in honour of trouth and gentillesse.
As I well meane, eke meanen well to me :

And mine honour with wit and businesse
Aye kepe, and if I may doen him gladnesse
From henceforth ywis I n'ill not faine :

Now beth all hole, no lenger ye ne plaine.

" But nathelesse, this warne I you " (quod slie)

" A kinges sonne although ye be ywis,

Ye shall no more have soverainte
Of me in love, than right in that case is,

Ne n'ill forbeare if that ye doen amis
To wrath you, and while that ye me serve,
Cherishen you, right after that ye deserve.

" And sliortly, dere herte anil all my knight,
Beth glad, and draweth you to lustinesse,

And I shall truely, withall my full might
You bitter tourneu all to swcetnesse.
If I be she that may doe you gladnesse.
For every wo ye shall recover a blisse,"

And him in armes tooke, and gan him kisse.

Fell Pandarus on knees, and up his eyen
To Heaven threw, and held his Iiondes hie :

" Imniortall God "(quod he)" that maiest not dien,

Cupide 1 meane, of this maiest gloritie.

And Venus, thou maiest maken melodic
Withouten hond, me seemeth that in toune.
For this mii'acle iche hex-e eche bell soune.

" But ho, no more now of this mattcre,
For why ? This folke woll comen up anone.
That have the letter redde, lo, I hem here.

But I conjure thee Creseide, and one
And two, thou Troilus whan thou maist gone
That at mine house ye hen at my warning,
For I full well shall shapen your comming.

" And eascth there your hertes right ynough,
And let see which of you shall beare the bell

To speak of love aright," and therwith he lougli,

" For there have I a leiser for to tell :

"

(Quod Troilus) " how long shall I here dwell

Ere this be doen ?" (quod he)" Whan thou maiest rise

This thing shall be right as you list devise."

With that Heleine and also Deiphebus
Tho comen upward right at the staires end,
And lord so tho gan groncn Troilus,

His mother and his suster for to blond :

(Quod Pandarus) " It time is that we wend,
Take nece mine your leave at hem all three,

And let hem speak, and commeth forth with mc."

She tooke her leave at hem full ihriftely,

As she well could, and they her reverence
' Unto the full didden hartely.

And wonder well speaken in her absence
Of her, in praising of her excellence,

Her goveruauuce, her wit, and her manere
Commendeden, that it joy was to here.

Now let her wend unto her owne place.

And tourne we unto Troilus againe.

That gan full lightly of the letter pace,

That Deiphebus had in the garden seine,

And of Heleine and him he would feine

Delivered ben, and saied, that him lest

To slope, and after tales have a rest.

Heleine him kist, and tooke her leave blive,

Deiphebus eke, and home went every wight.

And Pandarus as fast as he may drive

To Troilus tho came, as line right,

And on a paillet, all that glad night

By Troilus he lay, with merry cliere

To tale, and well was hem they were yfere.

v'2
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Whan ever}' wight was voided but they two,

And all the dores wereu fast yshet.

To tell in short, withouten words mo,
This Pandarus, without any let

Up rose, and on his beddes side him set,

And gan to speaken in a sober wise

To Troilus, as I shall you devise.

•' Mine alderlevest lord, and brother dere,

God wot, and thou, that it sate me so sore.

Whan I thee saw so languishing to here,

For love of which thy wo woxe alway more,
Tiiat I with all my might, and all my lore.

Have ever sithen doen my businesse

To bring thee to joye out of distresse.

" And have it brought to such plite as thou wost
So that through me thou stondest now in way
To faren well, I say it for no host.

And wost thou why, but shame it is to say,

For thee have I begon a gamen play.

Which that I never doen shall eft for other,

All tho he were a thousand fold my brother.

" That is to say, for thee am I becomen,
Betwixen game and earnest such a ineane.
As maken women unto men to comen,
All say I nat, thou wost well what I meane.
For thee have I my neee, of vices cleane,
So fully made thy gentillesse trist,

That ail shall ben right as thy selfe list.

'•' But God, that all woteth, take I to wituesse,
That never I this for covetise wrought,
But only for to abredge that distresse,

For which welnie thou didest, as me thought

:

But good brother do now as thee ought.
For Godes love, and kepe her out of blame,
Sins thou art wise, and save alway her uame.

" For weU thou wost, the name as yet of her
Emongs the people as (who saith) "halowed is.

For that man is unbore I dare well swere,
That ever wist that she did amis.
But wo is me, that I that cause all this
May thinken that she is my nece dere,

And I hir eme, and traitour eke yfere.

" And wer it wist, that I through mine engine
Had in mine nece yput this fantasie
To doen thy lust, and hooly to be thine :

Why all the world would upon it crie,

And say, that I the worste trecherie
Did in this case, that ever was begon,
And she fordone, and thou right nought ywon.

••' Wherefore ere I woll further gone or paas,
Yet eft I thee beseech, and fully say.
That privete go with us in this caas*,

That is to saine, that thou us never wray.
And be not wroth, though I thee ofte pray,
To holden secree such an high mattere.
For skilful! is, thou wost well, my praiere.

" And thinke what wo there hath betid ere this
For making of avauntes, as men rede,
And what mischaunce in this world vet is
Fro day to day, right for that wicked dede,
For which these wise clerkes that ben dede
Have ever this proverbed to us young.
That the fii-st vertue is to kepe the toung.

" And nere it that I wilne as now abredge
Diffusion of speech, I could almost
A thousand old stories thee alledge

Of women lost, through false and fooles host,

Proverbes canst thy selfe enow, and wost
Ayenst that vice for to been a blabbe,
All saied men sooth, as often as they gabbe.

" tongue alas, so often here beforne
Hast thou made many a lady bright of hew,
Saied " Welaway the day that I was borne,"
And many a maidens sorrow for to new.
And for the more part all is unti-ew
That men of yelpe, and it were brought to preve.
Of kind, none avauutour is to leve.

" Avauutour and a lier, all is one.

As thus : I pose a woman graunt me
Her love, and saieth that other woll she none.
And I am sworne to holden it secree.

And after I tell it two or three,

Ywis I am a vauntour at the lest,

And lie eke, for I breake my behest.

" Now looke than if they be not to blame.
Such maner folk, what shall I clepe hem, what.
That hem avaunt of women, and by name.
That yet behight hem never this ne that,

Ne know hem no more than mine old hat.

No wonder is, so God me sende hele,

Though women di'eden with us men to dele.

" I say not this for no of mistrust of you,

Ne for BO wise men, but for fooles nice,

And for the harme that in the world is now.
As well for follie oft, as for mallice.

For well wote 1, in wise folke that vice

No woman dredeth, if she be well avised,

For wise been by fooles harme chastised.

" But now to purpose, leve brother dere.

Have all this thing that I have saied in mind.
And keep thee close, and be now of good chere

For all thy dales thou shalt me true find,

I shall thy processe set in such a kind.

And God toforne, that it shall thee suffise.

For it shall be right as thou wolt devise.

" For well I wote, thou meanest well parde.

Therefore I dare this fully undertake.

Thou wost eke what thy lady gi-aunted thee,

And day is set the charters to make.
Have now good night, I may no lenger wake.
And bid for me, sith thou art now in blisse,

That God me sende death, or some lisse."

Who might tellen halfe the joy or feste

Which that the soule of Troilus tho felt.

Hearing theffect uf Pandai'us beheste :

His old wo, that made his herte to swelt,

Gan tho for joy wasten, and to melt.

And all the richesse of his sighes sore

At ones fled, he felt of hem no more.

But right so as these holtes and these hayis

That ban in winter dead ben and dry,

Revesten him in grene, whan that May is,

AViian every lusty beste listeth to pley.

Right in that selfe wise, sooth for to sey,

Woxe suddainly his herte full of joy.

That gladder was there never man in Trov.
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And gan his looke on Pandarus up cast

Full soberly, and friendly on to see,

And saied, " Friend, in Aprill the last.

As well thou west, if it remember thee,

How nigh the deatli for wo thou fouiide me.
And how tliou Jiddest all thy businisso

To know of me the cause of my distresse.

** Tho'i wost how long I it forbare to say

To thee, that art the man that I best trist,

And perill none was it to thee to bewray,
That wist I well : but tell me if thee list,

Sitli I so loth was that thy selfe it wist.

How durst I mo tellen of this matere ?

That quake now, and no wight may us here.

•'• But nathelesse, by that God I thee swere,

That as him list may all the world governe,

And if I lye, Achilles with his spere

Mine herte cleave, all were my life eternc.

As I am mortall, if I late or yerne
Would it bewray, or durst or should conne,

For all the good that God made under sonne.

*' That rather die I would, and determine

As thinketh me now, stocked in prison,

In wretchednesse, in filth, and in vermine,
'

Captive to cniell king Agamemnon :

And this in all the temples of this toun.

Upon the Godcs all, I woll thee swere

To morow day, if that thee liketh here.

* And that thou hast so much ydoen for me.
That I ne may it nevermore deserve,

This know I well, all might 1 now for thee

A thousand times on a morow sterve,

I can no more, but that I woll thee serve

Rigl't as thy slave, whetlier so thou wend,
For evermore, unto my lives end.

" But here with all mine herte I thee beseech,

That never in me thou deme such folly

As I sl'.all saine : me thought by thy speech,

That this which thou me d(jst for companie,
I should wenen it were a baudrie,

I am not wood, all if I leude be.

It is not so, that wote I well parde.

" But he th.at goeth for gold, or for richesse.

On such messages, call him what ye list.

And this that thou dost, call it gentlenesse.

Compassion, and fellowship, and trist.

Depart it so, for wide where is wist

How tliat there is diversitie required
Betwixeu thinges like, as I have lered.

" And that thou know I thinke not ne wene,
That this service a shame be or jape,

I have my faire sister Polexene,
Cassandre, Helein, or any of the frape,

Be she never so faire, or well yshape.
Tell me whiche thou wilt of everychone
To have for thine, and let me than alone.

"But sith that thou hast done me this service,

My life to save, and for none hope of mede :

So for the love of God, this great emprise
Performe it out, now is the most nede

^

For high and low, withouten any drede,
I woll alway thine hestes all kepe.

Have now good night, and let us both sjf^pe."'

Tlius held hem ech of other well a])aied,

That all the world ne might it bet amend,
And on the morrow when they were araied,
Ech to his owne needs gan to entend :

But Troilus, though as the fire he brend,
For sliari)e desire of hope, and of pleasaunce,
He not forgate his good goveruauuce.

But in himself, with manhood gan restrain
Ech rakell deed, and ech unbridled chere.
That all that liven soothe for to saine,
Ne should have wist by word or by mancre
What that he nient, as touching tliis matere.
From every wight, as ferre as is the cloud.
He was so wise, and well dissimulen coud.

And all the while which that I now devise.
This was his lite, with all his full might

:

By day he was in Martes high servise.
That is to saine, in amies as a knight.
And for the more part all the long night.
He lay and thought how that he might serve
His lady best, her thanke for to deserve,

N'ill I not sweare, although he lay soft.

That in his thought n'as somwhat diseased,
Ne that he tourned on his pillowes oft,

And would of that him missed have ben eased,
But in such case men be nat alway pleased.
For naught I wote, no more than was he,
That can 1 deeme of possibilite.

But certaine is, to purpose for to go.
That in this while, as written is in geste.

He saw his lady son.etime, and also

S!ie with him spake, whan that she durst and leste.

And by hir both avise, as was the best,

Appointeden full warely in this need,
So as they durst, how they would proceed,

But it was spoken in so short a wise.

In such awaite alway, and in such feare.

Least any wight divinen or devise

Would of hem two, or to it lay an care.

That all this world so lefe to hem ne were.
As that Cupide would hem his grace send.

To maken of her speech right an end.

But tliiike little that they spake or wrought.
His wise ghost tooke aye of all such heile.

It seemed her he wiste what she thought,
Withouten wonl, so that it was no nede
To bid him aught to doen, or aught ibrbede.
For which she thought that love, ail come it late.

Of all joy had opened her the yate.

And shortly of this processe for to pace.

So well his werke and wordes he beset,

That he so full stood in his ladies grace.

That twenty thousand times ere she let,

She thonked God she ever with him met.
So could he him governe in such servise,

That all the world ne might it bet devise.

For she found him so discreet in all.

So secret, and of such obeisaunce.

That well she felt he was to her a wall

Of steel, and shield of every displeasaunce.

That to been in his good governaunce.
So wise he was, she was no more afered,

I meane as ferre as aught ben requercd.
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And Pandarus to quicke alway the fire,

Was ever ylike prest aud diligent,

To ease his friend was set all his desire.

He shone aye on, he to and fro was sent,

He letters bare, whan Troilus was absent.

That never man, as in Ids friendes nede,

Ne bai'e him bet than he, withouten di-ede.

But now peraventure some man waiten would
That every word, or sond, look, or chore

Of Troilus, that I rehearcen should,

In aU this while, unto his lady dere,

I trow it were a long thing for to here,

Or of what wight that stant in such disjoint

His wordes all, or every looke to point.

Forsooth I have not herd it done ere this,

In story none, ne no man here I wene,
And though I would, I could not ywis,

For there was some epistle hem betwene,

That would (as saith mine autor) wel contene

Nie half this boke, of which him list not write,

How should I than a line of it endite I

But to the great effect, than say I thus,

That stonden in concord aud in quiete

This like two, Creseide and Troilus,

As I have told, aud in this time swete,

Save onely often might they not mete,
Ne leisure have, hir speeches to fulfell.

That it befell right as I shall you tell.

That Pandarus, that ever did his might,
Right for the tine that I shall speake of here,

As for to bringen to his house some night

His faire nece, and Troilus yfere.

Where as at leiser all this high matere
Touching hir love were at the full up bound.
Had out of doubt a time to it found.

For he with great deliberation

Had every thing that thereto might availe

Forne cast, and put in execution.

And nether left for cost ne for travaile,

Come if hem liste, hem should nothing faile.

And for to ben in aught aspied there.

That wist he well an impossible were.

Dredelesse it clere was in the wind
Of every pie, and every let game.
Now all is well, for all the world is blind

In this matter, both fremed and tame.
This timber is all ready up to frame,

Us lacketh naught, but that we weten would
A certaine houre, in which she comen should.

And Troilus, that all this purveyaunce
Knew at the full, and waited on it aye.

And hereupon eke made great ordinaunce,

Aud found his cause, and therwith his arraye.

If that he were missed night or day.

They thought there while he was about this servise.

That he was gone to done his sacrifice.

And must at such a temple alone wake,
Answered of Apollo for to be,

And first to sene the holy laurer quake,
Er that Apollo spake out of the tree,

To tellen him next whan Greeks should flie.

And forthy let him no man, God forbede,

But pray Apollo helpe in this nede.

Now is there litell more for to done.

But Pandare up, and shortly for to saine.

Right sone upon the chaunging of the Mone,
Whan lightlesse is the world a night or twaine,

And that the welkin shope him for to raiue,

He streight a morrow unto his nece went.

Ye have well herde the fine of his entent.

Whan he was comen, he gan anon to play.

As he was wont, and of himselfe to jape,

Aud finally he swore, and gan her say.

By this and that, she should him not escape,

No lenger done him after her to gape :

But certainly, she must, by her leve.

Come soupen in his house with him at eve.

At which she lough, and gan her first excuse,

And said : " It raiiieth : lo, how should I gone,"
" Let be," (quod he) " ne stonde not thus to nmse,
This mote be don, ye shal come there auone,"

So at the last, hereof they fell at one :

Or eles fast he swore her in her eere.

He nolde never comen there she were.

Sone after this, she to him gan rowne.
And asked him if Troilus were there,

He swore her nay, for he was out of towne :

And said, " Nece, I suppose that he were there.

You durst never thereof have the more fero ?

For rather than men might him there aspie,

Me were lever a thousand folde to die."

Nauglit list mine auctour fully to declare.

What that she thought, whan as he said so,

That Troilus was out of towne yfare.

And if he said thereof soth or no.

But that withouten awaite with him to go.

She graunted him, sith he her that besought,

And as his nece obeyed as her ought.

But nathelesse, yet gan she him beseeh,

(Although with him to gone it was no fere)

For to beware of gofisshe peoples spech.

That dremen thinges, which that never were,

And wel aviso him whom he brought there :

And said him, " Eme, sens I must on you trist,

Loke al be wel, and do now as you list."

He swore her this by stockes and by stones.

And by the Goddes that in Heven dwell.

Or eles were him lever soule and bones.

With Pluto king, as depe ben in Hell

As Tantalus : what should I more tell ?

When al was well, he rose and toke his leve.

And she to souper came whan it was eve.

With a certaine number of her own men,
And with her faire nece Antigone,

And other of her women niue or ten,

But who was glad now, who, as trowe yee ?

But Ti-oilus, that stode and might it see

Throughout a litel window in a stewe,

Ther he besliet, sith midnight, was in mewe,

Unwist of every wight, but of Pandare.

But to the point, now whan that she was come,

With al joy, and al her frendes in fare.

Here eme anon in amies hath her nome,
And than to the souper al and some,

i Whan as time was, full softe they hem set,

God wot there was no deiute ferre to fet.
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And after souper gonnen they to rise,

At eas-e well, with herte full fresh and glade.

And wel was him that cuude best devise

To liken her, or that her laughen made,
He songe, she plaide, he told a tale of Wade :

But at the last, as every thing hath end.

She toke her leave, and uedes would thence wend.

But Fortune, executrice of wierdes,

influences of these hevens liie,

Soth is, that under God ye ben our hierdes,

Though to us beestes ben the causes wrie :

This raene I now, for she gan homeward hie
;

But execute was all beside hir leve.

At the goddes wil, for which she must bleve.

The bente Mone with her homes all pale,

Saturnu.s and Jove, in Cancro joyned were.

That such a raine from Heven gan availe,

That every maner woman that was there,

Had of that smoky raine a very feere :

At which Pandare tho lough, and said thenne,
" Now were it time a lady to go henne.

** But good nece, if I might ever please

You any thing, than pray I you,"
(
quod he)

" To don mine herte as now so great an ea^e,

As for to dwell here al this night with me.
For why ? this is your owne house parde :

For by my trouth, I say it nat in game.
To wende as now, it were to me a shame."

Creseide, which that could as much good
As halfe a world, toke hede of his praire.

And sens it rained, and al was in a flode,

She thought, " As good chepe may I dwel here
And graunt it gladly with a frendes chere.

And have a tliouk, as grutch and than abide.

For home to go it may nat well betide."

** I wol," (quod she) " mine uncle liefe and dere,

Sens that you list, it skill is to be so,

1 am right gkd with you to dwellen here,

I said but agame that I would go."
" Ywis graunt mercy nece," (quod he) " tho :

Were it agame or no, sothe to tell.

Now am I glad, sens that you list to dwel."

Thus al is wel, but tho began aright

The newe joy, and al the fest againe.
But Pandarus, if goodly had he might,
He would have hied her to bedde full faine,

And said, " Lord, this is an huge raine.
This were a wether for to sleepen in.

And that I rede us soone to begin.

" And nece, wote ye where I woll you lay,

For that we shul not liggen ferre a sonder,
And for ye neither shullen, dare I say.

Here noise of raine, ne yet of thonder ?

By God right in my closet yonder.
And I wol in that utter house alone,
Ben wardain of your women everichone.

" And in this middle chambre that ye se,

Shal your women slepen, wel and soft.

And there I said, shal your selven be :

And if ye liggen wel to night, come oft,

And careth not what wether is aloft.

The wine anone, and whan so you lest.

Go we to slepe, I trowe it be tJae best."

There n'is no more, but hereafter sone
They voide, dronkc, and travers draw anone,
Gan every wight tliat hath nou;,'ht to done
More in the place, out of the chambre gone,
And ever more so sterol iche it rone,
And blewe therwith so wonderliche loude,

That wel nigh no man heren other coude.

Tho Pandarus her eme, right as him ought
With women, such as were her most about,
Ful glad unto lier bcddes side her brought.
And toke his leave, and gan ful lowe lout.

And said, " Here at this closet dore without.
Right overtwhart, your women liggen all.

That whom ye list of hem, ye may sone call.

Lo, whan that she was in the closet laid,

And al her women forth by ordinannce,

A bedde weren, there as I have said.

There n'as no more to skippen nor to prauuce,
But boden go to bedde with mischaunce.
If any wight storing were any where.
And let hem slepen, that abedde were.

But Pandarus, that wel couth echo adele,
The old daunce, and every point therin.

Whan that he saw that all thing was wele,

He thought he wold upon his werke begin

:

And gan the stcwe dore al soft unpin.
As still as a stone, without lenger let.

By Troilus adoun right he him set.

And shortly to the point right for to gone,

Of al this werke he told him worde and end,
And said, " Make thee redy right anone.
For thou shalt into Heven blisse wend."
" Now blisfull Venus, thou me grace send,"
(Quod Troilus) " for never yet no dede,

Had I er now, ne hallendele the drede."

(Quod Pandarus) " Ne drede thee never a dele,

For it shal be right as thou wolt desire,

So thrive I, this night shall I make it wele.

Or casten all the gruel in the fire."

" Yet blisful Venus this night tliou me enspir6,"

(Quod Troilus) " as wis as I the serve.

And ever bet and bet shall till I sterve.

" And if I had, Venus, ful of mirth,

Aspectes badde of Mars, or of Saturne,

Or thou combuste, or let were in my birth.

Thy father pray, al thilke harme disturne

Of grace, and that I glad ayen may turne:

For love of him thou lovedst in the shawe,
I mean Adon, that with the bore was slawe.

" Jove eke, for the love of faire Europe,
The which in forme of a bulle away thou fet

:

Now help, Mars, thou with thy blody cope
For love of Cipria, thou me naught ne let

:

O Phebus, think when Daphne her selven shet

Under the barke, and laurer wore for drede,

Yet for her love, help now at this nede.

*' Mercuric, for the love of her eke,

For which Pallas was with Aglauros wroth.
Now helpo, and eke Diane I the beseke.

That this viage be nat to the loth:

O fatall sustren, which or any cloth

Me shapen was, my destine me sponne.

So helpeth to this werke that is begonue."
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(Quod Pandarus) " Thou wretched mouses herte,

Art thou agast so that she will the bite?

Why do on this furred cloke on thy sherte,

And folow me, for I wol have the wite

:

But bide, and let nie gon before alite,"

And with that lie gan undone a trappe,

Aud Troilus he brought iu by the lappe.

The Sterne winde so loude gan for to rout

That no wight other noise might here,

And they that laien at the dore without,

Ful sikerly they slepten al yfere :

And Pandarus, with ful sobre chere,

Goth to the dore anon withouten lett-

Thei'e as they lay, and softly it shette.

And as he came ayen pi-ively

His nece awoke, and asketh, " Who goeth there ?"

" My owne dere nece," (quod he) " it am I,

Ne wondreth not, ne have of it no fere."

And nere he came, and said her in her eere :

" No worde for love of God I you besedi,

Let no wight arise, and here of our spech."

" What, which way be ye comen ? benedicite,"

(Quod she) " and how unwiste of hem aii ?

"

" Here at this secrete trap dore,"
( quod he)

(Quod the Creseide) " Let me some wight call:"
" Eigh, God forbid that it should so fall,"

(Quod Pandarus) " that ye such foly wrought,
" They might demen thing they never er thought.

" It is nat good a sleping hound to wake,
Ne yeve a wight a cause for to devine,

Your women slepen al, I undertake,

So that for hem the house men might mine,
And slepen wollen till the Sunue shine,

And whan my tale is brought to an end,

Unwist right as I came, so wol I wende.

" Now nece mine, ye shul well understonde,"
(Quod he) " so as ye women demon all,

That for to hold iu love a man in honde,
And him her lefe and dere herte to call.

And maken him an howne above to call

:

I mene, as love an other in this mene while,

She doth her selfe a shame, aud him a gile.

" Now whereby that I tel you al this,

Ye wote your selfe, as wel as any wight.

How that your love al fully grauuted is

To Troilus, the woi'thiest wight

One of the world, aud therto trouth yplight,

That but it were on him alone, ye n'old

Him never falsen, while ye liven should.

" Now stonte it thus, that sith I fro you went.

This Troilus, right platly for to seine.

Is through a gutter by a privy went,

Into my chambre come in al this reine :

Unwist of every maner wight certaine.

Save of my selfe, as wisely have I joy,

And by the faith I owe to Priam of Troy.

" And he is come in such paine and disti'esse,

That but if he be al fully wood by this.

He sodainly mote fal into wooduesse.
But if God helpe : and cause why is this 1

He saith him tolde is of a frende of his.

How that ye should loven one, that hight Horast,
For sorow of which this night shal be his last.

"

Creseide, which that al this wonder herde,

Gan sodainly about her herte cold.

And with a sighe she sorowfully answerd,
" Alas, I wende who so ever tales told,

My dere herte woulden me nat have hold
So lightly faulse : alas conceites wrong.
What harm they done, for now live I to long.

" Horaste alas, and falsen Troilus,

I know him not, God helpe me so," (quod she)
" Alas, what wicked spirite told him thus.

Now certes, erne, to morrow and I him se,

I shal therof as full excusen me.
As ever did woman, if him like,"

And with that word she gan ful sore sike.

" O God," (quod she) " so worldly selinesse

Which clerkes callen false felicite, \ '-

Ymedled is with many bitternesse, \

Ful anguishous, than is, God wote," (quod she) \

" Condicion of veine prosperite.

For either joyes comen nat yfere,
|

Or eles no wight hath hem alway here.
f

" brotil wele of mannes joy unstable,

With what wight so thou be, or thou who play.

Either he wote, that thou joy art mutable.
Or wote it nat, it mote ben one of tway :

Now if he wot it nat, how may he say,

That he hath very joy and silinesse,

That is of ignorance aie in derkenesse ?

" Now if he wote that joy is transitory.

As every joy of worldly thing mote flee.

Than every time he that hath in memory.
The drede of lesing, maketh him that he
May in no parfite sikernesse be :

And if to lese his joy, he set a mite,

Than semeth it, that joy is worth ful lite.

" Wherfore I wol define in this matere.
That truely for aught I can espie.

There is no very wele in this world here.

But O thou wicked sei-pent Jalousie,

Thou misbeleved, and envious folie.

Why hast thou Troilus made to me untrLst,

That never yet agilte, that I wist I

"

(Quod Pandarus) " Thus fallen is this caas.'

" Why uncle mine," (quod she) " who told him this,

And why doth my dere herte thus, alas i

"

" Ye wote, ye nece mine," (quod he) " what it is,

I hope al shal we wel, that is amis,

For ye may quenche al this, if that you lest.

And doeth right so, I hold it for the best."

"So shal I do to morrow, ywis," (quod she^
" And God toforne, so that it shall suffice :"

" To morow alas, that were faire," (quod he)
" Nay, nay, it may nat stonden in this wise

;

For nece mine, this writen clerkes wise.

That peril is with dretching in drawe.
Nay soche abodes ben nat woz-tli an hawe.

"Nece, all thing hath time I dare avow.
For whan a chambre a fire is or an liall.

Well more nede is, it sodainly rescow.
Than to disputen and aske amonges ail.

How the candle in the strawe is fall

:

Ah benedicite, for al among that fare,

The harme is done, and farwel feldefare.
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" And nece mine, ne take it nat a grefe,

If that ye sutl're liiin al niijlit in tliis wo,

Giiil liilpe me so, je iiad liiin nevei- lefe,

Tiiat dare I saiii, now there is but we two,

Hut wel I wote tiiat ye wol nat so do,

Yc ben to wise to done so great folic,

To jiut his life al uight in jeopardie."

' Had I him nevei- lefe ? By God I wene,
^ had never thing so lefe," (quod she.)

w by my thrifte,"
(
quod he )" that shaD be sene,

^ith ye make this ensample of me,
I .-he al night would him in sorow se,

I'oi al the treasour in the toune of Troie,

! I hide God, I never mote have joie,

Av loke than, if ye that ben his love,

- 'uld put his life al night in jeopardie,

1 • 1- thing of nouglit : now by that God above
Nat onely this delay cometh of folie,

Hut of malice, if that I should nat lie :

Vi'iiat, platly and ye suffre him in distresse,

Yi- neither bounte done ne gentiluesse."

I
Quod the Creseide) " Woll ye done o thing.

And ye therwith shal stinte al his disease,

Have here and here to liim this blew ring,
1' ir there is nothing might him better plesej

S.:\ I my selfe, ne more his herte apese,

Ar.,1 say, my dere herte, that his sorow.

Is L-auselesse, that shal he sene to morow."

" A ring," (quod he) " ye hasel wodes shaken,
^'e nece mine, that ring must have a stone,

I'll !t might deed men alive all maken,
A: 1 such a ring trowe I that yee have none :

l)i-ciccion out of your heed is gone,
Tluit fele I now," (quod he) " and that is routh :

time ylost, wel maiest thou cursen slouth.

" ^^'ote ye not wel that noble and hie corage
X -Miroweth nat, ne stinteth eke for lite,

'
' " if a foole were in a jelous rage,

1 I'l'ld setten at his sorow a mite,

f' ; teste him with a fewe wordes all whitCj
A: Mtjier day whan that I might him find

;

But this thing staut al in another kind.

" This is so gentle and so tender of herte,

Tliac with his death he wol his sorrows wreke.
For trust it well, how sore that him smart,
ii woll to you no jealous wordes speke,
A: I forthy nece, er that his herte breke,
>'i speke your selfe to him of this matere,
F' r with a worde ye may his herte stere.

'' Now have I told what peril he is in,

Ar.d is coming unwist is to every w-ight,

Ne jiarde harme may there be none, ne sin,

I Wol my self be with you all this night,

\'e know eke how it is your owne knight,
And that by right, ye must upon him triste,

And I al prest to fetch him whan you liste."

This accident so pitous was to here.
And eke so like a sothe, at prime face.

And Troilus her knight, to her so dere.
His prive comming, and the siker place,

* though she did him as than a grace,
Mred all thinges as they now stood,

- . wonder is, sens he did al for good.

Creseide answcrdc, " As wisely God at rest

My soule bring, as me is for liim wo,
And, cnie, ywis, faine would 1 don the best.

If that I grace had for to do so,

But whether tliat ye dwell, or for liim go,

I am, till God me better minde send.

At dulcarnou, right at my wittes end."

(Quod Pandarus) " Ye, nece, wol ye here,
Dulcarnou is called fieming of wretches,
It semeth lierd, for wretches wol nought lere.

For very slouth, or other wilfull tetclies.

This is said by hem that be not worth two fetches,

But ye ben wise, and that ye ban on bond,
N'is neither liai'de, ne skillull to withsiond."

" Than, cme," (quod she) " doeth here as you list.

But ere he come, I wol up first arise.

And for the love of God, sens all my trist

Is on you two, and ye beth bothe wise.

So werkcth now, in so discrete a wise.

That I honour may have and he plesaunce.

For I am here, al in your governaunce."

" That is well said," (quod he) " my nece dere,

There good thrifte on that wise gentill herte.

But liggeth still, and taketh him right here.

It nedeth nat no feither for him start.

And eche of you easeth other sorowes smart.
For love of God, and Venus I the hcry.
For sone hope I, that we shall ben mery."

This Troilus full sone on knees him sette,

P'uU sobrely, right by her beddes heed,
And in his beste wise his lady grette :

But lord so she woxe sodainliche reed,

Ne though men should smiten of her heed.

She could not o word a right out bring,

So sodaiuly for his sodaiue coming.

But Pandarus, that so wel coulde fele

In every thing, to play anon began.
And said, " Nece se how this lord gan knele :

How for your trouth, se this gentil man :"

And with that worde, he for a quishen ran.

And saied, " Kneleth now while that thou lest,

There God your hertes bring sone at I'est."

Can I naught sain, for she bad him nat rise,

If sorow it put out of remembraunce.
Or eles that she toke it in the wise

Of duetie, as for his observaunce.
But well find I, she did him this pleasaunce,
That she him kist, although she siked sore,

And bad him sit adoun withouten more.

(Quod Pandarus) " Now woll ye well begin.

Now doth him sitte downe, good nece dere
Upon your beddes side, al there within.

That ech of you the bet may other here,"

And with that worde he drew him to the fiere.

And toke a light, and founde his countenaunce,
As for to loke upon an old romaunce.

Creseide that was Troilus lady right.

And clere stode in a ground of sikernesse.

All thought she her servant and her knight
Ne should none untrouth in her gesse :

That nathelesse, considered his distresse.

And that love is in cause of such folie,

Thus to him spake she of his jelousie.
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" Lo, lierte mine, as would the excellence

Of love, ayenst the which that no man may,
Ne ought eke goodly maken resistence.

And eke hieause I felte wel and saj-.

Your great trouth, and service every day

:

And that your herte al mine was, soth to saine,

This drove me for to rewe upon yonr paine.

" And your goodnes liave I founden ahvay yet,

Of which, my dere herte, and al my knight,

I thanke it you, as ferre as I have wit,

Al can I nat as much as it were right.

And I emforth my conning and my might
Have, and aie shal, how sore that ye smert,
Ben to you trew and hole with all mine herte.

" And dredelesse that shal be founden at preve,

But, herte mine, what al this is to sain

Shall well be told, so that ye nought you greve
Though I to you right on your self complain.
For there with meane I finally the pain,

That halte your hei'te and mine in heaviuesse,

Fully to slaine, and every wrong redresse.

" My good mine, not I, for why ne how
That jelousie alas, that wicked wivere,

Thus causelesse is cropen into you.
The hai'me of which I would faine dellvere :

Alas, that he all hole or of him some slivere

Should have his refute in so digne a place,

That Jove, him soue out of your herte race.

" But thou, auctour of nature,

Is this an honour to thy dignite.

That folke ungilty suffren here injure,

And who that gilty is, al quite goeth he ?

were it lefuU for to plaine of the.

That undeserved sufferest jalousie,

0, that I would upon thee plaine and crie.

" Eke al my wo is this, that folke now useu
To saine right thus : ye jalousie is love,

And would a bushel of venim al exeusen.
For that a grane of love is on it shove.
But that wote high Jove that sit above.
If it be liker love, hate, or grame.
And after that it ought beare his name.

" But eertaine is, some maner jalousie

Is excusable, more than some ywis.

As whan cause is, and some such fantasie

With pite so well expressed is.

That it unneth doeth or saith amis.

But goodly drinketh up al his distresse.

And that excuse I for the gentilnesse.

" And some so full of fury is, and despite,

That it surmouiiteth his repression.

But, herte mine, ye be not in that plite,

That thonke I God, for which your passion,

1 will nat call it but illusion

Of liaboundance of love, and besie cure,

That doth your herte this disease endure,

" Of whiche I am sory, but not wrothe,
But for my devoir and your hertes rest,

Whan so you list, by ordal or by othe.
By sorte, or in what wise so you lest.

For love of God, let preve it for the best,
And if that I be gilty, do me die,

Alas, Vi-hat might I mere done or seie."

With that a few bright teeres new.
Out of her eyen fel, and thus she seid,

" Now God thou wost, in thought ne dede untrew
To Troilus was never yet Creseid,"

With that her heed doun in the bed she leid.

And with the shete it wrigh, and sighed sore,

And held her pece, nat a word spake she more.

But now help God, to quench al this sorow,
So hope I that he shall, for he best may.
For I have sene of a full misty morow,
Folowen ful oft a mery somers day.

And after winter foloweth grene May,
Men sene all day, and reden eke in stories,

That after sharpe shoures ben victories.

This Troilus, whan he her wordes herde,
Have ye no care, him list nat to slepe.

For it thought him no strokes of a yerde
To here or see Creseide his lady wepe.
But well he felt about his herte crepe.

For every teare which that Creseide astert.

The crampe of death, to straine him by the herte.

And in his minde he gan the time accurse

That he came there, and that he was borne,

For now is wicke tourned into worse.

And all that labour he hath doen beforne.

He wende it lost, he thought he nas but lorne,

" Pandarus,'' thought he, " alas, thy wile,

Serveth of nought, so welaway the while."

And therwithall he hing adoun his hedde.
And fell on knees, and sorowfully he sight,

What might he sain ? he felt he n'as but dedde.

For wroth was she that should his sorows light

:

But nathelesse, whan that he speaken might.

Than said he thus, " God wote that of this game,
Whan all is wist, than am I not to blame."

Therwith the sorow of his herte shet,

That from his eyen fell there nat a tere,

And every spirite his vigour in knet.

So they astonied or oppre^ssed were :

The feling of sorrow, or of his fere.

Or aught els, fledde were out of tonne,

A doune he fell all sodainly in swoune.

This was no little sorrow for to se,

But all was husht, and Pandare up as fast,

" O nece, jjeace, or we be lost " (quod he.)

Bethe nat agast, but certain at last.

For this or that, he into bedde him cast.

And saied, " thefe, is this a mannes herte !"

And off he rent all to his bare sherte.

And saied " Nece, but an ye helpe us now,
Alas, your owne Troilus is forlorne."
" Ywis so would I, and I wist how,
Full fain " (quod she) " alas, that I was borne.

*

" Ye, nece, woll ye pullen out the thorue

That sticketh in his herte 1 " (quod Pandare)
" Say all foryeve, and stint is all this fare."

" Ye, that to me " (quod she) "full lever were
Than all the good the Sunne about goeth ;"

And therwithall she swore him in his eare,

" Ywis my dere herte I am not wrothe,

Have here my trouth, and many other othe,

Now speake to me, for it am I Creseide :"

But all for naught, yet might he nat abreide.



B m. V. 1111—1239 TROILUS AND CRESEIDE. 2!)U

Therwith liis poulce, and paiinis of his liondes

They pill to Irote, and wcte his ti'iiiplcs twain,

And to deliver iiiiu fro hitter hoiulos,

She oft him i<ist, and shortly for to sain,

Him to rewaken she did all her pain,

And at the hist he gan his breath to drawe,

And of his swough sone alter that adawe.

And gan bet minde, and reason to him take.

But wonder sore he was abashed ywis,

And with a sigh whan he gan bet awake
He saied, " mercy God, what thing is this ?

"

*' Why do ye with your selven thus amis ?"

(Quod tho Creseidc) " is this a mans game,

What Troilus, woll yc do thus for shame ?

"

And therwithal her arm over him slie laied,

And all foryave, and oftime him kest.

He thonked her, and to her spake and saied

As fell to purpose, for his hertes rest.

And she to that answerde him as lier lest,

And with her goodly wordes him disjiort

She gan and oft his sorowes to comfort.

(Quod Pandarus) " for ouglit I can aspien.

This light nor J ne serven here of naught,

Light is nat good for sike folkes even,

But for the love of God, sens ye been brought
In this good [)lite, let now none hcvy thought
Been hanged in the hertes of you twey,

And bare the candle to the chimney."

Soone after this, though it no nede were,
Whan she soche othes as her list devise

Had of hem take, her thought tho no fere,

Ne cause eke none, to bid him thcns rise :

Yet lesse thing than othes may suffice.

In many a case, for every wight I gesse,

That loveth well, meaneth but gentilnesse.

But in effect she would wcte anon.
Of what man, and eke where, and also why
He jalous was, sens there was cause non :

And eke the signo that he toke it by,

She bade liim that to tell her busily.

Or eles certain she bare him on honde,
That this was doen of malice her to fonde.

Withouten more, shortly for to sain

He must obey unto his ladies best.

And for the lasse hai"me he must somwhat fain,

He saied her, whan she was at soche a fest,

She might on liim have loked at the lest,

Not I nat what, ail dere ynough a rishe.

As he that nedes must a cause out fish.

And she answerde, " Swete, all were it so
What harme was that, sens I non evill meane ?

For by that God that bought us botlie two,
In all maiier thing is mine enteiit cleaiie

:

Soch arguments ne be nat worth a beane :

Woll ye the childist jalous counterfete.

Now were it worthy that ye were ybete."

Tho Troilus gan sorowfuUy to sike

Lest she be wroth, him thought his herte deide,
And saied, " Alas, upon my sorowes sike.

Have mercy, swete herte mine Creseidc :

And if that in tho wordes that I seide.

Be any wrong, I woll no more trespace,
Doeth what you list, I am all in your grace."

And she answerde, " Of gilt niisericorde,

That is to saine, that 1 foryeve all thi-.

And evermore on this night you recorde.

And bethe well ware ye do no more amis :"

*' Nay,dere herte mine, nomore" ((modhe)"ywiR."
" And now" (quod she) " that 1 liave you do smart,
Foryeve it to me, mine owne swete herte."

This Troilus witli blisse of that surprised,

Put all in Goddes hand, as he that ment
Nothing but well, and sodainly avised

He her in his amies fast to him lient :

And Pandarus, with a full good eiitent,

Laied hnii to slepe, and saied, " If yc be wise,

Sweveneth not now, lest more folke arise."

What might or may the sely larke say,

W^lian that the spai'hauke hath him in his fote,

I can no more, but of these iike tway,

(To whom this tale sugrc be or sote)

Though I tary a yeere, sometime 1 mote.
After mine aucthour tellen hir gladiiesse.

As well as I have told hir hevinesse.

Crescide, which that felt her thus ytake,

(As writen clerkcs in hir bokes old)

Right as an aspen lefe she gan to quake,
Whan she him felt her in his amies fold :

But Troilus all hole of cares cold,

Gan thanken tho the blisfull goddes seven,

Through sondry pains to bring folk to Heven.

This Troilus in armes gan her straine,

And saied " Swete, as ever mote I gone,
Now be ye caught, here is but we twaine,

Now yeldeth you, for other boote is none :"

To that Creseidc answerde thus anone,
" Ne had I er now, my swote herte dere.

Been yolde ywis, I were now not here."

soth is saied, that healed for to be
As of a fever, or other great sickiiesse,

Men must drinken, as we often se.

Full bitter drinke : and for to have gladnesse

Men drinken of pain, and great distresse :

1 meane it here by, as for this aventure.

That through a pain hath founden al his cure.

And now swetnesse semeth far more swete.

That bitternesse assaied was biforne.

For out of wo in blisse now they flete,

Non soch they felten sens they were borne,
Now is this bet, than both two be lorne :

For love of God, take every woman hede,

To werkcn thus, if it come to the nede.

Creseide all quite from every drede and tene.

As she that just cause had him to trist.

Made him soche feast, it joy was to sene.

Whan she his troutli and dene entent wist

:

And as about a tree with many a twist

Bitrent and writhe the swete wodljinde.

Can eche of hem in armes other winde.

And as the newe abashed nightingale.

That stinteth first, whan she begiiineth sing.

Whan that she heareth any heerdes tale.

Or in the hedges any wight stearing.

And after siker doeth her voice outring :

Right so Creseide, wlian that her drede stent,

Opeued her herte, and told him her entent.
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And right as he that seeth his death yshapen,

And dien mote, in aught that he may gesse,

And sodaiuly rescuous doeth hem escapen.

And from his death is brought in sikernesse :

For all this world, in soche present gladnesse,

Was Troilus, and hath his lady swete :

With worse hap God let us never mete.

Her armes smal, her straight backe and soft,

Her sides long, fleshy, smooth, and white.

He gan to stroke, and good thrift had full oft,

Her snowisse throte, her brestes round and lite :

Thus in this Heaven he gan him to delite,

And therwilhall a thousand times her kist,

That what to doen for joy unneth he wist.

Than saied he thus, " Love, Charite,

Thy mother eke, Citheria the swete,

That after thy selfe, next heried be she

Venus I meane, the well willy planete :

And next that, Imeneus I thee grete.

For never man was to you goddes hold,

As I, which ye have brought fro cares cold.

" Benigne Love, thou holy bond of thingen.

Who so woll grace, and list thee not honouren,

Lo, his desire woll fly withouten wingen.

For n'oldest thou of bounte hem socoui'en

That serven best, and most alway labouren.

Yet were all lost, that dare I well sain certes,

But if thy grace passed our desei-tes.

" Aqd for thou me, that lest thonke coud deserve

Of them that nombred been unto thy grace.

Hast hclpen, there I likely was to sterve.

And me bestowed in so high a place,

That thilke boundes may no blisse surpace,

I can no more, but laude and reverence
Be to thy bounte and thine excellence."

And therwithall Creseide anon he kist.

Of whiche certain she felt no disease.

And thus saied he, " Now would God I wist,

Mine herte swete, how I you best might please :

What man " (quod he) " was ever thus at ease.

As I ? On which the faii-est, and the best

That ever I seie, deiueth her to rest.

" Here may men seen that mercy passeth right.

The experience of that is felt in me,
That am unworthy to so swete a wight.

But herte mine, of your benignite

So thinke, that though I unworthy be.

Yet mote I nede amenden in some wise.

Right through the vertue of your hie service.

'' And for the love of God, my lady dere,

Sith he hath wrought me for I shal you serve,

As thus I meane : woll ye be my fere.

To do me live, if that you list, or sterve :

So teacheth me, how that I may deserve.

Your thonk, so that I through mine ignoraunce,
Ne doe nothing that you be displeasaunce.

'• For certes, freshe and womanliche wife.

This dare I say, that trouth and diligence.

That shall ye finden in me all my life,

Ne I woll not certain bi-eaken your defence.
And if I doe, present or in absence.
For love of God, let slea me with the dede.
If that it like unto your womanhede."

" Ywis " (quod she) " mine owne hertes lust,

My ground of ease, and al mine herte dere,

Graunt mercy, for on tliat is all my trust :

But let us fall away fro this matere.

For it suffiseth, this that said is here.

And at o worde, without repentaunce.

Welcome my knight, my peace, my suffisaunce."

Of hir delite or joies, one of the least

Were impossible to my wit to say,

But judgeth ye thiit have been at the feast

Of soche gladnesse, if that him list play :

I can no more but thus, these ilke tway.

That night betwixen drede and sikernesse,

Felten in love the greate worthinesse.

blisfull night, of hem so long isought.

How blithe unto hem botlie two thou were ?

Why ne had I socli feast witli my soule ybougl'.t ?

Ye, or but the least joy that was there ?

Away thou foule daunger and thou fere.

And let him in this Heaven blisse dwell,

That is so high, that all ne can I tell.

But soth is, though I cannot tellen all.

As can mine auethour of his excellence.

Yet have I saied, and God toforne shall.

In every thing all hooly his sentence :

And if that I, at loves reverence.

Have any worde in eched for the best,

Doeth therwithall right as your selven lest.

For my wordes here, and every part,

1 speake hem all under correction

Of you that feling have in loves art.

And put it ail in your discrecion.

To encrease or make diminicion

Of my language, and that I you beseech.

But now to purpose of my rather speech.

These ilke two that ben in armes laft.

So lothe to hem a sonder gon it were,

That eche from other wenden been biraft.

Or eles lo, this was her moste fere.

That all this tiling but nice dreames were,

For which full oft eche of hem saied, " O swete,

Clepe I you thus, or els doe 1 it mete."

And lord so he gan goodly on her se.

That never his loke ne blent from her face.

And saied, " my dere herte, maj- it be

That it be soth, that ye beene in this place ?

"

" Ye herte mine, God thanke I of his grace."

(Quod tbo Creseide) and therwithall him kist,

That where her spirite was, for joy she n'ist.

This Troilus full often her eyen two

Gan for to kisse, and saied : " eyen clere,

It weren ye that wrought me soche wo,

Ye humble nettes of my lady dere :

Tho there be mercy written in your chere,

God wote the text lull harde is for to find,

How coud ye withouten bonde me bind ?

"

Therwith he gan her fast in armes take,

And well an hundred times gan he sike.

Not such soi-rowfuU sighes as men make
For wo, or eles whan that folke be sike :

But easie sighes, soche as been to like.

That shewed his affection within.

Of soche mauer sighes could he not blin.
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Sone alter tliis, they spake of sondry things

As fell to purpose of this aventure,

And plaiyng enterchaungeden liir rings,

Of which I can not tellcn no scripture,

But well I wot, a broclie of gold and azui-e,

In which a rubbie set was like an herte,

Creseide him yave, and stacke it on his sherte.

Lord, trowe ye that a coveitous wretch,

That biameth love, and halte of it dispite,

That of tho pens that he can muckre and ketch

Ever yet yave to him soche delite,

As is in love, in o poinct in some plite :

Nay doubtelesse, for al so God me save

So parfite joie may no nigai-d have.

They woll say yes, but lord so they lie,

Tho busie wretches full of wo and drede,

That callen love a woodnesse of foUie,

But it shall fall hem, as I shall you rede :

They shal forgon the white and eke the rede.

And live in wo, there God yeve hem niischaunce.

And every lover in his trouth avauuce.

As would God tho wretches that despise

Service of love had eares also long

As had Mida, full of covetise.

And thereto dronken had as hotte and strong
As Cresus did, for his affectes wronge
To teachen hem, that they been in the vice,

And lovers not, although they hold hem nice.

These ilke two, of whom that I you say,

Wlian that hir hertes well assured were,

Tho gonnen they to speake and to play,

And eke rehearcen how, whan, and where
They knewe first, and every wo or fere

Tluit passed was, but all such heavinesse,

I thonke it God, was tourned to gladnesse.

And evermore, whan that hem fell to speake
Of any thing of soche a time agone.

With kissing all that tale should breake,
And fallen into a new joy anone,
And didden all hir might, sens they were one
For to recoveren blisse, and been at ease,

And praised wo with joyes counterpaise.

Reason woll not that I speake of slepe,

For it accordeth not to my mattere,
God wote they toke of it full little kepe.
But lest this night that was to hem so dere
Ne should in vaine escape in no manere,
It was biset in joy and businesse.

Of all that souneth unto gentilnesse.

But whan the cock, commune astrologer,
Gan on his brest to beate, and after crowe,
And Lucifer, the daies messanger,
Gan to rise, and out his beames throwe.
And estward rose, to him that could it know,
Fortuna maior, than anone Creseide
With herte sore, to Troilus thus seide :

" Mine hertes life, my trust, all my pleasaunce.
That I was borne alas, that me is wo,
That day of us mote make discevei"aunce.

For time it is to rise, and hence go.

Or eles I am lost for ever mo :

night alas, why n'ilt thou over us hove,
As long as whan Alcmeua lay by Jove.

" blacke night, as folke in boke rede,

That shapen art by God, this world to hide
At certain times, with thy dcrke wcde.
That under that men might in rest abide,
Wei oughten bea.sts to ])luin, and folke to chide
That there as day with labor would us brest
That thou thus flieth, and deinest us not rest.

" Thou doest alas, to shortly thine office.

Thou rakle night, there God maker of kinde,
Thee for thine hast, and thine unkind vice,

So fast aie to our hemis])erie binde.

That nevermore under tlie ground thou wind.
For now for thou so highest out of Troie,
Have I forgone thus hastely my joie."

This Troilus, that with tho wordes felt.

As thought him tho, for pitous distresse

The bloodie teares from his herte melt,

As he that yet never soche hevinesse,

Assaied had, out of so great gladnesse,

Gan therewitliall Creseide his lady dere
In armes strain, and hold in lovely manere.

" cruell day, accuser of the joy
That night and love have stole, and fast ywrien,
Accursed be thy coming into Troie,

For every bowre hath one of thy bright eyen :

Envious day, what list thee so to spien.

What hast thou lost, why seekest thou this place I

There God thy light so quench for his grace.

** Alas, what have these lovers thee agilt ?

Dispitous day, thine be the paine of Hell,

For many a lover hast thou slain, and wilt.

Thy poring in woll no where let hem dwell :

: ^^'hat profrest thou thy light here for to sell ?

! Go sell it hem that smale seales grave,

j

We woll thee not, us ned^tb no day have."
I

And eke the sonne Titan gan he chide,

And said, " foole, well may men thee dispise,

That hast all night the dawning by thy side,

And sufferest her so sone up fro thee rise.

For to disease us lovers in this wise :

What hold your bed there, thou and thy morow,

I

I bid God so yeve you bothe sorow."

Tberwith ful sore he sighed, and thus he seide
" My lady right, and of my weale or wo
The well and roote, goodly mine Creseide,

And shall 1 rise alas, and shall I so ?

Now fele I that mine herte mote a two
;

And how should 1 my life an houre save.

Sens that with you is all the life I have ?

" What shall I doen ? For certes I n'ot how
Ne whan alas, 1 shall the time see

That in this plite I may been eft with you,

And of my life God wote how shall that be.

Sens that desire right now so biteth me.
That I am dedde anon, but I retourne.

How should I long alas, fro you sojourne ?

" But nathelcsse, mine owne lady bright.

Were it so that I wist utterly,

That your humble servaunt and your knight

Were in your herte yset so fermely,

As ye in mine : the which truely

Me leaver were than these worlds twainc.

Yet should I bet enduren all my paine,"
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To that Creseide answerde ri^ht anon,

And with a sigh she saied, " O herte dere,

The game ywis so ferfortli now is gon,

The first shal Phebus fallen from the sphere,

And everiche egle been the dovves fere.

And every rocke out of his place sterte,

Er Troilus go out of Creseides herte.

" Ye been so depe within mine herte grave.

That tho I would it turn out of my thought,

As wisely veray God my soule save,

To dien in the pain, I could nought

:

And for the love of God, that us hath wrought,

Let in your brain none other fantasie

So crepen, that it cause me to die.

" And that ye me would have as fast in mind,

As I have you, that would I you beseche :

And if I wist sothly that to find

God might not apoint my joies to ech.

But herte mine, withouten more spech,

Bethe to me true, or else were it routh,

For I am thine, by God and by my troutli.

" Bethe glad forthy, and live in sikernesse.

Thus saied I never er this, ne shall to mo.
And if to you it were a great gladnesse,

To tourne ayen sone after that ye go.

As faine would I as ye, it were so.

As wisely God mine herte bring to reste :

"

And him in amies toke, and ofte keste.

Ayenst his will, sithe it mote nedes bee.

This Ti'oilus up rose and fast him cled,

And in his armes toke his ladie free.

An hundred times, and on his way him sped.

And with soche woi'des, as his herte bled,

He saied : " Fare well my dere herte swete.

That God us graunt sound and sone to mete."

To which no word for sorow she answerd.

So sore gan his parting her distrain.

And Troilus unto his paleis ferd.

As wo begon as she was soth to sain,

So hard him wrong of sharp desire the pain.

For to been efte there he was in pleasaunce.

That it may never out of his remembraunee,

Retourned to his roiall paleis sone.

He soft unto his bedde gan for to sinke

To slope long, as he was wont to doen.

But all for naught, he may well ligge and winke.

But slepe may there none in his herte sinke,

Thinking how she, for whom desire him brend,

A thousand folde was worth more than he wend.

And in his thought, gan up and doun to wind
Her wordes all, and every countenaunee,
And fermely impressen in his mind
The lest pointe that to him was pleasaunce.

And verely of thilke remembraunee,
Desire al newe him breude, and lust to brede,

Gan more than erst, and yet toke he none hede.

Creseide also, right in the same wise.

Of Troilus gan in her herte shet

His worthinesse, his lust, his dedes wise,

His gentilnesse, and how she with him met

;

Thonking love, he so well her beset.

Desiring oft to have her herte dere.

In soche a place as she durst make him chere.

Pandare a morow, which that common was
Unto his nece, gan her faire to grete,

And saied, " All this night so rained it alas,

That all my drede is, that ye, nece swete.

Have little leiser had to slepe and mete :

Al this night" (quod he) " hath rain so do me wake,
That some of us I trowe hir heddes ake,"

And nere he came and said, " How stant it now
This merie morow, nece, how can ye fare 1

"

Creseide answerde, " Never the bet for. you,

Foxe that ye been, God yeve your herte care,

God helpe me so, ye caused all this fare,

Trowe I," (quod she) "for all your wordes white,

who so seeth you, knoweth you full lite."

With that she gan her face for to wrie,

With the shete, and woxe for shame all redde,

And Paudarus gan under for to prie.

And saied " Nece, if that I shall been dedde.

Have here a sword, and smiteth of my hedde :"

With that his arme all sodainly he thrist

Under her necke, and at the last her kist.

1 passe all that, which chargeth naught to say,

What, God foryave his death, and she also

Foryave : and with her uncle gan to play.

For other cause was there none than so :

But of this thing right to the effect to go.

Whan time was, home to her house she went,

And Pandai'us hath fully his entent.

Now tourne we ayen to Troilus,

That restelesse full long a bedde lay.

And prively sent after Pandarus,
To him to come in all the hast he may,
He come anon, not ones saied he nay.

And Troilus full soberly he grete.

And doune upon the beddes side him sete.

This Troilus with all thafiectioun

Of friendly love, that herte may devise,

To Pandarus on his knees fill adoun :

And er that he would of the place arise,

He gan him thanken on his beste wise.

An hundred time he gan the time blesse.

That he was born, to bring him fro distresse.

He said, " frend of friends, the alderbest

That ever was, the sothe for to tell.

Thou hast in Heaven ybrought my soul at rest,

Fro Phlegetou the firie flood of Hell,

That though I might a thousand times seU

Upon a day my life in thy service.

It might not a mote in that suffice.

" The Sonne, which that all the world may se,

Sawe never yet, my life that dare I leie.

So joly, faire, and goodiy, as is she

Whose I am all, and shall till that I deie.

And that I thus am hers, dare I seie,

That thanked be the high worthinesse

Of love, and eke thy kinde businesse.

" Thus hast thou me no little thing iyeve,

For why to thee obliged be for aie.

My life, and why ? for through thine helpe I live,

Or els dedde had I been ago many a day :" •

And with that worde doun in his bed he lay.

And Pandai'us full soberly him herde.

Till all was said, and than he him answerde.
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* My dere frende, if 1 have doen for thee.

In any case, God wote it is me lefe,

And am as glad as man may of it be,

God helpe me so, but taiie now not agrifc,

That I shall saiiie, beware of this mi?>eliiefe,

That ther as now thou broght art to thy blis,

That thou thy selfe ue cause it not to mis.

'* For of fortunes sharpe advcrsite.

The worst kind of infortune is this,

A man that hath been in pi-osperite, ;^

And it remember, whan it passed is.

Thou art wise inough, forthy, doe not amis.

Be not to rakell, though thou sit warme.
For if thou be, cerkiiu it woll thee liarme.

*' Thou art at ease, and hold thee well tlierin.

For al so sure as rcdde is every fire,

As great a crafte is to Icepe well as win.

Bridle alway well thy speach and thy desire,

For worldly joy holdeth not by a wii-e.

That preveth well, it brest alday so ofte,

Forthy ueede is to werken with it softe."

(Quod Troilus) " I hope, and God to forne,

My dere frende, that 1 shall so me bere,

That in my gift there shall nothing been lorne,

Ne I nill not rakle, as for to greven here ;

'

It nee<leth not this matter often tere,

Fur wistest thou mine hci'te wel Pandare,
God wote of this thou wouldest lite care."

The gan he tell him of his glad night.

And whereof first his herte dradde, and how,
And saied " Frende, as I am true kniglit,

And by that faitii I owe to God and you,

I had it never halfe so bote as now.
And aie the more that desire me biteth

To love her best, the more it me deliteth.

" I n'ot my selfe not wisely, what it is,

But nowe I feele a new qualite,

Ye all another than I did er this :"

Pandare answcrd and saied thus, " that he
That ones may in Heaven blisse be.

He feeleth other waies dare I lay.

Than thilke time he first heard of it say."

This is a worde for all, that Troilus

Was never ful to speke of this matere,
And for to praisen unto Pandai-us
The bounte of his right lady dei'e,

And Pandarus to thanke, and maken chere,
This tale was aie span newe to begin,

Til that the tale departed hem a twinne.

Soone after this, for that fortune it would.
Yeomen was the blisfuU time swete.
That Troilus was warned, that he should,
There he was erst, Creseide his lady mete :

For which lie felt his herte in joy flete.

And faithfully gan all the goodes hcry.
And let see now, if that he can be mery.

And holden was the forme, and al the gise

Of her comming, and of his also.

As it was erst, which nedeth nought devise.
But plainly to thetfect right for to go :

In joy and surete Pandai-us hem two
Abedde brought, whan hem both lest.

And thus they ben in quiet and in rest.

Naught nedeth it to you sith they ben met
To aske at me, if that ihey blithe were,
For if it erst was well, tlio was it bet
A thousand folde, this nedeth not enqucre :

A go was every sorow and every fere,

And both ywis they had, and so they wend,
As much joy as herte may comprehend.

"This n'is na litel thing of for to sey.
This pa-ssetli every wit for to devise,
For eche of hem gan others lust obey,
Felicite, which that these clerkes wise
Commenden so, ne may no here suftise.

This joy ne may not ywritten be with inke,
This passeth al that herte may bethinke.

But cruel day, so welaway the stound,
Gan for to aprochc, as they by signes knew.
For wliieh hem thought felen dethes wound.
So wo was hem, that chaungen gan hir hew
And day they gonnen to dispise al new.
Calling it traitour, envious and worse.
And bitterly tlie daies light they corse.

(Quod Troilus) " Alas, now am I ware
That Pirous, and tlio swifte stcdes thre.

Which that drawen forth tlie Sunnes chare,
Han gon some by pathe in dispite of me.
And maketh it so sone day to be,

And for the Sunne him hasten thus to rise,

Ne shall I never dou him sacrifice."

But nedes day departe hem must sone.
And whan hir sjjeech done was, and hir chere,
They twin anon, as they were wont to done.
And setten time of meting eft yfere :

And many a night they wrouglit in tliis manerc

:

And thus fortune a time ladde in joie

Creseide, and eke this kinges son of Troie.

In suffisaunce, in blisse, and in singings.

This Troilus gan all his life to lede,

He spendeth, justetli, and maketh feestings,

He geveth freely oft, and chaungeth wede.
He helde about him alway out of drede
A world of folke, as come him well of kind,

The freshest and the best he coulde find.

That such a voice was of him, and a Steven,

Throughout the world, of honour and largesse.

That it up ronge unto the yate of Heven,
And as in love he was in such gladnesse.

That in his herte he demed, as I gesse.

That there n'is lover in this world at ease.

So wel as he, and thus gan love liim please.

The goodlihede or beaute, which the kind.

In any other lady had ysette,

Can not the mountenaunce of a gnat unbind.

About his herte, of al Creseides nette

:

He was so narow ymasked, and yknette.

That is undon in any maner side,

That n'il nat ben, for ought that may betide.

And by the hond full ofte he would take

This Pandarus, and into gardin lede,

And such a feest, and such a processe make
Him of Creseide, and of her wcmanhede.
And of her beaute, that withouten drede.

It was an Heven his wordes for to here.

And than he woulde sing in this manere :
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" Love, that of ertli and sea hath governaunce,
Love, that his heestes hath in Heven hie,

Love, that with an holsome aliaunce,

Halte people joyued, as him Hst hem gie,

Love, that knitteth law and companie.
And couples doth in vertue for to dwell,

Binde this accord, that I have told and tell.

"That, thatthewoi'ld withfaith, which that is stable,

Diverseth so his staundes according,

That elements that bethe discordable,

Holden a bonde, perpetually during.

That Phebus mote his rosy day forth bring.

And that the Mone hath lordship over the nights,

Al thLs doeth Love, aie heried be his mights.

" That, that the sea, that greedy is to flowen,

Constraineth to a certaine ende so

His floodes, that so fiercely they ne growen
To drenchen earth and all for evernio.

And if that Love aught let his bridle go,

All that nov/ loveth asunder should lepe.

And lost were all, that Love halt now to hepe.

" So would to God, that authour is of kind,

That with his bond. Love of his vertue list

To searchen hertes all, and fast bind,

That from his bond no wight the wey out wist.

And hertes cold, hem would I that hem twist.

To maken hem love, and that list hem aie rew
On hertes sore, and keep hem that ben trew."

In all needes for the townes werre
He was, and aye the first in amies dight.

And certainely, but if that bookes erre.

Save Hector, most ydradde of any wight.

And this encrease of hardinesse and might
Come him of love, his ladies thanke to win,

That altered his spirit so within.

In time of truce on banking would he ride.

Or els hunt bore, beare, or lioun.

The small beastes let he gon beside,

And v/han that he come riding into the toun.

Full oft his lady from her window doun.
As fresh as faucon, comen out of mue,
Full redely was him goodly to salue.

And most of love and vertue was his speech,
And in dispite had all wretchednesse.
And doubtlesse no need was him beseech
To honoureu hem that had worthinesse.

And easen hem that weren in distresse,

And glad was he, if any wight well ferde

That lover was, whan he it wist or herde.

For sooth to saine, he lost held every wight,

But if he were in Loves high servise,

I meane folke that aught it ben of right.

And over all this, so well could he devise

Of sentement, and in so uncouth wise

All his array, that every lover thought.
That al was wel, what so he said or wrought.

And though that he be come of blood roiall.

Him list of pride at no wight for to chace,
Benigne he was to ech in generall.

For which he gate him thank in every place :

Thus wolde Love, yheried by his grace.
That pride, and ire, envie, and avarice,

lie gau to flie, and every other vice.

Thou lady bright, the doughter of Diane,
Thy blind and winged son eke dan Cupide,
Ye sustren nine eke, that by Helicone
In hill Pernaso, listen for to abide,

That ye thus ferre ban deined me to gide,

1 can no more, but sens that ye woll wend.
Ye heried ben for aye withouten end.

Through you have I said fully in my song
Theff"ect and joy of Troilus servise.

All be that there was some disease among.
As mine authour listeth to devise.

My thirde booke now end J in this wise.

And Troilus in lust and in quiete.

Is with Creseide his owne herte swete.

EXPLICIT LIBER TERTil'S.

B. IV. v. 1—39

But all too little, welaway the while

Lasteth such joy, ythonked bee Fortune,
That seemeth truest, whan she woll begile.

And can to fooles her songe entune,

That she hem bent, that blent, traitor commune
And whan a wight is from her whele ythrow.
Than laugheth she, and maketh him the mowe.

From Troilus she gan her bright face

Away to writhe, and tooke of him none hede,

And cast him clene out of his ladies grace.

And on her whele she set up Dioniede,

For which mine herte right now ginneth blede,

And now my pen alas, with which 1 write,

Quaketh for drede of that I must endite.

For how Creseide Troilus forsooke.

Or at the least, how that she was unkind.

Mote henceforth ben matter of my booke,

As writen folk through which it is in mind,
Alas, that they should ever cause find

To speake her harme, and if they on her lie,

Ywis hemselfe should have the villanie.

O ye Herines, nightes doughters three.

That endelesse complaine ever in paine,

Megera, Alecto, and eke Tesiphonee,

Thou cruell Mars eke, father of Quirine,

This ilke fourth booke helpe me to fine,

So that the loos, and love, and life yfere

Of Troilus be fully shewed here.

INCIPIT LIBER QUARTUS.

LiGGiNG in host, as I have said ere this.

The Greekes strong, about Troy toun,

Befell, that whan that Phebus shining is

Upon the breast of Hercules Lion,

That Hector, with many a bold baron,

Cast on a day with Greekes for to fight.

As he was wont, to greve hem what he might.

Not I how long or short it was bitwene

This purpose, and that day they fighten ment,

But on a day well armed bright and shene.

Hector and many a worship knight out went
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With speare in honde, and big bowes bent,

And in the berde witliouten lender lette,

Ilir fonieii in the field anone hem mette.

The longe day with si)earcs sharpe yground,

With arrows, dartes, swerds, and maces fell,

Tliey fi;ilit, and bringen liorse and man to ground

And" with hir axes out the braines quell,

But ill the last shoure, sooth to tell,

The f<ilke of Troy hem selven so misleden,

That with the worse at night home they fledeu.

At whiche day was taken Antheuor,

Maugre Polimidas, or Monesteo,

Xantippe, Sarpedon, and Palestinor,

Polite, or eke the Troyan dan Rupheo,
And other lasse folke, as Phebuseo,

So that for harm that day the folk of Troy
Dreden to lese a great part of hir joy.

Of Priamus was yeve at Grekes request

A time of ti'uce, and tho they gonnen trete

Hir prisoners to chaungen most and lest,

And for the surplus yeven sommes grete,

This thing anon was couth in every strete,

Both in th'assiege, in tonne, and every where,

And with the first it came to Calcas ere.

Whan Calcas knew this trelise should hold'

In consistorie among the Greekes soone

He gan in thringe, forth with lordes old,

And set him there as he was wont to done,

And with a chaunged face hem bade a boone
For love of God. to done that reverence,

To stinten noise, and yeve him audience.

Than said he thus, " Lo, lordes mine I was
Troyan, as it is knowen out of drede.

And if that you remember, I am Calcas,

That alderfirst yave comfort to your nede,

And tolde well howe that you should spede.

For dredelesse through you shall in a stound

Ben Troy ybrent, and beaten doun to ground.

*' And in what forme, or in what manner wise

This toun to shend, and all your lust atcheve,

Ye have ere this well herde me devise :

This know ye my lordes, as I leve,

And for the Greekes weren me so love,

I came my selfe in my proper persone

To teach m this how you was best to done.

" Having unto my treasour, ne my rent.

Right no regard in respect of your ease.

Thus all my good I left, and to you went,
Wening in this you lordes for to please,

But all that losse ne doth me no disease,

I vouchsafe, as wisely have T joy.

For you to lese all that I have in Troy.

" Save of a doughter that I left, alas,

Sleeping at home, whan out of Troy I stert,

Sterne, cruell father that I was.
How might I have in that so hard an herte ?

Alas, that I ne had brought her in my shert,

For sorow of which I wol nat live to morow.
But if ye lordes rew upon my sorow.

" For because that I saw no time ere now
Her to deliver, iche holden have my pees,

I

But now or never, if that it like you,
J may her have riglit now doabtleee :

helps and grace, among all this prees,

Rew on this old caitife in distresse,

Sith 1 through you have all this hevinesse.

" Ye have now caught, and fettred in prison

Troyans enow, and if your willes be.

My child with one may have redemption.
Now for the love of God, and of bounte,
One of so fele alas, so yefe him me :

What neod wore it this ]>raier for to werne,
Sith ye shall have both folk and toun as yerne.

" On perill of my life I shall nat lie,

Apollo hath me told full faith.fully,

1 have eke found by lustronomie,

15y sort, and by augurie truely.

And dare well say the time is fast by,
That fire and fiambe on all tho toun shall sprede,
And thus shall Troy turne to ashen dede.

" For certaine, Phebus and Neptuims both.

That makeden the walles of the toun.

Hen with the folke of Troy alway so wroth,
That they well bring it to confusioun
Kight in despite of king Laomcdoun,
Because he nolde paien hem hir hire.

The toune of Troy shall ben set on fire."

Telling his tale alway this olde grey,

Humble in his speech and looking eke.

The salte teares from his cycn twey,

Full faste ronnen doune by either cheke,

So long he gan of succour hem beseke.

That for to heale him of his sorowes sore.

They gave him Antenor witliouten more.

But who was glad enough, but Calcas tho,

x\nd of this thing full soone his nodes leide

On hem that shoulden for the treatise go
And hem for Antenor full ofte preide.

To bringen home king Thoas and Creseide,

And whan Priam his safegarde sent,

Th'embassadours to Troy streight they went.

The cause I told of hir comming, the old
Priam the king, full soone in generall.

Let here upon his parliment hold,

Of which th 'effect rehearsen you I shall

:

Th'embassadours ben answerde for finall.

The eschaunge of prisoners, and all this nede
Hem liketh well, and forth in they precede.

This Troilus was present in the place,

Wlien asked was for Antenor Creseide,

For which full sone chaungen gan his face.

As he that with tho wordes well nigh deide,

But nathelesse he no word to it seide.

Lest men should his affection espie.

With mannes herte he gan his sorowes drie.

And full of anguish and of gresly drede.

Abode what other lords would to it sey.

And if they would graunt, as God forbede,

Th'eschange of her, than thought he thinges twey :

First, how to save her honour, and what wey
He might best th'eschaunge of her withstoud.

Full fast he cast how all this might stond.

Love him made all prest to done her bide.

And rather dien than she should go.

But Reason said him on that other side,

" Withouten assent of her do nat so,
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Lest for thy werke she would he thy fo,

Ami saine, that througli thy medling is yblow

Youi" brother lovcj there it was uot erst kuow."

For which he gan deliberen for the best,

And though the lordes would that she went,

He would let hem grauiit what hem lest.

And tell his lady first what that they ment.
And whan that she had said him her enteut,

Tiiereafter would he workeu also blive,

Tiio all tlie world ayen it wolde strive.

Hector, which that well the Greekes herd.
For Antenor how they would have Creseide,
Gan it withstoud, and soberly answerd :

'' Sirs, she n'is no prisoner," (he seide)
" I u'ot on you who that this charge leide.

But on my part, ye may eftsoones hem tell.

We usen here no women for to sell."

The noise of people up stert than atones.

As brimme as blase of straw yset on fire,

For infortune it would for the nones.
They shoulden hir confusion desire : [enspire
"Hectoi-," (quod they) "what ghost may you
This woman thus to shild, and done us lese

Dan Antenore, a wrong way now ye cliese.

" That is so wise, and eke so bold baroun,
And we have need of folke, as men may see,

He is one of the greatest of this toun :

U Hector, lette, thy fantasies bee,
O king Pi'iam," (quod they) "thus segge wee.
That all our voice is to forgone Creseide,"
And to deliver Antenor they preide.

Juvenall lord, true is thy sentence.
That little wenen folke what is to yerne.
That they ne finden in hir desire offence.
For cloud of errour ne lette hem discerne
What best is, and lo, here ensample as yerne .

These folke desireji now deliverance
Of Antenor, that brought hem to mischaunce.

For he was after traitour to the toun
Of Troy alas, they quitte him out to rathe,

nice world, so thy discretioun,
Creseide, which that never did hem scathe,
Shall now no longer in her blisse bathe.
But Antenor, he shall come home to toun.
And she shall out, thus said heere and houn.

For which delibered was by parliment,
For Antenor to yeelden out Creseide,
And it pronounced by the president.
Though that Hector nay full oft praid,
And finally, what wight that it withsaid.
It was for naught, it must ben, and should,
For substaunce of the parliment it would.

Departed out of the parliment echone,
This TroDus, without wordes mo,
Unto his chamber spedde hi'm fast alone,
But if it were a man of his or two,
The which he bad out faste for to go,
Because he would slepen, as he said.
And hastely upon his bedde him laid.

And as in winter, leaves ben biraft
Ech after other, til] trees be bare,
.So that there n'is but barke and branch ylaft.
Lithe Troilus, biraft of ech welfare,

Ybounden in the blacke barke of care.

Disposed wode out of his witte to breide,

I
So sore him sate the chaungiug; of Creseide.

I

I

He rist him up, and every dore he shette.

And window eke, and tho this sorrowfuU man
I

Ujion his beddes side doune him sette,

I

Full like a dead image, pale and wan.
And in his breast the heaped wo began
Out brust, and he to woi-ken in this wise
In his woodnesse, as I shall you devise.

Right as the wUde bull beginneth spring

Now here, now there, idarted to the herte.

And of his death roreth, iu complaining,

Right so gan he about the chamber stert.

Smiting his breast aye with his fistes smert.

His head to the wall, his body to the ground,
Full oft he swapt, himselven to confound.

His eyen two for pity of his herte

Out stremeden as swift as welles twey.

The highe sobbes of his sorrowes smert
His speech him reft, unnethes might he sey,
•' O death alas, why n'ilt thou do me dey ?

Accursed be that day which that nature

Shope me to ben a lives creature."

But after whan the fury and all the rage
Which that his heart twist, and fast threst,

By length of time somewhat gan assuage.

Upon his bed he laid him doun to rest,

But tho begon his teares more out to brest.

That wonder is the body may suffise

To halfe this wo, which that I you devise.

Than said he thus : " Fortune alas, the while

What have I done ? what have I thee agilt i

How mightest thou for routhe me begile ?

Is there no grace ? and shall I thus be spilt \

Shall thus Creseide away for that thou wilt ?

Alas, how mightest thou in thine herte find

To ben to me thus cruell and unkind 1

" Have I thee nat honoured all my live.

As thou well wotest, above the Gods all ?

Why wilt thou me fro joy thus deprive ?

Troilus, what may men now thee call.

But wretch of wretches, out of honour fall

Into misery, in which I woU bewaile

Creseide alas, till that the breath me faile.

" Alas, Fortune, if that my life injoy

Displeased had unto thy foule envie,

Why ne haddest thou my father king of Troy
Biraft the life, or done my brethren die,

Or slaine my selfe, that thus complaine and crie I

1 combre world, that may of nothing serve.

But ever dye, and never fully sterve.

" If that Creseide alone were me laft,

Naught raught I whider thou woldest me stere,

And her alas, than hast thou me byraft :

But evermore, lo, this is thy manere,
To reve a wight that most is to him dere,

To preve in that thy gierfuU violence :

Thus am I lost, there helpeth no defence.

" very Lord, O Love, O God alas.

That knowest best mine herte and al my thought.
What shal my sorowfuil life done in this caas,

If I forgo that I so dere have bought,
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Sens ye Creseide and me have fully brou<;lit

Into your grace, and botli our hertcs sealed,

How may ye suffer alas, it be repealed I

" Wliat I may done, I shal while I may dure
On live, in turment and in cruell paine,

This infortune, or this disaventure,

Alone as I was borne I woU complaine,

Ne never woJl I seene it shine or raine.

But end I woll as Edippe in derkenesse

My sorrowfull life, and dieu in distresse.

" wery ghost, that eiTest to and fro,

Why nilt thou Hien out of the wofullcst

Body, that ever might on grounde go ?

soule, lurking in this wolull ncste,

Fly forthout mine herte, and let it breste,

And follow alway Creseide thy lady derc,

Thy right place is now no longer here.

*' wofull eien two, sens your disport

Was all to seene Creseides eyen bright.

What shall ye done, but for my disc(jmfort

Stoden for naught, and wejieu out your sight,

Sens she is queint, that wont was you to light.

In veine from this forth have I eyen twey
Yformed, sens your vertue is awey.

" my Creseide, lady soveraine
Of this wofull soule that thus crieth.

Who shall now yeven comfort to thy paine ?

Alas, no wight, but whan mine herte dieth.

My spirit, which that so unto you hieth,

Receive in gree, for that shall aye you serve,

Forthy no force is, though the body sterve.

" ye lovers, that high upon the whele
Ben sette of Fortune in good aventure,
God lene that ye finded aye love of stele.

And long mote your life in joy endure,
But wlian ye comen by my sepulture,

Remembreth that your fellow resteth there,

For I loved eke, though I unworthy were.

" old unholsome and mislived man,
Calcas 1 meane, alas, what eiled thee
To ben a Greek, sens thou art borne Trojan ?

Calcas, which that wolt my bane be.

In cursed time was thou borne for me,
As would Ijlissfull Jove for his joy.

That 1 thee had where I would in Troy."

A thousand sighes hotter than the glede,

Out of his breast, each after other went,
Medlcd with plaint new, his wo to fede.

For which his wofull teares never stent.

And shortly so his sorowes him to rent,

And woxe so mate, that joy or pennaunce
He feeleth none, but lieth in a ti'aunce.

Pandare, which that in the parliment
Had heard what every lord and burgess seid.

And how full graunted was by one assent.
For Antenor to yelden out Creseid :

Gan well nigh wood out of his wit to breid,
So that for wo he nlste what he ment.
But in a rage to Troilus he went.

A certaine knight, that for the time kept
The chamber dore, undid it him anoue.
And Pandare, that full tenderly wept.
Into the derke cliamber as still as stone.

Toward the bedde gan softly to gone,

So confuse, that he n'ist what to say,

For very wo, his wit was nigh away.

And with chere and looking all to torne.

For sorow of this, and with his amies folden,

lie stood this wofull Troilus beforne,

And on his pitous face he gan beholden.
But so oft gan his herte colden,

Seeing his friend in wo, whose heavinesse
His herte slough, as thought him for distresse.

This wofull wi^ht, this Troilus that felt

His friend Pandare yeomen him to see,

Gan as the snow ayenst the Sunne melt.

For which this wofull Pandare of ]iite

Gan for to wcepe as tenderly as he :

And speechlesse thus ben these ilke twey.

That neither might for sorow o word sey.

But at the last, this wofull Troilus,

Nigh dead for smert, gan bresten out to rore.

And with a sorrowfull noise lie said thus
Among his sobbes and his sighes sore,
" Lo, Pandare 1 am dead withouten more,
Hast thou not heard at parliament," ho seide,

" For Antenor how lost is my Creseide I
"

This Pandare full dead and pale of hew.
Full pitously answcrde, and said, " Yes,
As wisely were it false as it is trew.

That I have heard, and wote all how it is,

O mercy God, who would have trowed this,

Who would have wend, that in so little a throw
Fortune our joy would have overthrow.

" For in this world there is no creature.

As to my dome, that ever saw mine
Straunger than this, through case or aventure,
But who may all eschue or all devine.

Such is this world, forthy 1 thus define :

Ne trust no wight to find in Fortune
Aye property, her yeftes ben commune.

" But tell me this, why thou art now so mad
To soiTOwen thus, why list thou in this wise.

Sens thy desire all holy hast thou had.

So that by right it ought inough suffise,

But I that never felt in my servise

A friendly chore or looking of an eie.

Let me thus wej>e and wailen till I die.

" And over al this, as thou wel wost thy solve,

This tounc is full of ladies all about,

!
And to my dome, fairer than such twelve

I As ever she was, shal I findcn in some rout.

Ye one or twey, withouten any dout :

I
Forthy be glade raine owne dere brother,

j
If she be lost, we shall I'ecover another.

" What God forbid alway that ech pleasaunce

In o thing were, and in none other wight,

If one can sing, another can well daunce.

If this be goodly, she is glad and light,

j
And this is faire, and that can good aright,

I

Ech for his vertue holden is for dere,

I

Both heroner and faucon for rivere.

« And eke as writ Zansis, that was full wise.

The new love out chaseth oft the old :

I And upon new case lieth new aviso,

I
Thinke eke thy selfe to saven art thou hold.

'

X 2
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Such fire by processe shall of kind cold,

For sens it is but casuell plcasaunce,

Some case shall put it out of remembrauuce.

" For also sure as day commetli after night.

The newe love, labour or other wo,

Or eles selde seeing of a wight,

Done old affections all overgo,

And for thy part, thou shall have one of the

To abredge with thy bitter paines smart.

Absence of her shall drive her out of herte."

Tliese wordes saied he for the nones all

To helpe his friend, least he for sorow deide.

For doubtlesse to doen his wo to fall.

He rauglit nat what unthrift that he seide :

But Troilus that nigh for sorrow deide,

Tooke little hede of all that ever he mcnt,
One eare it heard, at the other out it went.

But at the last he answerd, and said, " Friend,
This lechcraft, or healed thus to be,

Were well fitting, if that I were a fiend.

To traien a wight, that true is unto me,
I pray God let this counsaile never ythe.

But doe me rather sterve anon right here.
Ere thus 1 doen, as thou me wouldest lere.

" She that I serve ywis, what so thou sey.

To whom mine herte enhabite is by right,

Shall have me holy hers, till that I dey.
For Paudarus, sens I have trouth her hight,
I woll nat ben untrue for no wight,
But as her man I woll aye live and sterve.

And never none other creature serve.

" And there thou saiest thou shalt as fair find

As she, let be, make no comparison.
To creature yformed here by kind,

leve Pandare, in conclusion,

1 woll nat been of thine opinion
Touching all this, for which I thee beseech.
So hold thy peace, thou sleest me with thy speech.

" Thou biddest me I should love another
All freshly new, and let Creseide go,
It lithe nat in my power, leve brother.
And though I might, yet would I nat do so.
But canst thou plaien raket to and fro,

Nettle in dock out, now this, now that, Pandai-e?
Now foule fall her for thy wo that care.

" Thou farest eke by me Pandarus,
As he, that whan a wight is wo bigon.
He commeth to him apace, and saith right thus,
' Thiuke not on smart, and thou slialt feele none,'
Thou raaiest me first transmewen in a stone.
And reve me my passions all.

Or thou so lightly doe my wo to fall.

" The death may well out of my brest depart
The life, so long may this sorow mine :

But fro my soule shall Creseides dart
Out nevermore, but doune with Prosei-pine
Whan I am dead, I woll won in pine.
And there I woll eternally complain
My wo, and how that twinned be we twain.

*^ Thou hast here made an argument full fine.
How that it should lasse paine be
Creseide to forgone, for she was mine,
And lived in ease and in felicite :

Why gabbest thou, that saidest unto me.
That him is wi>rs that is fro wele ithrow,

Thau he had erst none of that wele know ?

*' But tel me now, sen that thee thinketh so light

To chaungen so in love aye to and fro.

Why hast thou nat doen busily thy might
To chaungen her, that doth thee all thy wo ?

Why nilt thou let her fro thine herte go ?

Why nilt thou love another lady swete.

That may thine herte setten in quiete ?

" If thou hast had in love aye yet mischance,
And canst it not out of thine herte drive,

I that lived in lust and m pleasance
With her, as much as creature on live.

How would I that foryet, and that so blive ?

O where hast thou ben hid so long in mew,
Thou canst so well and formeliche argew.

" Nay God wot, naught worth is al thy rede,

For which, for what that ever may befall,

Withouten wordes mo I woll ben dede :

Death, that ender art of sorrowes all,

Come now, sens I so oft after thee call.

For sely is that death, sooth for to saine.

That oit ycleped, commeth and endeth paine.

" Well wote I, while my life was in quiete.

Ere thou me slue, I would have yeven hire.

But now thy coramlng is to me so swete.

That in this world I nothing so desire :

Death, sens with this sorov/ I am a fire.

Thou either do me anone in teares drench.

Or with thy cold stroke mine herte quench.

" Sens that thou slaiest so fele in sundry wise

Ayenst hir will, unpraied day and night.

Doe me at my request this servise.

Deliver now the world, so doest thou right,

Of me that am the wofullest wight

That ever was, for time is that I sterve,

Sens in this world of right naught do I serve."

This Troilus in teares gan distill

As lieour out of allambike full fast.

And Pandarus gan hold his tongue still,

And to the ground his eyen downe he cast,

But nathelesse, thus thought he at last,

" What parde, rather than mj- fellow dey,

Yet shall I somewhat more unto him sey."

And said, " Friend, sens thou hast such distresse,

And sens thee list mine argumentes blame.

Why n'ilt thy selven helpe doen redresse.

And with thy manhood letten all this game.
Go ravish her, ne canst thou not for shame ?

And either let her out of toune fare.

Or hold her still, and leave thy nice fare.

" Art thou in Troj', and hast non hardiment

To take a wight, whiche that loveth thee,

And would her selven been of thine assent.

Now is nat this a nice vauite ?

Rise up anon, and let this weeping be.

And sith thou art a man, for in this hour
1 woll been dead, or she shall ben our."

To this answerde him Troilus full soft,

And saied, •' Ywis, my leve brother dere.

All this have I my selfe yet thought full oft,

And more thing than thou devisest here,
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But v.hy this thing is htft, tliou shalt wcl here,

And whan thou hast nie yeveu audience,

Thereat'tei' niayst thou tell all thy sentence.

" First, sin thou wost this toun hath al this werre

For ravishing of women so by niij^ht.

It should not been suffred me to erre,

As it stont now, ne done so great unright,

I should have also blame of every wight.

My fathers graunt if that I so withstood,

Sens she is chaunged for the tounes good.

" I have eke thought, so it were her assent,

To aske her of my father of liis grace.

Than thinke I, this were her accusement,

Sons well I wot I may her nut purehace,

For sens my father in so high a jilace

As parliment, hath her esehaunge ensealed,

He u'ill for me his letter be repealed.

" Yet drede I most her herte to perturbe

With violence, if I doe such a game,
For if I would it openly disturbe.

It must be disclaunder to her name,
And me were lever die than her ditfame.

As n'old God, but I should have
Her honour, lever than my life to save.

" Thus am I lost, for aught that I can see,

For certaine is that I am her knight,

I must her honour lover have than me
In every case, as lover ought of right,

Thus am I with desire and I'eason twight:

Desire for to disturben her me redeth,

And reason n'ill not, so mine herte dredeth."

Thus weeping, that he could never cease.

He said, " Alas, how shall I wretchc fare,

For well fele I ahvay my love encrease.

And hope is lasse and lasse Pandare,
Ericreasen eke the causes of my care.

So welaw-ay, why n'ill mine herte brest,

For as in love there is but little rest."

Pandare answerde, " Friend thou mayst for me
Done as thee list, but had I it so bote,

And thine estate, she should go with me,
Tho all this toun cried on this thing by note,

I n'old set at all that noise a grote.

For whan men have cried, than wol they roun.

Eke wonder last but nine deies never in toun.

" Devine not in reason aye so deepe,
Ne curtesly, but helpe thy selfe anone.
Bet is that other than thy selven wcpe,
And namely, sens ye two ben al one.

Rise up, for by mine head she shall not gone,

And rather ben in blame a little yfound,
Thau sterve here as a gnat withouten wound.

"It is no shame unto you, ne no vice.

Her to withholden, that ye loveth most,
Pei-aventure she might hold thee for nice,

To letten her go thus unto the Grekes hoste.

Think eke Fortune, as well thy selven woste,
Helpeth hardie man unto his emprise.
And weiveth wretches for hir cowardise.

" And though thy lady would alite her greve.
Thou shalt thy self thy peace hereafter make.
But as to me certaine I cannot leve,

That she would it as now for cvill take,

Why should tlian for feare thine herte <juake,

Thinke how I'aris hath, that is thy liroiher,

A love, and why shal thou not have another {

" And Troilus, o thing I dare thee swer,

That if Creseide, which that is thy Icfe,

Now loveth thee, as well as thou dost her,

God helpe me so, she nill not take a grefe,

Though thou do bote anon in this mischefe.

And if she wilneth fro thee for to passe,

Than is she false, so love her well the lasse.

" Forthy, take herte, and think right as a knight,

Througli love is broken alday every law,

Kith now somwhat thy courage and thy might.
Have mercie on thy selfe for any awe,
Let not this wretched wo thine herte gnawe.
But manly set the world on sixe and seven,

And if thou die a martir, go to Heaven.

" I woll my selfe ben with thee at this dede.

Though I and all my kin upon a stound.

Should in a strete, as dogs, liggen dede.

Through girt with many a bloodie wound.
In every case I woll a friend be found.

And if thee listeth hei'e sterven as a wretch.

Adieu, the devill speede him that retch,"

This Troilus gan with tho wordes quicken,

And saied, " Friend, graunt mercie, I assent,

But certainly, thou njayst nat so me prieken,

Ne paine none ne may me so torment,

That for no case it is not mine entont,

At shorte wordes, though I dien should.

To ravishen her, but if her selfe it would."

" Why, so mean I" (quod Pandarus) " al this day
But tell me than, hast thou her well assaid.

That sorowestthus ?"' and he answerde him " Nay."

"Wherof art thou"(quod Pandare) "than dismaid,

That noste notthat she woll ben evill apaid

To ravishen her, sens thou hast not ben there,

But if that Jove told it in thine eare ?

" Forthy, rise up as naught ne were, anone,

And wash thy face, and to the king thou wend.

Or he may wondren whider thou art gone.

Thou must with wisdome him and other blend.

Or upon case he may after thee send

Or thou beware, and shortly brother dere

Be glad, and let me werke in this mattere.

" For I shall shape it so, that sikerly

Thou shalt this night somtime in some manere
Come speaken with thy ladie prively.

And by her wordes eke, as by her chere.

Thou shalt full soone aperceive and well here

Of her entent, and in this case tiie best,

And fare now well, for in this point I rest."

The swifte fame, whiche that fals thingcs

Equall reporteth, like the thinges true,

Was throghout Troy yHed, with prest winges,

Fro man to man, and made his tale all new.

How Calcas doughter with her bright hew,

At parliment without words more,

Ygraunted was in chaunge of Antenore.

The whiche tale anon right as Creseide

Had heard, she, which that of her father rought

(As in this case) right naught, ne whan he deide.

Full busily to Jupiter besought
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Yeve him mischance, that this tretis brought

:

But shortly, least these tales sooth were,

She durst at no wight askcn it for fere.

As she that had her hei'te and all her mind
On Troy 1 us yset so wonder fast,

That al this world ne might her love unbind,

Ne Troy Ills out of her herte cast.

She would been his while that her life may last,

And she thus breuneth both in love and drede,

So that slie n'ist what was best to rede.

But as men seene in toune, and all about,

That women usen hir friends to visite.

So to Creseide of women came a rout.

For pitous joy, and wenden her delite,

And with hir tales dere ynough a mite.

These women, which that in tiie citie dwell,

They set hem doune, and sayd as I shall tell.

(Quod, first that one) " I am glad truely,

Because of you, that shall your father see,"

Another sayd, " Ywis, so am not I,

For all too little hath she with us be :"

(Quod tho the third) " I hope ywis that she

Shall bringen us the peace on every side,

That whan she goth, almighty God her gide."

Tho wordes and tho womannish thinges

She herd hem right as thogh she thence were :

For God it wote, her herte on other thing is,

Although the body sat emong hem there,

Her advertence is ahvay els where.
For Troilus full fast her soule sought,

Withouteu word, on him alway she thought.

These women that thus wenden her to please,

About naught gan all hir tales spend.

Such vanitie ne can done her none ease.

As she that all this meane while breud
Of other passion than they wend,
So that she felt almost her herte die

For wo, and werie of that companie.

For which might she no lenger resti'aine

Her teares, they gan so up to well.

That gave signes of her bitter paine.

In which her spirit was, and must dwell,

Remembring her from Heaven unto whicli Hell
She fallen was, sens she forgo the sight

Of Troilus, and sorrowfully she sight.

And thilke fooles, sitting her about,

Wende that she wept and sighed sore.

Because that she should out of the rout
Departen, and never play with hem more,
And they that had knowen her of yore.

See her so wepe, and thoght it was kiudnesse.

And ech of hem wept eke for her distresse.

And busily they gonnen hir to comforten
On thing God wot, on which she litle thoght.

And with hir tales wenden her disporten,

And to be glad they ofte her besought,
But such an ease therwith they her wrought,
Right as a man is eased for to fele.

For ache of head, to clawen him on his hele.

But after all this nice vanitie.

They took hir leve, and home they wenten all,

Creseide full of sorrowful! pitie.

Into her chamber up went out of the hall,

And on her bedde she gan for dead to fall,

In purpose never thence for to rise,

And thus she wrought, as I shall you devise.

Hir ownded hair, that sonnish was of hew.

She rent, and eke her fingers long and smale
She wrong full oft, and bad God on her rew.

And with the death to do bote on her bale.

Her hewe whylom bright, that tho was pale.

Bare witnesse of her wo, and her constreint ;

And thus she spake, sobbing in her compleint.

" Alas," (quod she) " out of this regioun,

I wofuU wretch and infortuned wight.

And borne in cursed constellatioun.

Mote gon, and thus depai'ten fro my kniglit,

Wo worth alas, that ilke daies light.

On which I saw him first with eyen twaine.

That causeth me, and I him all this paine."

Therwith the teares from her eyen two
Doune fell, as shoure in April swithe.

Her white breast she bet, and for the wo,

After the death she cried a thousand sithe,

Sens he that wont her wo was for to lithe.

She mote forgone, for which disaventure

She held her selfe a forlost creature.

She said, " How shall he done and I also

How should I live, if tliat I from him twin ?

O dere herte eke that I love so.

Who shall that sorow slaen, that ye ben in ?

Caleas, father, thine be all this sin :

mother mine, that cleped wert Argive,
Wo worth that day that thou me bare on live.

" To what fine should I live and sorowen thus !

How should a fish withouten water dure ?

What is Creseide worth from Troilus 1

How should a plant or lives creature

Live withouten his kind noriture ?

For which full oft a by word here I sey.

That rootlesse mote greene soone dey.

" I shal done thus, sens neither sword ne dai-t

Dare I none handle, for the cruelte.

That ilke day that I fro you depart.

If sorow of that n'ill uat my bane be.

Than shall no meat ne drinke come in me,
Till I my soule out of my brest unsheath,

And thus my selven woll I done to death.

" And Troilus my clothes everychone

Shull blacke ben, in tokening, herte swete.

That I am as out of this world agone.

That wont was you to set in quiete.

And of mine order aye till death me mete.

The observaunce ever in your absence.

Shall sorrow ben complaint and abstinence.

" Mine herte and eke the woful ghost therein

Bequeatii I with your spirit to complaine

Eternally, for they shall never twin.

For though in yearth twinned be we twaine.

Yet in the field of pitie, out of paine.

That hight Elisos, shall we ben yfere,

As Orpheus and Erudice his fere.

" Thus, herte mine, for Antenor alas,

1 soone shall be chaunged, as I wene,

But how shull ye done in this sorowfull caas.

How shall your tender herte this sustene i
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But lierte mine, foryct this sorewand tene,

And me also, for sootlily for to soy,

So ye well fai'e, I retclie uot to dey."

How might it ever redde ben or ysong

The plaiut that she made in her distresse,

I n'ot, but as for me my little tong

If I diseriven would her heavinesse,

It should make her sorrow seeme lesse

Than that it was, and childishly deface

Her high complaint, and therefore I it pace.

Pandare, which that sent from Troilus

Was unto Creseide, as ye liave heard devise,

That for the best it was recorded thus,

And he full glad to done him that servise,

Unto Creseide in a full secret wise.

There as she lay in tourment and in rage,

Came her to tell all holy his message.

And fond that she her selven gan to grete

Full pitously, for with her salte teres,

Her breast and face ybathed was full wete.

Her mightie tresses of her sonnish heres

Uubroiden, hangen all about her earcs,

Which yave him very signe of m.attire

Of death, which that her herte gan desire.

Whan she him saw, she gan for sorrow anon
Her tearie face atwixt her armes hide.

For which this Pandare is so wo bigon,

That in the hous he might unneth abide.

As he that felt sorrow on every side.

For if Creseide had erst complained sore,

Tho gan she plaine a thousand times more.

And in her aspre plaint, thus she seide

:

" Pandare, first of joies more than two
Was cause, causing unto me Creseide,

Tiiat now transmued ben in cruell wo,
Whether shall I say to you welcome or no ?

That alderfirst me brought unto servise

Of love alas, that endeth in such wise.

" Endeth than love in wo 1 Ye or men lieth,

And all worldly blisse, as thinkcth me.
The end of blisse aye sorrow it occupieth.

And who troweth not that it so be,

Let him upon me wofull wretche see.

That my selfe hate, and aye my birth curse,

Feeling alway, fro wicke I go to worse.

" Who so me seeth, he seeth sorow all atonis,

Paine, tourment, plaint, wo and distresse.

Out of my wofull body harme there none is.

As langour, anguish, cruell bitternesse.

Annoy, smart, drede, furie, and eke sicknesse,

I trow ywis from Heaven teares raine.

For pitie of my aspre and cruell paine."

" And thou my suster, full of discomfort,"

(Quod Pandarus) " what thinkest thou to do ?

Why ne hast thou to thy selven some resport 1

Why wilt thou thus thy selfe alas fordo 1

Leave all this werke, and take now heed to

That I shall saine, and herken of good entent
This message, that by me Troilus you seat."

Toumed her tho Creseide a wo making.
So great, that it a death was for to see,
" Alas," (quod she) " what wordes may ye bring.

What woll my dere herte saine to mee.

Which that I drede nevermore to see,

Woll he have plaint or t' ares ere I wend ?

I have ynough, if he therc;iftcr send."

She was right such to scene in her visage,

As is that wight that men on beare bind.

Her face like of Paradis the image,
Was all ycliaunged in another kind,

The play, the laughter men were wont to find

On hir, and eke her joyes everichone
Ben fied, and thus lieth Creseide alone.

About her eyen two, a purpre ring

Bitrent, in soothfast tokening of her paine.

That to behold it was a deadly thing.

For which Pandare might nat restraine

The teares from his eyen for to raine,

But nathelesse as he best might he seide

From Troilus these wordes to Creseide.

" Lo, nece, I trow ye han heard all how
The king with other lordes for the best,

Hath made eschaunge of Antenor and you.

That cause is of this sorow and this unrest.

But how this case doth Troilus molest,

This may none yearthly mannes tongue say,

For very wo, his wit is all away.

" For which we have so sorowed, he and I,

That into little it had us both slawe,

I

But through my counsaile this day finally.

He somewhat is fro weeping withdrawe,

: And seemeth me that he desireth fawe

j

With you to ben all night for to devise

;
Remedie of tliis, if there were any wise.

" This short and plain, theffect of my message,

As ferforth as my wit can comprehend,

i
For ye that ben of tourment in such rage,

May to no long prologue as now entend.

And hereupon ye may answer him send,
' And for the love of God my nece dere,

1 So leave this wo, or Troilus be here."

" Great is my wo," (quod she) and sighed sore.

As she that feeleth deadly sharpe distresse.

But yet to me his sorrow is mokell more,

I

That love him bet than he himselfe I gesse,

Alas, for me hath he such hevinesse,
' Can he for me so pitously comphiine,

I

Ywis this sorow doubleth all my paine.

" Grevous to me God wot is for to twin,"

(Quod she) " but yet it harder is to me.
To scene that sorrow whicli that he is in,

For well wot I, it woll my bane be.

And die 1 woll in certaine tho " (quod she :)

"But bid him come, er deth that tlmsme threteth,

Drive out the ghost which in mine herte beteth."

These wordes said, she on her armes two

Fell grnff"e, and gan to wecpen pitously :

(Quod Pandarus) " Alas, why doe ye so ?

Sens ye well wote the time is fast by
That he shall come, arise np liastely.

That he you nat biwopen thus ue find.

But ye woll have him wode out of his mind-

" For wist he that ye fiirde in this manere.

He would himselfe slea : and if I wend
To have this fare, he should not come here,

For all the good that Priam may dispend :
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For to wliat fine he would anon pretend,

That know I well, and forthy yet I sey,

So leave this sorow, or plainly he woU dey.

" And shapeth you his sorow for to abredge,

And nat encrease, lefe nece swete,

Beth rather to hirn cause of plat than edge,

And with some wisdome ye hissorrowes bete :

What iielpeth it to weepen full a strete,

Or though ye both in salt teares dreint ?

Bet is a time of cure aye than of pleiut.

" I meane thus, whan I him hither bring,

Sens ye be wise, and both of one assent.

So shapeth how to distourbe your going.

Or come ayen soone after ye be went.

Women ben wise, in short avisement,

And let scene how your wit shall availe.

And what that I may helpe, it shall not faile."

"Go," (quod Creseide) "and, uncle, timely

I shall done all my might me to restraine

From weeping in his sight, and busily

Him for to glad, I shall done all my paine,

And in my lierte seekeu every vaine.

If to his sore there may ben founden salve,

It shall uat lacke certaine on muie halve."

Goth Pandarus, and Troilus he sought.

Till in a temple he found him all alone.

As he that of his life no lenger rought,

But to the pitous goddes everichone.

Full tenderly he praid, and made his mone.
To done him soone out of the world to pace.

For well he thoght there was none other grace.

And shortly all the soothe for to sey,

He w-as so fallen in dispaire that day.
That utterly he shope him for to dey.

For right thus was his argument alway,
He saied he nas but lorne, welaway,
" For all that commeth, commeth by necessitie.

Thus to ben lornc, it is my destinie.

" For certainly, this wote I well," he said,
" That foresight of devine purveiaunce
Had seen alway me to forgone Creseide,
Sens God seethe every thing out of doutance
And hem disposeth tiirough his ordinance.
In his nierites soothly for to be.

As they shuU comeu by predestine.

" But nathelesse, alas, whom shall I leve.

For there ben greate clerkes many one.
That destinie, through argumentes preve.
And some saine, that nedely there is none,
But that free choice is yeven us everychone :

O welaway, so sligh arn clerkes old.

That I n'ot whose opinion I may hold.

" For some men sain, that God seeth all beforne,
Ne God may nat deceived ben parde.
Than mote it fallen, though men had it sworn.
That purveiaunce hath scene befonie to be,
Wherefore I say, that fvom eterne if he
Hath wist beforn our thought eke as our dede.
We have no free choice, as these clerkes rede.

" For other thought, nor other deed also,
Might never been, but such as purveyaunce.
Which may nat been deceived never "mo.
Hath feled biforue, withouten ignoraunce.

For if there might ben a variaunce
To writhen out fro Goddes purveying,

There nere no prescience of thing comming.

" But it were rather an opinion

Uucertaine, and no stedfast foreseeing,

And certes that were an abusion.

That God should have no perfite clere weting

More than we men that have doutous wening,

But such an errour upon God to gesse,

Were false, and foule, and wicked cursednesse.

" Eke this is an opinion of some,
That have hir top ful high and smooth yshore.

They saine right thus, that thing is nat to come.
For that the prescience hath scene before

That it shall come, but they sain that therfore

That it shall come, therefore the purveyaunce
Wote it beforne withouten ignoraunce.

" And in this manner this necessite

Retourneth in his part contrary againe.

For needfully behoveth it nat to be,

That thilke thinges fallen in certaine

That ben purveied, but needfully as they saine

Behoveth it that thinges which that fall,

That they in certaine bea purveyed all.

" I meane as though I laboured me in this.

To inquire which thing cause of which thing be.

As whether that the prescience of God is

The certaine cause of the necessite

Of thinges that to comen be parde,

Or if necessitie of thing comming.
Be cause certaine of the purveying.

" But now ne enforce I me not in shewing.

How the order of the causes stant, but well wot I

That it behoveth, that the befalling

Of thinges wiste before certainly.

Be necessarie, all seeme it not thereby.

That prescience put falling necessaire

To thing to come, ail fall it foule or fau-e.

" For if there sit a man yond on a see.

Than by necessitie behoveth it.

That certes thine opinion sooth be,

That wenest or conjectest that he sit.

And further over, now ayenward yet,

Lo right so is it on the part contrarie.

As thus, now hearken, for I woU nat tarie.

" I say, that if the opinion of thee

Be sooth for that he sit, than say I this,

That he mote sitten by necessitie.

And thus necessitie in either is.

For in him nede of sitting is ywis,

And in the nede of sooth, and thus forsoth

There mote necessitie beu in you both.

" But thou maist saine the man sit nat therfore.

That thine opinion of his sitting sooth is.

But rather for the man sate there before.

Therefore is thine opinion sooth ywis,

And I say though the cause of sooth of this

Commeth of his sitting, yet necessitee

I

Is enterchaunged both in him and in thee.

" Thus in the same wise out of doutaunce,

I
I may well maken, as it seemeth me,

I

My reasoning of Goddes purveyaunce,
And of the tliinges that to comen be.
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By whiclie reason men may well ysee,

That tliilke tlnnges that in earth jfall.

That by necessitie they conien all.

" F.ir altliougli that forthing shall come ywis

Therefore is it purveyed certainely,

Nat that it comnietli, for it purveyed is,

Yet nathelesse behovetli it needfully,

That thing to come he purveyed truly,

Or else thinges that purveyed be,

That they betiden by necessite.

" And this suffiseth right ynough certaine.

For to destroy our free choise everydell,

But now is this abusion to saine,

That falling of the thinges temporell.

Is cause of the goddes prescience eternell ;

Now truely that is a false sentence.

That tiling to com shuld cause his prescience.

" What might I wene, and I had such a thought I

But that God purveietli thing that is to come.

For that it is to come, and else nought

:

So might I wene, that thinges all and some,

That whylome ben befall and overcome,

Ben cause of thilke soveraine purvcyauuce.

That forwote all, withouteu ignorauuce.

" And over all this, yet say I more thereto.

That right as wluin I wote there is a thing,

Ywis that thing mote needfully be so.

Eke right so, whan I wot a thing comming.
So mote it come ; and thus they befalling

Of thinges that ben wist before the tide.

They mowe not ben eschewed on no side."

Than said he thus, " Almighty Jove in trone.

That wotest of all this thing the soothfastnesse,

Rew on my sorrow and do me dien sone.

Or bring Creseide and me fro this distresse."

And while he was in all this heavinesse.

Disputing with himselfe in this matere.
Came Pandare in, and said as ye may here.

" mighty God " (quod Pandarus) " in trone,

Eigh, who saw ever a wise man fai-en so I

Why Troilus, what thinkest thou to done ?

Hast thou such lust to ben thine owne fo ?

What, parde, yet is nat Creseide ago.

Why list thee so thy selfe fordone for drede,
Tliat in thine head thine eyen semen dede.

" Hast thou nat lived many a yere beforne
Withouteu her, and farde full well at ease ?

Art thou for her and f<ir none other boi'ne.

Hath Kind tliee wrought al only her to please ?

Let be and tliinke right thus in thy disease.
That in the dice right a-s ther fallen cliaunces.
Right so in love there come and gon plesaunces'.

" And yet this is a wonder most of all.

Why thou thus sorowest, sith thou wost nat yet
Touching her going, how that it shall fall,

Ne if she can her selfe distourben it.

Thou hast nat yet assaied all her wit
;

A man may all betime his necke bede
Whan it shall off, and sorowen at the nede.

« Forthy, take hede of all that I shall say,
I have with her yspoke, and long ybe,
So as accorded was betwixe us twey.
And evermore me thinketh thus, that she

I

Hath somewhat in her hertes privite,

I

Wherewith she can, if I shall aright rede,

Disturbe all this, of which thou art in drede.

" For which my counsell is, whan it is nigiit,

Tiiou to her go, and make of this an end,
And blisfull Juno, through her great might,
Shall (as I hope) her grace unto us send,
Mine hertc seith certaine she shall nat wend,
And forthy, put thine herte awhile in rest.

And hold thy purpose, for it is the best."

This Troilus answerde, and sighed sore,
" Thou saist right well, and I will do right so,"
And what him list, he said unto him more,
And whan that it was time for to go,

Full prively himselfe withouteu mo
Unto her came, as he was wont to done,
And how they wrought, I shall you tell soone.

Sooth is, that whan tliey gonne first to mete.
So gan tlie paine hir hertes for to twist.

That neither of hem other mighte grete.

But hem in armes tooke, and after kist.

The lasse wofull of hem bothe nist

Where that he was, ne might o word outbring.

As I said erst, for wo and for sobbing.

The wofull teares that they leten fall,

As bitter weren out of teares kind
For paine, as is ligne aloes, or gall,

So bitter teares wept not as I find

The wofull Mirra, through the barko and rind.

That in this world tiiere n'is so hard an herte,

That n'olde have rewed on her paines smart.

But whan hir wofull wery ghostes twaine
Returned ben, there as hem ought to dwell.

And that somewhat to weken gan the paine
By length of plaint, and ebben gan the well

Of hir teares, and the herte unswell.

With broken voice, al horse for shright, Creseid
To Troilus these ilke wordes seid.

" O Jove, I die, and mercy thee besech,

Helpe Troilus :" and therewithal her face

Upon his brest she laid, and lost her spech,

Her wofull spirite from his proper place

Right with the worde away in point to pace.

And thus she lith, with hcwes pale and greuc.

That whilom fresh and fairest was to seue.

This Troilus that on her gan behold,

Cleping her name, and she lay as for deed,

Withouteu answerc, and felt her linimes cold.

Her eien throwen upward to her heed

:

This soi'owful man can now non other rede,

But oft time her colde mouth he kist.

Where him was wo, God and himself it wist.

He riseth him up, and long straite he her leide.

For signe of life, for aught he can or may.
Can he none finde, in nothing of Creseide,

For which his song full oft is •' Welaway :"

But whan he saw that spechlesse she lay.

With sorowful voice, and herte of lilisse al bare,

He said, how she was fro this world yfare.

So after that he long had her complained,

His hondes wrong, and said that was to sey.

And with his teeres salt her breast berained,

He gan tho teeres wipen off full drey,
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And pitously gan for the soule prey,

And said, " Lord, that set art in thy throne,

Rewe eke on me, for I shall folow her sone."

She colde was, and without sentement,

For ought lie wote, for brethe felte he none.

And this was liiin a preignant argument.
That she was forth out of this world agone :

And whan he saw there was non other wonne.
He gan her lunmes dresse, in such manere.
As men don hem that shall ben laide on here.

And after this, with sterna and cruel herte,

His swerde anon out of his sheth he twight.

Him selfe to sleen, how sore that him smart.
So that his soule, her soule folowen might.
There as the dome of Minos would it diirht,

Sith love and cruel fortune it ne would.

That in this world he lenger liven should.

Than said he thus, fulfilde of high disdaine,
" cruel Jove, and thou Fortune adverse,
This is all and some, tliat falsly have ye slaine

Creseide, and sith ye may do me ne werse,
Fie on your might and werkes so diverse.

Thus cowardly ye shuU me never winne,
There shall no deth me fro my lady twinne.

"For 1 this world, sith ye have slain her thus,

Woll let, and folow her spirite low or hie,

Shal never lover saiiie that Troilus,

Dare nat for feare with his lady die.

For certaine I woll beare her companie.
But sithe ye wol nat suffre us liven here,
Yet suffreth that our soules ben ifere.

" And thou citio, in which I live in wo.
And thou Priam, and brethren al ifere.

And thou ray mother, farewell, for I go.
And Attropos make redy thou my here :

And thou Creseide, swete herte dere,
Receive now my spirite," would he sey
With swerde at herte, all redy for to dey.

But as God would, of swough she abraide,
And gan to sighe, and Troilus she cride,
And he auswerde, " Lady mine Creseide,
Live ye yet ? " and let his swerde doun glide :

" Ye herte mine, that thanked be Cupide,"
(Quod she) and therewithal she sore sight.

And he began to glade her as he might.

Toke her in armes two and kist her oft.

And her to glad, he did al his entent.

For which her gost, that flikered aie a loft.

Into her wofull herte ayen it went :

But at the last, as that her eye glent

Aside, anon she gan his sworde aspie,

As it lay bare, and gan for feare crie.

And asked him why he had it out draw,
And Troilus anon the cause her told.

And how himself therwith he wold have slain,

For which Creseide upon him gan behold,
And gan him in her armes faste fold.

And said, " O mercy God, lo, which a dcde,
Alas, how nigh we weren bothe dede.

" Than if T nadde spoken, as gi-ace was.
Ye would have slain your selfe anon V (quod she.)
*• Ye doutlesse :" and she answerde, " Alas,
For by that like lorde that made me,

I n'olde a furlong way on live have be,

After your deth, to have ben crouned quene
Of al the londe the Sunne on shineth shene.

" But with this selve sword, which that here is

My selfe I would have slain '" (quod she) "tho
But ho, for we have right inough of this.

And let us rise and straite to bedde go :

And there let us speken of our wo.
For by that mortei-, which that I see brenne.
Know I ful well, that day is nat farre henne."

Whan they wer in hir bed in armes fold.

Naught was it like tho nightes here beforne,
For pitously each other gau behold,

As they that hadden al hir blisse ylorne.

Bewailing aie the day that they were borne,
Til at the last, this sorowful wight Creseide,

To Troilus these ilke wordes seide.

" Lo, herte mine, wel wote ye this" (quod she)
" That if a wight alway his wo complaine.
And seketh nat how holpen for to be,

It n'is but folie, and encreace of paine :

And sens that here assembled be we twaine,
To finde bote of wo that we ben in,

It were time al sone to begin.

" I am a woman, as ful wel ye wotte.

And as I am avised sodainly.

So wol I tel you, while it is hotte,

Me thinketh thus, that neyther ye nor I,

Ought halfe this wo to maken skilfully.

For there is art inough for to redresse.

That yet is misse, and sleen is hevinesse.

" Soth is, the wo the whiche we ben inne,

For aught I wote, for nothing eles is.

But for the cause that we should twinne,

Considred al, there n'is no more amis :

And what is than a remedy unto this ?

But that we shape us sone for to mete.

This al and some, my dere herte swete.

" Now that I shall wel bringen it about

To comen ayen, sone after that I go.

Thereof am I no maner thing iu dout,

For dredelesse, within a weke or two

I shal ben here : and that it may be so,

By all right, and in wordes few,

I shal you wel an heape of waies shew.

" For which I woll nat maken long sermon.
For time ylost may not recovered be.

But I will go to my conclusion,

And to the best, in aught that I can see :

And for the love of God foryeve it me,
If I speake aught ayenst your hertes rest,

For truely I speake it for the best.

" Making alway a protestation,

That nowe these wordes which I shal say,

N'is but to shewe you mj' mocion.

To find unto our helpe the beste way,
And take it no otherwise I pray.

For in effect, what so ye me commaund.
That wol I done, for that is no demaund.

" Now herkeneth this, ye have wel understond

My going graunted is by pai-liment.

So ferforth that it may not ben withstond.

For al this world, as by my judgement

:
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And sithe there helpeth none aviscment,

To letten it, lette it passe out of mind,

And let us shape a better way to find.

" The SDthe is, the twinning of us twainc,

W'ol us disease, and cruelly anoie :

But him behoveth sometime have a painc,

That serveth love, if that he woll have joie :

And sith I shall no farther out of Troie

Than I may ride ayen on lialte a morow,

It ought lasse causen us for to sorow.

« So as I shal nat so ben hid in mew,
That day by day, mine owne herte dere,

Sens well ye wote that it is now a trew,

Ye shal ful wel al mine estate here

:

And cr that truce is done, I shal bj^n here,

Than have ye bothe Antenor ywonne.

And me also, bethe glad now if ye conne.

« And thinke right thus, Creseide is now agon,

But what, she shal come hastely ayen.

And whan alas ? by God, lo, right anon

Er daies ten, this dare I safely saine,

And than at ei-ste, shal we be so faiue,

So as we shal togithers ever dwell,

That all tliis world ne might our blisse tell,

" I see that oft time, there as we ben now
That for the best, our counsaile for to hide.

Ye speke nat with me, nor I with you

In fourtenight, ne see you go ne ride :

May ye nat ten daies than abide.

For mine honour, in such aventure ?

Ywis ye mowe, or eles lite endure.

" Ye know eke how that all my kin is here,

But if that onely it my father be,

And eke mine other thinges al yfere.

And namely my dere herte ye,

Whom that I n'olde leaven for to see.

For all this world, as wide as it hath space,

Or eles see I never Joves face.

" Why trowe ye ray father in this wise

Coveiteth so to see me, but for drede.

Lest in this toune that folkes me dispise,

Bicause of him, for his unliappy dede ?

What wote my father what life that I lede.

For if he wist in Troie how well I fare.

Us neded for my wending uat to care.

" Ye see, that every day eke more and more.
Men treate of peace, and it supposed is,

That men the queue Heleine shall restore.

And Grekes us restore that is mis :

Though there ne were comfort none but this.

That men purposen peace on every side.

Ye may the better at ease of herte abide.

" For if that it be peace, mine herte dere,

The nature of the peace mote iiedes drive.

That men must entrecomune yfei'e,

And to and fro eke ride and gone as blive,

Al day as thicke as been flien from an hive.

And every wight have liberty to bleve.

Where as him list, the bet withouten leve.

" And tho so be that peace there may bene none,

Yet hither, though ther never peace ne were,

1 must come, for whider should I gone.

Or how mischaunce should I. dwell there

Among tho men of armcs ever in fere.

For which, as wisely God my soule rede,

I can nat sene wherof ye should drede.

" Have here another waj', if it so be
That all this thing ne may you not suffice,

My father, as he knowen well parde,

Is olde, and eke full of covetise.

And I right now have founden al the gise,

Withouten nette, wherwith I shal him hent,

And herkeneth now, if that ye woll assent.

" Lo, Troihis, men saino, that ful hai'd it is

The wolfe ful, and the wcdder hole to have.

This is to saino, that men full oft ywis.

Mote spenden parte, the remnant for to save :

For aie with gold, men may the herte grave.

Of him that set is upon covetise,

And how I raeane, I shal it you devise.

« The moveable, which that I have in this toun.

Unto my father shall I take, and say,

That right for trust, and for sahatioun,

It sent is from a frende of his or tway.

The whiche frendes fervently him pray,

To sende after more and that in hie.

While that this toun stant thus in jeopardie.

" And that shall be of gold an huge quantite,

Thus shal I sain, but lest folke it aspide.

This may be sent by no wight but by me :

I shal eke shewen him, if peace betide,

What frendes that I have on every side,

Toward the court, to don the wrathe pace,

Of Priamus, and do him stonde in grace.

" So what for o thing and for other, swete,

I shall him so enchauntcn with my sawes.

That right in Heven hi^ soule is, shal he mete.

For all Apollo, or his clerkcs lawes,

I

Or calculing, availeth not three hawes :

' Desire of gold shall so his soule blend,

That as me list, I shall well make an end.

" And if he would aught by his sorte it preve.

If that I lie, in certaine 1 shall fond

To disturbcn him, and plucke him by the sieve,

Making his sorte and bearen him on bond,

He hath nat well the goddes understond,

For goddes s])eke in amphibologies,

And for o sothe, they tellen twenty lies.

« Eke drede fond first goddes, I suppose.

Thus shall I saine, and that his coward herte,

Made him amis the goddes text to glo.se,

Whan he for ferde out of Delphos stcrt :

And but I make him sone to convert,

And done my rede, within a day or twey,

I wol to you oblige me to dey."

And truely, as written wel I find.

That al this thing was said of good entent.

And that her herte trewe was and kind

Towardes him, and spake right as she menl,

And that she starfe for wo nigh whan she went.

And was in purpose ever to be trewe,

Thus writen they that of her werkes knew.

This Troilus, with herte and eeres sprad,

Herde all this thing devised to and fro,

And verily it seemed that he had

The selve witte, but yet to let her go
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His lierte misyave him evermo,
But Hiially he gan his lierte wrest,

To trusten her, and toke it for the best.

For which the great fury of his penaunce,
Wasqueiiit with hope, and therewith hem betwene
Began for joye the amorous daunee,

And as the birdes, whan the Sunne shene,

Deliten in hir songe, in leves greene,

Right so the wordes, that they spake yfere,

Deliten hem, and made hir hertes chere.

But nathelesse, the wending of Creseide,

For all this woi-ld may nat out of his mind,
For which full oft he pitously her preide,

That of her heste he might her trewe find :

And said her, " Certes if ye be kind,

And but ye come at dale set, m Troie,

Ne shal I never have heale, honor, ne joie.

" For al so sothe as Sunne uprist to morow.
And God so wisely thou me woful wretch
To reste bring, out of this cruel sorow,

I wol my selven slee, if that ye dretch :

But of ray death though little be to retch.

Yet er that ye me causen so to smart,

Dwel rather here, my owne swete herte.

" For truely mine owne lady dere,
The sleightes yet, that I have herd you stere,

Ful shapely ben to fallen all yfere.

For thus men saith, that one thinketh the here.
But al another thinketh the ledere,

Your sire is wise, and said is out of drede,
Men may the wise out renne, and not Out rede.

" It is full harde to halten unespied
Before a crepil, for he can the craft,

Your father is in sleight as Argus eied,

For al be it that his movable is him biraft.

His olde sleight is yet so with him laft.

Ye shal nat blende him for your womauhede
Ne faine aright, and that is all my drede.

" I n'ot if peace shal evermo betide,

But peace or no, for ernest ne for game,
I wote sith Calcas on the Grekes side

Hath ones ben, and lost so foule his name,
Ne dare no more come here ayen for shame,
For which that we, for ought I can espie.

To trusten on, n'is but a fantasie.

" Ye shal eke seen your father shall you glose.

To ben a wife, and as he can well prech.
He shal some Greke so preise and wel alose.

That ravishen he shal you with his spech :

Or do you done by force, as he shall tech.

And Troilus on whom ye n'il have routh.

Shall eauselesse so sterven in his trouth.

" And over al this your father shall dispise

Us al, and saine this cite is but lorne.

And that th'assege never shall arise,

For why ? the Grekes have it al sworne.
Til we ben shiine, and doune our walles torne.
And thus he shall you with his wordes fere.

That aie drede I, that ye wol bleven there.

" Ye shall eke sene so many a lusty knight.
Among the Grekes ful of worthinesse.
And ech of hem, with herte, wit and might
To pleasen you, done al his businesse,

That ye shuU dullen of the rudenesse
Of sely Troians, but if routhe

Remorde you, or vertue of your trouthe.

" And this to me so grevouse is to thinke.

That fro my brest it wol my soule rende,

Ne dredelesse, in me there may nat siuke

good opinion, if that ye wende,
For why ? your fathei's sleight woU us shende.
And if ye gone, as I have tolde you yore.

So thinke I nam but deed, withouten more.

" For which with humble, true and pitous hei'te

A thousand times mercy I you pray.

So rewetli on mind aspre paines smart,
And doth somwhat, as that I shall you say :

And let us steale away betwixt us tway,
And thinke that foly is, whan a man may chese
For accident, his substaunce for to lese.

" I meane thus, that sens we mowe or day
Wel steale away, and ben togither so.

What wit were it to putten in assay,

(In case ye shoulden to your father go) >

If that ye mighten come ayen or no :

Thus meane I, that were a great follie

To put that sikernesse in jeopardie.

" And vulgarly to speken of substaunce.
Of treasour may we both with us lede,

Ynough to live in honour and pleasaunce.
Til unto time that we shall ben dede.

And thus we may eschewen all this drede.
For every other waie ye can record.

Mine herte ywis may therewith uat acord.

" And hardely ne dredeth no poverte.

For I have kin and frendes eles where,
That though we comen in our bare sherte,

Us should never lacke golde ne geere.

But ben honoured while we dwelten there,

And go we anone, for as in mine entent,

This is the best, if that ye woU assent.''

Creseide with a sigh, right in this wise

Answerde, " Ywis, my dere herte trew.

Ye may well steale away, as ye devise,

And finden such unthrifty waies new :

But afterward full sore it woll us rew.

And helpe me God so at my most nede.

As eauselesse ye suffreu al this drede.

" For thilke day that I for cherishing,

Or drede of father, or for any other wight.

Or for estate, delite, or for wedding.

Be fiilse to you, my Troilus, my knight,

Saturuus dough ter Juno, through her might.

As wood as Acliamante do me dwell

Eternally with Stix in the pit of Hell.

" And this on every God eelestiall

1 swere it you and eke on eche goddesse.

On every uimphe, and deite infernall.

On satiry and fauny more and lesse.

That halve goddes ben of wildernesse.

And Attropos my threde of life to brest.

If I be false, now trowe me if you lest.

" And thou Simois, that, as an arowe, clere

Through Troy renuest, aie dounward to the lee,

Be witnesse of this word, that saied is here.

That thiLvG day that I uutrewe be
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To Troilus, mine owne hcrte fre,

That thou return backwardo to thy well,

And I with body and soule siiike to Hell.

" But that ye speake away tlius for to go,

And letten all your frendes, God forbade,

For any woman that ye shoulden so,

And namely, sens Troy hath now such nedc
Of helpe, and eke of o thing t;iketh hcde,

If this were wist, my life lay in ballaunce.

And your honor, God shild us fro mischaunco.

" And if so be that peace hereafter be take.

As all day happeth alter angre game.
Why lord the sorow and wo ye wolden make,
That ye iie durst come ayen for shame,
And ere tliat ye jeoparden so your name,
Betli nat too liasty in this hotte fare.

For hasty man no wanteth never care.

" What trowe ye the people eke all about
Would of it say ? it is full light to arede,

They woulden say, and swere it out of dout,

That love ne drave you nat to done this dede
But lust voluptuous, and coward drede.

Thus were all lost ywis, mine herte dere

Your honour, whiche that now shiueth clere.

" And also thinketh on mine honeste.

That flourcth yet, how foul I should it shend.
And.with what filth it spotted shulde be.

If in this forme I should with you wend,
Ne though I lived unto the worldes end.

My name should I never ayenward win.

Thus were I lost, and that were routh and sin.

" And forthy, slee with reason all this hete.

Men sain, the suffraunt overcommeth parde.

Eke whoso woll have lefe, he lefe mote lete,

Thus maketh vertue of necessite

By patience, and thinke that lord is he
Of fortune aye, that naught woll of her retch.

And she ne daunteth no wight but a wretch.

" And trusteth this, that certes, herte swete.

Or Phebus suster, Lucina the shene.

The Lion passe out of this Aritee,

1 woll been liere, withouten any wene,
I meane, as helpe me Juno, Heavens queue.
The tenth day, but if that death me assaile

I woll you seene, withouten any faile."

" And now so this be sooth," (quod Troilus)
" 1 shall well suffer unto the tenth day,

Sens that I see that ncde it mote ben thus,

But for the love of God, if be it may.
So let us stealen prively away :

For ever in one, as for to live in rest.

Mine herte saieth that it woll be the best."

"0 mercy God, what life is this?" (quod slie)^

" Alas, ye slea me thus for very tene,

I see well now that ye mistrusten me.
For by your wordes it is well ysone :

Now for the love of Cinthia the shene.

Mistrust me nat thus causelesse for routh.
Sens to be true I have you plight my trouth.

" And thinketh well, that sometime it is wit
To spend a time, a time for to win,
Ne parde iorne am I nat fro you yet,

Though that we ben a day or two atwin :

Drive out tho fantasies you within,

And trusteth me, and leavo-th eke your sorow,
Or here my trouth, I wol nat live til moruw.

" For if ye wist how sore it doth nie smart.
Ye would cesse of this, for God thou west
The pure spirit weepeth in mine herte

To seen you weepen, which that 1 love most,
And that 1 m()te gone unto the Greekcs host,

Ye, nere it that 1 wist a remedy
To com ayen, right iierc I wolde dy.

" But certes I am not so nice a wight.

That I ne can iniaginen a way
To come ayen that day that I have higlit.

For who may holden a thing that woll away,
My father naught, for all his queint play,

And by my thrift, my wending out of Troy
Another day shall tourne us all to joy.

" Fortliy, with all mine herte I you beseke.

If that you list done aught for my prayere,

And for the love which that I love you eke.

That ere I departe fro you here.

That of so good a comfort and a chcre
I may you seen, that ye may brin<f at rest

My herte, whiche is at point to brest.

" And overall this I pray you," (quod she tho)
" My owne hertes soothfast suflRsaunce,

Sith I am thine all hole withouten rao.

That while that I am absent, no pleasaunce

Of other, do me fro your remembraunce :

For I am ever agast, for why ? men rede.

That love is thing aye full of busie drede.

" For in this world tlioi-e liveth lady none,

If that ye were untrue, as God defend.

That so betrayed were, or wo begon.

As I, that all trouthe in you entend :

And doubtlesse, if that iche other wend,
I nere but dead, and ere ye cause find,

For Goddes love, so beth ye nat unkind."

To this answered Troilus and seide,

" Now God to whom there n'is no cause ywrie.

Me glad, as wis I never unto Creseide,

Sith thilke day I saw her first with eye.

Was false, ne never shall till that 1 die,

At short wordes, well ye may me leve,

I can no more, it shall be found at preve."

" Graunt mercy, good herte mine, ywis" (quod she)
" And blisful Venus let me never sterve,

Er I may stonde of pleasaunce in degre.

To quite him well, that so well can deserve :

And while that God my wit will me conserve

I shall so done, so true I have you found.

That aie honour to meward shall rebound.

" For trusteth well, that your estate royall,

Ne vain delitc, nor onely worthinesse

Of you in werre or turnay marciall,

Ne pompe, array, nobley, or eke richesse :

Ne made me to rue on your distresse.

But moral vertue, grounded upon trouth.

That was the cause I first had on you routh. .

" Eke gentle herte, and manhood that ye had.

And that ye had (as me thought) in dispite

Every thing that sowned in to bad.

As rudenesse, and pcoplish appetite
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And thnt your reason bridled your delite,

This made abovcn every creature,

That I was yours, and shall while I may dure.

" And this may length of yeres nat fordo,

Ne remuablest fortune deface,

But Jupiter, that of his might may do

The sorowfuU to be glad, so yeve us grace,

Er nightes tenne to meten in this place,

So that it may your herte and mine sutfise.

And fareth now well, for time is that ye rise."

And after that they long yplained had,

And oft ikist, and straite in armes fold.

The day gan rise, and Troilus him clad.

And rufully his lady gan behold :

As he that felt deathes cares cold,

And to her grace he gan him recommaund,
Where he was wo, this hold I no demaund.

For mannes hedde imaginen ne can,

Ne entendement consider, ne tongue tell

The cruell paines of this sorowfull man.
That passen every torment doune in Hell :

For whan he sawethat she ne might dwell.

Which that his'soule out his herte rent,

Withouten more, out of the chamber he went.

EXPLICIT LIBER QUARTUS.

INCIPIT LIBER QUIXTTTS.

B. V. V. 1—95

Approchen gan the fatall destine,

That Joves hath in disposicioun.

And to you angry Parcas sustren thre,

Committeth to done execucioun.

For which Creseide must out of the toun.
And Troilus shall dwell forth in pine,

Till Lachesis his threde no lenger twine.

The golden tressed Phebus high on loft,

Thrise had all with his beanies clere

Thesnowes molte, and Zephirus as oft

Ibrought ayen the tender leaves grene :

Sens that the sonne of Eccuba the queue
Began to love her first, for whom his sorrow
Was all, that she departe should a morow.

Full redy was at prime Diomede,
Creseide unto the Grekes hoste to lede.

For sorow of which, she felt her herte blede,

As she that n'iste what was best to rede :

And truely, as men in bokes rede.

Men wiste never woman have the care,

Ne was so lothe out of a toune to fare.

This Troilus withouten rede or lore.

As man that hath his joies eke foriore.

Was waiting on his lady evermore.
As she that was sothfast croppe and more,
Of all his lust or joyes here tofore :

But Troilus, now farwell all thy joie.

For shalt thou never seen her eft in Troie.

Soth is, that while he bode in this manei-e.
He gan his wo full manly for to hide.

That well unneth it seen was in his chere,
But at the yate there she should out ride.

With certain folke he hoved her to abide.

So wo bigon, all would he not him plain.

That on his horse unneth he sate for pain.

For ire he quoke, so gan his herte gnaw,
Whan Diomede on horse gan him dight.

And sayd unto himselfe this ilke saw,
" Alas," (quod he) " thus foule a wretchednesse
Why suffre I it ? Why n'ill I it redresse ?

Were it nat bet at ones for to die.

Than evermore in langour thus to crie ?

" Why n'ill I make at ones rich and poore.

To have inough to done er that she go ?

Why n'ill I bring all Troie upon a roore ?

Why n'ill I siaen this Diomede also ?

Why n'ill I rather with a man or two,

Steale her away ? Why woll I this endure ?

Why n'ill I helpeu to mine owne cure ?"

But why he n'olde done so fell a deede.

That shall 1 sain, and why him list it spare,

He had in herte alway a maner drede.

Lest that Creseide, in rumour of this fare,

Should have beu slain, lo, this was al his care,

And eles certain, as I sayed yore.

He had it done withouten wordes more.

Creseide whan she redy was to ride.

Full sorowfully she sighed, and sayd " Alas,"

But forth she mote, for aught that may betide.

And forth she rideth full sorowfully apaas

:

Ther is no other remedy in this caas :

What wonder is, though that her sore smart
Whan she forgoeth her owne swete herte ?

This Troilus in gise of curtesie.

With hauke on bond, and with an huge rout

Of knightes, rode and did her companie.

Passing all the valey fei're without.

And ferther would have ridden out of doubt,

Full faine, and wo was him to gone so sone,

But tourne he must, and it was eke to done.

And right with that was Antenor ycome.
Out of the Gi'ekes hoste, and every wight

Was of him glad, and sayd he was welcome,

And Troilus, al nere his herte light.

He pained him, with all his full might
Him to with hold of weping at least,

And Antenor he kist, and made feast.

And therewithal he must his leave take.

And cast his eye upon her pitously,

And nere he rode, his cause for to make,
To take her by the honde al soberly :

And Lorde so she gan wepen tenderly.

And he full soft and slighly gan her seie,

" Now hold your day, and doe me not to deie."

With that his courser tourned he about.

With face pale, and unto Diomede
No worde he spake, ne none of all his rout.

Of which the sonne of Tideus toke hede.

As lie that kouthe more than the crede.

In soche a craft, and by the rein her hent.

And Troilus to Troie homewardes went.

This Diomede, that lad her by the bridell.

Whan that he saw the folke of Troy away,
Thought, " All my labor shall not been on idell.

If that I may, for somewhat shall I say

:
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For at the worst, it short maie our way,

I have heard say eke, times twise twelve,

He is a foole that woll foryete him selve."

But nathelesse, this tliought he well inough
That " certaijily I am about naught,

If that I speaiie of love, or make it to tough,

For doubtlesse, if she have in her thought.

Him that 1 ge-sse, lie may not been ybrought
So sone away, but I shall find a meaiie,

That she nat yet wete shall what I meane."

This Diomede, as he that could his good.

Whan this was done, gan fallen forth in spech
Of this and that, and asUe why she stood

In soch disease, and gan her eke beseeh
That if that he encreasen might or ech
With any thing her ease, that she should
Comraaunde it him, and said he done it would.

For truely he swore her as a knight.

That ther n'as thing, with which he might her plese

That he nolde done his pain, and al his might
To done it, for to done her herte an ease :

And prayed her she would her sorrow appease,
And sayd, ". Ywis we Greekes can have joy
To honoureu you, as well as folke of Troy."

He said eke thus, " I wot you thinketh strange,

No wonder is, for it is to you new,
Th'acquaintance of these Trojans to change
For folke of Grece, that ye never knew :

But would never God, but if as true,

A Greeke ye should emong us all find.

As any Trojan is, and eke as kiud.

" And bicause I swore you right now,
To ben your frende, and helpir to my might,

And for that more acquaintaunce eke of you
Have I had, than an other sti-aunger wight

:

So fro this forth, I pray you day and night,

Commauudeth me, how sore that me smart,
To done all that may like unto your herte.

" And that ye me wold, as your brother treat,

And taketh not my frendship in dispite.

And though your sorowes been for thinges gret,

Not I nat why, but out of more respite,

Mine herte haili for to amend it great delite,

And if I may your harmes nat redresse,

I am right sory for your heavinesse.

" For though ye Trojans with us Greekes wroth
Have many a day been, alway yet parde,

god of love, in sothe we serven bothe :

And for the love of God my lady free.

Whom so ye hate, as beth not wroth with me,
For truely there can no wight you serve.

That half so loth your wrathe would deserve.

" And n'ere it that we been so nere the tent
Of Calcas, which that seen us bothe may,
1 would of this you tell all mine enteat.
Bat this ensealed till an other day :

Yeve me your honde, 1 am and shall be aie,

God heipe me so, while that my life may dure,
\ our ovvne, aboven every creature.

" Thus said I never er now to woman borue,
For God mine herte as wisely ^lad so,

I loved never woman here beforue.
As paramours, ne never shall no mo :

And for the love of God be not my fo,

All can I not to you, my lady dere.

Complain a right, for I am yet to lere.

" And wondrcth nought, mine ownc lady briglit,

Though th.at I speake of love to you thus blive,

For I have heai'd or this of many a wight,
Hath loved thing he never saw his live :

Eke I am not of power for to strive

Ayenst the god of love, but him obay
I woll alway, and mercy I you pray.

" There beeth so worthy knightes in this place.

And ye so faire, that everiche of liem all

Woll pain him to stonden in your grace.

But might to me so faire a grace fail

That ye me for your servaunt would call.

So lowly, ne so truely you serve,

N'ill none of hem, as I shall till I sterve."

Creseide unto that purpose lite answerde,
As she that was with sorow oppressed so.

That in efiect she naught his tales herde.

But here and there, now here a word or two :

Her thought her sorowfull herte brest a two.

For whan she gan her father ferre espie,

Well nigli doune of her hors she gan to sie.

But nathelesse she thonketh Diomede,
Of all his travailc and his good chore.

And that him list his frendship to her bede,

And she accepteth it in good maucre,
And woll do fain that is him lefe and dere.

And trusten him she would, and well she might,

As saied she, and from her hors she alight.

Her father hath her in his armes nome,
And twenty times he kist his doughter swete,

And saied : " dere doughter mine, welcome,"
She said eke, she was fain witli him to mete :

And stode forth muet, milde, and mansuete.

But here I leave her with her father dwell.

And forth I woll of Troilus you tell.

To Troy is come this wofull Troilus,

In sorowe aboven all sorowes smert.

With felon loke, and face dispitous,

Tho sodainly doune from his hors he stert,

And thi'ough his paleis with swolne herte,

To chamber he went, of nothing toke he hede
Ne none to him dare speke o worde for drede.

And there his sorowes that he spared had,

He yave an issue large, and death he cride.

And in his throwes, frenetike and mad
He curseth Juno, Apollo, and eke Cupide,

He curseth Bachus, Ceres, and Cipride,

His birth, himselfe, his fate, and eke nature.

And save his ladie, every creature.

To bed he goth, and waileth there and turneth.

In furic, as doth he Ixion in Hell,

And in this wise he nigh till day sojoumeth,

But tho began his herte alite unswell,

Through teares, which that gonnen up to wel,

And pitiously he cried upon Creseide,

And to him self right thus he spake and seide.

" Where is mine owne lady lefe and dere ?

I

Where is her white brest, where is it, where ?

Where been her armes, and her eyen dere

I

That yesterday this time with me were ?
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Now may I wepe alone many a teare,

And graspe abont I may, but in this place

Save a pilow, I find naught to embi-ace.

** How shal I doen ? whan shal she come againe ?

I n'ot alas, why let I her to go 1

As would God I liad as tho be slain :

O herte mine Creseide, swete fo,

lady mine, that I love and no mo,
To whom for ever more mine herte I vowe,
See how I die, ye n'ill me not rescowe.

" Who seeth you now, my right lodesterre ?

Who sitteth right now in your presence ?

Who can comforten now your hertes werre ?

Now I am gon, whom yeve ye audience ?

Who speaketh for me right now in my absence ?

Alas, no wight, and that is all my care.

For well wote I, as evill as I ye fare.

" How should I thus ten daies full endure,

Whan I the firste night have all this tene ?

How shall she eke sorowfull creature,

For tendernesse, how shall she this sustene,

Soche wo for me ! o pitous, pale, and grene,

Shall been your freshe womanly face.

For langour, er ye tourne unto this place."

And whan he fell in any slombringes,

Anon begin he shoulde for to grone.

And dreamen of the dreadfullest thinges

That might been : as mete he were alone

In place horrible, making aie his mone.
Or meten that he was emonges all

His enemies, and in hir hondes fall.

And therewithall his bodie should start.

And with the start all sodainly awake.
And soche a tremour fele about his herte,

That of the feare his bodie should quake

:

And therwithall he should a noise make.
And seme as though he should fall depe.

From high alofe, and than he would wepe,

And rewen on himselfe so pitously,

That wonder was to here his fantasie.

An other time he should mightely
Comfort himselfe, and sain it was folie.

So causelesse, soche drede for to drie.

And eft begin his aspre sorowes new.
That every man might on his paines rew.

Who could tell all, or fully discrive

His wo, his plaint, his langour, and his pine ?

Nat all the men that han or been on live,

Thou reader mayst thy self full well devine.

That soche a wo my wit can not define,

On idell for to write it should I swinke.
Whan that my wit is werie it to thinke.

On Heaven yet the sterres weren seen
Although full pale ywoxen was the Mone,
And whiten gan the orisont shene.
All eastwai-d, as it was wont to done.
And Phebus with his rosie carte sone,
Gan after that to dresse him up to fare.

Whan Troilus hath sent after Pandare.

This Pandare, that of all the day beforne
Ne might him comen this Troilus to se,

Although he on his hedde it had sworne,
For with the king I'riam alday was he,

So that it lay nat in his liberte.

No where to gon, but on the morow he went
To Troilus, whan that he for him sent.

For in his herte he could well devine.

That Troilus al night for sorow woke.
And tliat he would tell him of his pine.

This knew he well inougli without boke :

For which to chamber streight the way he toke.

And Troilus tho soberly he grette.

And on the bedde full sone he gan him sette.

"My Pandarus," (quod Troilus) "the sorow
Which that I drie, I may not long endure,
I trowe I shall not liven till to morow.
For which I would alwaies on aventure
To thee devisen of my sepoulture
The forme, and of my movable thou dispoen
Right as thee semeth best is for to doen.

" But of the fire and flambe funerall.

In which ray body brennen shall to glede.

And of the feast and plaies palestrall.

At my vigile, I pray thee take good hede
That that be well : and offer Mars my stede.

My sword, mine helme : and leve brother dere.

My shelde to Pallas yeve, that shineth clere.

" The poudre in which min herte ybrend shal turn
That pray I thee thou take, and it conserve
In a vessell that men clepeth an urne
Of gold, and to my lady that I serve.

For love of whom thus pitously I sterve.

So yeve it her, and doe me this pleasaunce.

To praien her to kepe it for a remembraunce.

" For well I fele by my maladie,

And by my dreames, now and yore ago,

All certainly, that I mote nedes die :

The oule eke, which that hight Ascaphilo,

Hath after me shright, all these nightes two,

And god Mercui'ie, now of me wofull wretch
The soule guide, and whan thee list it fetch."

Pandare answerde and saied, " Troilus,

My dere frende, as I have told thee yore,

That it is foUie for to sorowen thus.

And causelesse, for which I can no more :

But who so woll not trowen rede ne lore,

I can not seen in him no remedie,

But let him worchen with his fantasie.

" But, Troilus, I pray thee tell me now.
If that thou trowe er this that any wight.

Hath loved paramours as well as thou,

Ye, God wot, and fro many a worthy knight

Hath his ladie gon a fourtenight.

And he nat yet made halvendele the fare.

What uede is the to maken all this care ?

" Sens day by day thou maist thy selven see

That from his love, or eles from his wife

A man mote twinnen of necessitie.

Ye though he love her as his owne life :

Yet nill he with himself thus maken strife.

For well thou west, my leve brother dere.

That alway frendes may not been yfere.

" How done this folke, that seen hir loves wedded
By frendes might, as it betideth full oft.

And seen hem in hir spouses bedde ybedded 1

God wote they take it wisely faire and soft

:
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For wliy, good hope lialt up hir herte aloft,

And for tliey can a time of sorow endure,

As time hem liurteth, a time dotli hem cure.

" So shouldest thou endure, and lotten slide

The time, and fonde to been glad and light,

Ten dayes n'is not so long to abide,

And sens she to comcn thee hath behight.

She n'ill her hest I)roaIccn for no wight.

For drede thee not, that she n'ill finde way
To come ayen, my life that durst I lay.

" Thy swevenes eke, and all such fantasie

Drive out, and let hem faren to mischaunce.

For they procede of thy melancolie,

That doth thee fele in slepe all this penaunce :

A straw for all swevenes signifiaunce,

God helpe me so, I count hem not a bean.

There wot no man aright what di'cmes mean.

" For priestes of the temple tellen this,

That dreames been the revelacions

Of Goddes, and als well they tel ywis,

Tliat they been infernalles illusions

And leches saine, that of coniplections

Procedeu they of fast, or glotonie,

Who wot iu sothe thus what they signifie 1

" Eke other saine, that through impressions.

As if a wight hath fast a tiling in mind.

That thereof cometh soche avisions :

And other sain, as they in bokcs find,

That after times of the yere by kind.

Men dreme, and that theffect goth by the Mono,
But leve no dreme, for it is nat to done.

Wei worth of dreames aie these old wives.

And truly eke, augurie of these foules.

For feare of which, men wenen lese liir lives,

As ravens qualm, or schriching of these oules :

To trowen on it, botho false and foule is,

Alas, alas, that so noble a creature

As is a man, should drede such ordure.

" For which with al mine herte I thee bcscche,

Unto thy self, tliat all this thou foryeve,

•And rise now up, withouten more s])eehe.

And let us cast how forth may best be driven

The time, and eke how freshly we may liven,

Whau she cometh, the which shall be right soue,

God helpe me so, the best is thus to done.

" Rise, let us speake of lustie life in Troy
That we have lad, and forth the time drive.

And eke of time coming us rejoy,

That bringen shall our blisse now to blive.

And langour of these twise daies five

We shall therewith so foryet or ojiprcsse,

That well unneth it done shall us duresse.

" This toune is full of lordes al about,

And truce lastcn all this meane while.

Go we plaien us in some lustie rout,

To Sarpedon, not henocs but a mile.

And thus tliou shalt the time well beguile.

And drive it forth unto that blisfull morow,
That thou her see, that cause is of thy sorov/,

" Now rise, my dere brother Troilus,

For certes it non honour is to thee

To wepe, and in thy bedde to rouken thus.

For truely of o thing trust to me.

If thou thus ligge, a day, two or thi'oc,

, The folke woll wene, that thou for cowardise,

I
Thee fainest sick, and that thou darst not rise."

This Troilus answerde : " brother dere.

This folke know that have ysuflVed pain.

That though he wepe, and make sorowful cliere

Tliat feeletli harme and smart in every vain.

No wonder is : and though 1 ever plain

Or alway wepe, I am nothing to blame.

Sens that I have lost the cause of all my game.

" But sens of fine force I mote arise,

I shall arise, as sone as ever I may,
And God, to wliom mine herte I sacrifice.

So send us hastely the tenthe day :

For was there never foule so faiiie of May
As I shall ben, whan that she cometh in Troie,

That cause is of my tourmeut and my joie.

"But winder is thy rede," (quod Troilus)
" That we may play us best in all this toun ?"

" By God my counsaile is," (quod i'andai-us)

" To ride and play us with king Sarpedouii."

So long of this they spcakon up and down.
Till Troilus gan at the last assent

To rise, and forth to Sarpedon they went.

This Sarpedon, as he that honourable
Was ever his live, and full of hie prowesse.

With all that might yserved been on table,

That dcintie was, all eoste it great richesse.

He fedde hem day by day, that such noblesse

As saiden both the most and eke the least.

Was never er that day wiste at any feast.

Nor in this world there is none instrument,

Delicious, through winde, or touche on corde.

As ferre as any wight hath ever ywent,

That tonge tell, or herte may recorde,

But at that feast, it was well heard recorde :

Ne of ladies eke so faire a companie,

On daunce er tho, was never yseeu with eye.

But what availeth this to Troilus,

That for his sorrow, nothing of it rought.

But ever in one, as herte pitous,

Full busily Crescide his lady sought :

On her was ever al that his herte thought,

Now this, now that, so fast imagining,

Tl'.at glad ywis can him no feasting.

These ladies eke, that at this feast been.

Sens that he saw his lady was away,

It was his sorow upon hem for to seen.

Or for to heare on instrumentes play :

For she that of his herte hath the kay.

Was absent, lo, this was his fantasie

That no wight shulde maken nielodie.

Nor there nas houre in al the day or night.

Whan he was thcr as no man might him here.

That he ne sayd, " O lovesome lady bright.

How have ye faren sins that ye were there ?

Welcome ywis mine owiie lady dere."

But welaway, all this n'as but a mase,

Fortune his hove entended bet to glase.

The letters eke, that she of olde time

Had him ysent, he would alone rede

An hundred sith, aiwixt noone and prime,

Refiguring her shape, and her wonianhede,
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Within his herte, and every worde and dede

That passed was, and thus he drove to an end,

The fourth day, and saied he wol wend.

And said, " Leva brother Pandarus,

Intendest thou that we shall here bleve,

Til Sarpedon woll forth conveyen us.

Yet were it fairer tliat we toke our leve :

For Goddes love, let us now soiie at eve

Our leave take, and homeward let us turne,

For trewely I uill nat thus sojourue."

Pandare answerde, " Be we comen hither

To fetclien fire, and rennen home agaiue ?

God helpe me so, I can nat tellen whither

We might gone, if I shall sothly saine :

There any wight is of us more faine

Than Sarpedon, and if we hence hie

Thus sodainly, I hold it vilauie.

" Whan that we saiden we would bleve

With him a weke, and now thus sodainly

The fourth day to take of him our leve.

He would woudren on it trewiy

:

Let us holden forth our purpose fennely.

And sens that ye behighten him to abide,

Hold forward now, and after let us ride."

This Pandarus, with all pine and wo
Made him to dwell, and at the wekes end.

Of Sarpedon they toke hir leave tho,

And on hir way they speden hem to wend :

(Quod Troilus) " Now Lorde me grace send.

That 1 may find at mine home comming,
Creseide comen," and therwith gan he sing.

" Ye haselwode," thought this Pandare,
And to himselfe ful softly he seide,

" God wotte refroiden may this hotte fare,

Er Caleas sende Troilus Ci-eseide :

"

But natlielesse he japed thus and seide.

And swore ywis, his herte him wel behight.

She wolde come as sons as ever she might.

Whan they unto the paleis were yeomen.
Of Troilus, they doun of horse alight.

And to the chambre hir way have they nomen,
And unto time that it gan to night.

They speken of Creseide the lady bright,

And after this, whan hem bothe lest,

They spede hem fro the supper unto rest.

On morow as sone as day began to clere.

This Ti'oilus gan of his slepe to abreide.

And to Pandarus. his own brother dere,
" For love of God," full pitously he seide :

" As go we seene the paleis of Creseide,

For sens we yet may have no more feest,

So let us seine her paleis at the leest."

And therewithall his meine for to blende,

A cause he fonde in toune for to go.

And to Creseides house they gan wende.
But Lorde, this sely Troilus was wo,
Him thought his sorowful herte brast atwo.

For when he saw her doores sparred all.

Well nigh for sorow adoun he gan to fall.

Therwith whan he was ware, and gan behold
How shet was every window of the place.

As frost him thought his herte gan to cold,

For which wiih changed deedly pale face.

Withouten worde, he forth by gan to pace,

And as God would, he gan so faste ride.

That no wight of his countenance aspide.

Than said he thus : " O paleis desolate,

house of houses, whilom best yhight,

O paleis empty and disconsolate,

thou lanterne, of which queint is the light,

O paleis whilom day, that now art night,

Wel ou^htest thou to fall, and I to die.

Sens she is went, that wont was us to gie.

" paleis whilom crowne of houses all,

Enlumined with Sunne of alle blisse,

ring, of which the ruble is out fall,

O cause of wo, that cause hast bei; of blisse :

Yet sens I may no bet, fain would I kisse

I
Thy colde doores, durst I for this rout,

I
And farewel shrine of which the saint is out."

Therwith he cast on Pandarus his eie.

With changed face, and pitous to behold.

And whau he might his time aright aspie,

Aie as he rode, to Pandarus he told

His new sorow, and eke his joyes old.

So pitously, and with so deed an hew,
That every wight might on his sorow rew.

Fro thence-forth he rideth up and doune,
And every thing came him tc remembraunce.
As he rode forth by the places of the toune.

In which he whilom had all his pleasaunce :

" Lo, yonder saw I mine owne lady daunee,

And in that temple with lier eien clere,

Me caught first my right lady dere.

" And yonder have I herde full lustely

My dere herte laugh, and yonder play

Saw I her ones eke ful blisfuUy,

And yonder ones to me gan she say
' Now good sweete love me well I pray,'

And yonde so goodly gan she me behold.

That to the death mine herte is to her hold.

" And at the corner in the yonder house,

Herde I mine alderlevest lady dere.

So womanly, with voice melodiouse,

Singen so wel, so goodly and so clere,

That in my soule yet me thinketh I here

The blisful sowne, and in that yonder place

My lady first me toke unto her grace."

Than thought he thus, " blisful lord Cupide,

Whan I the processe have in memory.
How thou me hast weried on every side,

Men might a booke make of it like a story :

What nede is thee to seeke on me victory,

Sens I am thine, and holy at thy will,

What joy hast thou thine owne folke to spill ?

" Wel hast thou, lord, ywToke on me thine ire,

Thou mighty god, and dredful for to gi-eve.

Now mercy, lord, thou wost wel I desire

Thy grace most, of all lustes leve.

And live and die I wol in thy beleve.

For which I ne aske in guerdon but a boone,

That thou Creseide ayen me sende soone.

" Distraine lier herte as faste to returne,

As thou doest mine to longen her to see.

Than wote I wel that she n'il nat sojourne :

Now blisful lord, so cruel thou ne be
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Unto the blood of Troy, I praie thee,

As Juno was unto the blode Thebanc,
For wliich the folke of Thebes caught hir banc."

And after this lie to the yates went,

There as Creseide out rode, a full good pans,

And up and d<)un there made he many a went,

And to him selfe ful oft he said, " Alas,

Fro hence rode my blisse and my solas,

As would blisful God now for his joie,

I might her sene ayen come to Troie.

" And to the yonder hil I gan her giiide,

Alas, and there I toke of her my leve,

And yonde I saw hor to her father ride,

For sorow of which mine lierte shal to cleve:

And hither home I come whan it was eve,

And here I dwell, out cast from all joie.

And shal, til I may sene her eft in Troie."

And of him selfe imagined he oft,

To ben defaited, pale, and woxen lesse

Than he was wont, and that men saiden soft,

" What may it be ? who can the sothe gesse.

Why Troilus hath al this hevinesse ?

"

And al this n'as but his melancholie,

That he had of him selfe such fantasie.

Another time imagined he would.

That every wight that went by the wey,

Had of him routh, and that they saine should,
" I am right sory, Troilus wol dey :

"

And thus he drove a day yet forth or twey.

As ye liave herde, such life gan he lede.

As he that stode betwixen hope and drede.

For which him liked in his songes shewe
Thencheson of his wo, as he best might,

And made a songe, of wordes but a fewe,

Somwhat his wofull herte for to light :

And whan he was from every manncs sight,

With softe voice, he of his lady dere.

That absent was, gan sing as ye may here.

" sterre, of which I lost liave all the light,

With herte sore, wel ought I to bewaile.

That ever derke in turment, night by night

Toward my deth, with winde I store and saile :

For which the tenth night, if that I faile.

The guiding of thy hemes bright an houre,
My ship and me Caribdes wol devoure."

This song whan he thus songen had sone.

He fel ayen into his sighes old,

And every night, as was he wont to done.

He stode the bright Moone to behold :

And al his sorow he to the Moone told.

And said, " Ywis whan thou ai-t horned new,
I shal be glad, if al the world be trew.

" I saw thine homes old eke by that morow.
Whan hence rode my right lady dere,

That cause is of my tumient and my sorow,
For whiche, bright Lucina the clere,

For love of God ren fast about thy sphere.
For whan thine homes newe ginnen spring.

Than shall she come that may my blisse bring."

The day is more, and lenger every night
Than they ben wont to be, him thought tho,

And that the Sunne went his course unright,
By lenger way than it was wont to go.

And said, " Ywis, I drede me evermo
The Sunnes sonne Phctou be on live,

And that his fathers cart amisse he drive."

lipon the walles fast eke would ho walke,
And on the Greekes host he would see.

And to himselfe right thus he would talke :

" Lo, yonder is mine owne lady free,

Or else yonder, there the tents bee,

And thence commeth this aire that is so soote,

That in my soule I fele it doth me boote.

" And hardily, this wind that more and more
Thus stoundmcale encrcaseth in my face,

Is of my ladies deepo sighes sore,

I prove it thus, for in none other space

Of all this touiie, save only in this jilace,

Feele 1 no wind, that souncth so like paine.

It saith, ' Alas, why twined be we twaine.'
"

This longe time he driveth forth right thus.

Till fully passed was the ninthc night.

And aye beside him was this Pandarus,
Tiiat busily did all his full might
Him to comfort, and make his herte light,

Yeving him hope alway the tenth morow,
That she shal comen, and stinten all his sorow.

Upon that other side eke was Creseide,

With women few among the Grekes sti-ong.

For which full oft a day, " Alas," she seide,

" That I was borne, well may mine herte long

After my death, for now live I too long

Alas, and I ne may it not amend,
For now is worse than ever yet I wend.

" My father n'ill for nothing doe me grace

To gone ayen, for aught I can him queme,
And if so be that I my terme pace,

My Troilus shall in his herte demc
That I am false, and so it may well seme,

Thus shall I have unthonke on every side,

That I was borne so welaway the tide.

" And if that I me put in jeopardie,

To .'^teale away by night, and it befall

That I be caught, I shall be hold aspie,

Or else lo, this di'ede I most of all,

If in the bonds of some wretch I fall,

I n'am but lost, all be mine herte trew :

Now mightie God, thou on my sorow rew."

Full pale ywoxen was her bright face.

Her limmes leane, as she that all the day

Stode wlian she durst, and loked on the place

There she was borne, and dwelt had aye,

And all the night weeping alas, she lay.

And thus dispeired out of all cure

She lad her life, this wofull creature.

Full oft a day she sighed eke for distresse,

And in her selfe she went aye purtraying

Of Troilus the great worthinesse,

And all his goodly wordes recording,

Sens first that day her love began to spring.

And thus she set her wofull herte afire,

Through remembrance of that slie gan desire.

In all this world there n'is so cruell herte.

That her had heard comjilainen in her sorow.

That n'old have wepten for her paines smart,

So tenderly she wept, both eve and morow.
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Her needed no teares, for to borow,

And this was yet the worst of all her paine,

Ther was no wight, to whom she durste plain.

Full rewfully she loolied upon Troy,

Beheld the toures hi,q;h, and eke the hallis,

." Alas," (quod she) "the pleasaunce and the joy,

The which that now all turned into gall is,

Have I had ofte within yotider wallis.

Troilus, what doest thou now ?" she seide,

" Lord, whether thou yet thinke upon Creseide.

" Aias, that I ne had ytrowed on your lore,

And went with you, as ye me redde ere this,

Than had I now not siirhed halfe so sore :

Who might have said, that I had done amis
To steale away with such one as he is ?

But all too late conimeth the lectuarie,

Whan men the corse unto the grave carie.

" Too late is now to speke of that matere.

Prudence, alas, one of thine eyen three

Me lacked alway, ere that I came here :

For on time passed well remembred mee.
And present time eke could I well see,

But futui-e time, ere I was in the snare.

Could I not scene, that causeth now my care.

" But nathelesse, betide what betide,

1 shall to morow at night, by east or west,

Out of this hoast steale, on some side,

And gone with Troilus, where as him lest,

This purpose woll I hold, and this is the best.

No force of wicked tongues jonglerie.

For ever on love have wretches had envie.

" For who so woll of every word take hede,
Or rule hem by every wightes wit,

Ne shall he never thriven out of drede.

For that that some men blamen ever yet,

Lo, other manner folke commenden it.

And as for me, for all such variaunce,
Felicitie clepe I my suffisaunce.

" For which, withouten any wordes mo.
To Troy I woll, as for conclusioun."

But God it wote, ere fully moneths two.
She was full ferre fro that ententioun.

For bothe Troilus and Troie toun
Shall knotlesse throughout her herte slide.

For she woll take a purpose for to abide.

This Diomede, of whom I you tell gan,
Goth now within himselfe aye arguing.
With all the sleight and all that ever he can
How he may best with shortest tarying.

Into his nette Creseides herte bring.

To this enteut he couthe never fine,

To fishen her, he laid out hooke and line.

But nathelesse, well in his herte he thought.
That she nas nat without a love in Troy,
For never sithen he her thence brought,
Ne conth he scene her laugh, or maken.joy.
He n'is how best her herte for t'acoie.

But for t'assay, he said nought it ne greveth.
For he that naught assaieth, naught atcheveth.

Yet saied he to himselfe upon a night,
" Now am I nat a foole, that wote well how
Her wo is, for love of another wight,
And hereupon to gone assay her now,

I may well wete, it n'ill nat ben my prow.
For wise folke in bookes it expresse.

Men shall nat wowe a wight in hevinesse.

" But who so might winnen such a floure

Fro him, for whom she mourneth night and day,

He might saine he were a conquerour :

And right anone, as he that bold was aye.

Thought in his herte, hap how hap may.
All should I dye, I woll her herte seech,

I shall no more leseu but my speech."

This Diomede, as bookes us declare.

Was in his nedes prest and courageous.

With Sterne voice, and mighty limmes square.

Hardy, testife, strong, and chevalious

Of deedes like his father Tideus,

And some men saine he was of tonge large,

And heire he was of Calcidony and Arge.

Creseide meane was of her stature,

Thereto of shape, of face, and eke of chere,

There might ben no fairer creature,

And ofte time this was her manere,
To gone ytressed with her haires clere

Downe by her colere, at her backe behind,

Which with a threde of gold she would bind.

And save her browes joyneden yfere.

There nas no lacke, in aught I can espien,

But for to speaken of her eyen clere,

Lo, truely they written that her seien.

That Paradis stood formed in her eien.

And with her riche beauty evermore
Strove love in her, aie which of hem was more.

She sobre was, eke simple, and wise withall.

The best ynorished eke that might bee,

And goodly of her speech in generall.

Charitable, estately, lusty, and free,

Ne nevermore, ne lacked her pitee,

Tender hearted, sliding of corage,

But truely I can nat tell her age.

And Troilus well woxen was in hight,

And complete formed by proportioun.

So well that Kind it naught amenden might.

Young, fresh, strong, and hardy as lioun,

Trew as Steele, in ech conditioun.

One of the best enteched creature.

That is or shall, while that the world may dure.

And certainely, in story as it is fond.

That Troilus was never unto no wight

As in his time, in no degree second.

In daring do that longeth to a knight,

All might a giaunt passen him of might.

His herte aye with the first and with the best.

Stood peregall to dare done what him lest.

But for to tellen forth of Diomede,
It fell, that after on the tenthe day.

Sens that Creseide out of the city yede,

This Diomede, as fresh as braunch in May,
Came to the tente there as Calcas lay.

And fained him with Calcas have to done,

But what he ment, I shall you tellen sone.

Creseide at shorte wordes for to tell,

Welcommed him, and downe him by her sette,

And he was ethe ynough to maken dwell,

And after this, withouten longe lette,
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The »i|>iccs and the wine men forth hcin fette,

And forth they speke of this and tliat yfere,

As friendes done, of which some shall ye here.

He gan first fallen of tlie warre in speech

Betwixen hem and the folUe of Troy toun,

And of th"as-^ie<;e he gan oke lier beseech,

To tellen liim what was her opinioun :

Fro that deinuund he so disceiideth douii,

To airken her, if that her straunge thought

The Greekes gise, and werkes that they wrought ?

And why her father tarieth so long

To weddeii her unto some worthy wight ?

Creseide tliat was in her paines strong,

For love of Troilus her owiie knight,

So ferforth as she cunning had or might,

Answerde liim tho, but as of his entent.

It seemed nat she wiste w-hat he nient.

But uathelesse, this ilke Diomede
Gan on himselfe assure, and thus he seide :

" If I aright have taken on you hede,

Methinketh thus, lady mine Creseide,

That sens I first hoiid on your bridle leide,

Whan 1 out came of Troy by the morrow,
Ne might 1 never scene you but in sorrow.

" I can nat saine what may the cause be,

But if for love of some Trojan it were,

1'he which riglit sore would a thinken me.
That ye for any wight that dwelletli there,

Shoulden spill a quarter of a tere.

Or pitously your selven so begile.

For dredelesse it is nat worth the while.

" The folks of Troy, as who saith all and some.
In prison ben, as ye your selven see,

Fro thence shall nat one on live come,
For all the gold atwixen sunne and see,

Trusteth well, and understondeth niee.

There shall nat one to mercy gone on live,

All were he loi-d of worldes twise five.

" Such wrech on hem for fetching of Heleine
There shall be take, ere that we hence wend.
That Maunes, which that goddes ben of peine,

Shall ben agast that Grekes wol hem shend.

And men shall drede unto the worldes eud
From henceforth to ravishen any queene.

So cruell shall our wreche on hem be seene.

" And but if Calcas lede us with ambages,
That is to saine, with double wordes she.

Such as men clepen a word with two visages.

Ye shall well knowen that I nat ne lie.

And all this thing right sene it with your eie.

And that anon, ye niil nat trow how soone.

Now taketh hede, for it is for to doone.

" What wene ye your wise fatlier would
Have yeven Antenor for you anone,
If.he ne wiste that the city should
Destroied ben ? why nay so mote I gone,
He knew full well there shall nat scapen one
That Troian is, and for the greate fere

He durste nat that ye dwelt lenger there.

" Wliat woll ye more, lovesome lady dere ?

Let Troy and Troians fro your herte passe,

Drive out that bitter hope, and make good chere.

And clepe ayen the beautie of your face,

That ye with salte tcarcs so deface.

For Troy is brought in such a jeoi)ardie,

That it to save is now no remedie.

" And thinketh well, ye shall in Grekes find

A more perfite love, ere it be night.

Than any Troian is, and more kind,

And bet to serven you woll doni,' his might,

And if ye vouchsafe my lady bright,

I woll ben lie, to serven you my selve.

Ye lever thau be lord of Gi-eces twelve."

And with that word he gan to waxen reed.

And in his speech a little while he quoke,

And cast aside a little with his heed,

And stint <a while, and afterwai'd he woke.
And soberly on her he threw his loke.

And said, '• I am, albeit to you no joy,

As gentill a man as any wight in Troy.

" For if my father Tideus " (he seide)
" Ylived had, 1 had been ere this.

Of Calcidt)nie and Arge a king, Creseide,

And so hope 1 that 1 shall be ywis :

l?ut he was slaine alas, the more liarnie is,

Unhappily at Thebes all to rathe,

I'olimite, and many a man to scathe.

" But herte mine, sithe that I am your man.
And ben the first, of whom 1 seclie grace.

To serve you as hcartely as I c'an,

And ever shall, while I to live have space.

So that, ere I depart out of this place.

Ye woll me graunte, that I may to morow
At better leiser tell you of my sorow."

What shuld I tell In's wordes that he seide ?

He spake ynough for o day at the mest
It preveth well he spake so, that Creseide

Graunted on the morrow at his request

For to speake with him at the least,

So that he n'olde speake of such matere,

And thus she to him said, as ye niowe here.

As she that had her herte on Troilus

So fiist, that there may it none arace.

And straungely she spake, and saied thus :

" Diomede, I love that ilke place

There was 1 borne, and Joves of thy grace

Deliver it soone of all that doth it cai-e,

God for thy might so leve it well to fare.

" That Grekes wold hir wrath on Troie wreke

If that they might, I know it well ywis.

But it shall naught befallen as ye speke,

And God toforne, and fai-ther over this,

I wote my father wise and ready is.

And that he me hath bought, as ye me told.

So dei'e am I the more unto him hold.

" That Greekes ben of high conditioun,

I wote eke well, but certaine men shall find

As worthie folke within Troie toun,

As conning, as perfite, and as kiiide.

As ben betwixte Orcades and Inde,

And that ye coulde well your lady serve

I trow eke well, her thonke for to deserve.

" But as to speake of love, ywis " (she seide)

"
1 had a lord, to whom 1 wedded was,

iris whose mine herte was all till he deide,

And other love, as helpe me now Pallas,
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Tliere in niiiie herte n'is, ne never was,

And that ye hen of uoble and high liinrede,

1 have well herde it telleu oat of drede.

" And that doth me to have so great a wonder,

Tliat ye woU seornen any woman so.

Eke God wote, love and I ben fer asonder,

I am disposed bet, so mote I go.

Unto my death plaine and make wo
;

What I shall after done, 1 can not say,

But truely as yet me list nat play.

" Mine herte is now in tribulatioun.

And ye in amies busie day by day,

Hereafter whan ye wonen have the toun,

Paraventure than, so it happen may.
That whan I see that I never ere sey,

Tiian well I werke that I never ere wrought.
This word to you ynough suffisen ought.

" To morow eke wol I speken with you faine,

So that ye touchen naught of this matere.

And whan you list, ye may come here againe.

And ere ye gone, thus much I say you here.

As helpe me Pallas, with her haires clere.

If that 1 should of any Greeke have routh,

It shulde be your selveu by my truuth.

" I say nat therefore that I woU you love,

Ne say nat nay, but in conclusioun,

I meane well by God that sit above :"

And therewithall she cast her eien doun.
And gan to sigh, and said, " Troiius and Ti-oy toun
Yet bidde I God, in quiet and in rest

I may you scene, or do mine herte bresf."

But in effect, and shoi'tly for to say.

This Diomede all freshly new againe
Gan preasen on, and fast her mercy pray,
And after this, the soothe for to saine.

Her glove he toke, of which he was full faine.

And finally, whan it was woxen eve.

And all was well, he rose and tooke his leve.

The bright Venus folowed and aie taught
The way there brode Phebus doune alight,

And Cithera her chare horse over raught.
To whirle out of the Lion, if she might.
And Signifer his candles sheweth bright,

Whan that Creseide unto her bed went,
Within her fathers faire bright tent.

Retourning in her soule aye up and doun
The wordes of this suddaine Diomede,
His great estate, and perill of the toun.

And that she was alone, and had nede
Of friendes help, and thus began to brede
The cause why, the soothe for to tell.

She tooke fully purpose for to dv.'ell.

The morow came, and ghostly for to speke,
This Diomede is come uuto Creseide,

And shortly, least that ye my tale breke.
So well he for himselfe spake and seide,

That all her sighes sore doune he leide,

And finally, the soothe for to saine.

He refte her the great of all her paine.

And after this, the story telleth us.

That she him yave the faire bay stede,
The which she ones wan of Troiius,
And eke a brooch (and that was little nede)

That Troiius' was, she yave this Diomede,
And eke the bet from sorow him to releve.

She made him weare a peucell of her sieve.

I find eke in stoi'ies elsewhere.

Whan thi-ough the body hurt was Diomede
Of Troiius, tho wept she many a tere.

Whan that she saw his wide woundes blede.

And that she tooke to kepen him good hede.
And for to liealen him of his smart.

Men saine, I n'ot, that she yave him her herte.

But truely the storie telleth us,

There made never woman more wo
Than she, whan that she falsed Troiius,

She said " Alas, for now is clene ago
My name in trouth of love for evermo,
For I have falsed one the gentillest

That ever was, and one the worthiest.

" Alas, of me unto the worldes end
Shall neither ben ywritten or ysong
No good worde, for these bokes woll me shend ;

Yrolled shall I been on many a tong,

Throughout the world my bell shall be rong.

And women most woll hate me of all,

Alas, that such a caas me should fall.

" They woll saine, in as much as in me is,

I have hem done dishonour welaway,
All be I not the first that did amis.

What helpeth that, to done my blame away.
But sens I see there is no better way.
And that too late is now for me to rue,

To Diomede I woll algate be true.

" But Troiius, sens I no better may.
And sens that thus departen ye and I,

Yet pray I God so yeve you right good day,

As for the gentillest knight truely

That ever I saw, to serven faithfully,

And best can aye his ladies honour kepe,"
And with that word she brast anon to wepe.

" And certes, you ne haten shall I never.

And friendes love, that shall ye have of me,
And my good word, all should I liven ever,

And truely I would right sorrie be,

For to seene you in adversite.

And guiltlesse I wot well I you leave.

And all shall passe, and thus take I my leave."

But truely how long it was bitwene.

That she forsoke him for this Diomede,
There is none authour telleth it I wene.
Take every man now to his bookes hede,

He shall no terme fiuden, out of drede.

For though that he began to wowe her sone.

Ere he her wan, yet was there more to done.

Ne me ne list this selie woman chide

Ferther than the storie woll devise.

Her name alas, is published so wide.

That for her gilt it ought ynough suffise.

And if I might excuse her in any wise.

For she so sorrie was for her untrouth,

Ywis I would excuse her yet for routh.

This Troiius, as I before have told.

Thus driveth forth, as wel as he hath mighty
But ofte was his herte hote and cold.

And namely that ilke ninthe night,
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Wliii'h on the morrow slie had liini beliiglit

To come ajeii, (Jud wote full little l"est

Had lie that uiglit, uuthiiig to slepe hiiu lest.

Tho laurer crowned Phebus, with his heat

Gail in his course aie upward as lie went,

To warmen of tlie east sea the waves wete,

And Cirecs doughter song, witli fresh eiitent,

Whan Troilus his Pandare aftt-r sent,

And on the walles of the towne they ]deide,

To looke, if tliey can seeue ought of Creseide.

Till it was noone, they stoodcn for to see

VVlio that there came, and every manor wight

That came fro ferre, they saiden it was siiee,

Till that they coulden knowen him aright

:

Now was his herte dull, now was it light,

And thus bejaped stooden for to stare

About naught, this Troilus and Pandare.

To Pandarus this Troilus tho seide
" For aught 1 wot, before noone sikerly,

Into this toune ne conieth not iiei'e Creseide,

She hath ynougli to docn hardely
To winnen from her father, so trow I,

Her olde father woll yet make her dine

Ere that she go, God yeve his herte pine."

Pandarus answerd, " It may well been certain

And fortliy let us dine, I thee beseech.
And after iioone than maist thou come again :"

And home they go, without more speech,
And comeu ayen, but long may they seech,
Ere that they finde tiiat they after gape,
Fortune hem bothe tliinketh for to jape.

(Quod Troilus) " I see well now that she
Is taried with her old father so,

That ere she come, it woll nigli even be.

Come forth, I woll unto the yate go,

These porters ben unkonning evcrmo.
And I woll done hem holdeii up the yate,

As naught ne were, although she come late."

The day gotli fast, and after that came eve,

And yet came nat to Troilus Creseide,

He looketh forth by hedge, by tree, by grevc.

And ferre his head over the wall lie leide,

And at the last he tourned him and seide,
" By God I wote her meaning now Pandare,
Almost ywis all newe was my care.

" Now doubtelesse this lady can her good,
I wote she commetli riding prively,

I commend her wisedome by mine hood.
She woll nat maken people nicely

Gam-e on her whan she coinmeth, but softely

By night into the toune she tliinketh ride,

And, dere brother, thinke nat long to abide,

" We have naught else for to done ywis.
And Pandarus, now wilt thou trowen me,
Have here my tvouth, I see her, yon slie is.

Heave up thine even man, mayst thou nat see ?"

Pandare answerde, '' Nay, so mote I the,

Al wrong by God, what saist thou man, wher art.

That I see yonde afarre, n'is but a cart."

" Alas, thou sayst right sooth," (quod Troilus)
" But hardely it is not all for nought.
That in mine herte I now i-ejoyce thus.

It is ayenst some good, I have a thought.

Not I nat how, but sens tliat I was wrought,
Ne felt 1 such a comfort daiv I say.

She Cometh to night, my life that dui-st I lay."

Pandarus answerde, " It may be well ynoiigh,"'

And held witli him of all that ever lie saied.

But in his herte he tlmught, and soft he lough.
And to himselfe full soljci-ly he saied,
" Kroni liasell wood, there jolly Koiiiii plaied,

Shall eome ail that thou abidist hi/re,

Ve, farwell all the snow of feme yore."

The wardein of the yates gan to call

Tile folk, which that without the yates were,

And had hem driven in liir l)eastcs all.

Or all the night tlx^y must bleven there.

And ferre within the night, with many a tere.

This Troilus gan homeward for to ride.

For well he seetli it helpeth nat to abide.

But nathelessc, he gladded him in this.

He thought he niisaconipted had his day.

And saied, " I understand have all amis,

For thilke night I laste Creseide sey.

She sayd, ' I shall ben here, if that 1 may.
Ere that the Mooiie, O dere herte swete.

The Lion passe out of this Ariete.'

" For which she may yet hold all her behest,"

And on the morrow unto the yate he went.

And up and doune, by west and eke by east

Upon the walles made he many a went,

But all for naught, his hope alway him blent.

For which at night, in sorow and sighe sore,

He went him home, withouteii any more.

This hope all cleane out of his herte fled.

He ne hath whereon now lenger for to hong.

But for the paine him thought his iierte bled.

So were his throwes sharp, and wonder strong,

For whan he saw that she abode so long,

He n'ist what he judgeu of it might.

Sens she hath broken that she him behight.

The thirde, fourth, fifte, and sixt day
After tho dayes tenne, of which I tuld,

Betwixen lioj)e and drede his herte lay.

Yet somewhat trusting on her hesies old.

But whan he saw she n'olde her ternie hold.

He can now scene none other remedie.

But for to shape him soone for to die.

Therwith the wicked spirit, God us blesse,

Wliicli that men clepen woode jealousie,

Gan in him crepe, in all this hevinesse.

For which because he would soone die,

He ne eat ne dronke for his melancholic.

And eke from every company he Hed,

This was the life that all this time he led.

He so defaite was, that no manner man,

Unnetli he might knowen there he went,

So was he leane, and thereto pale and wan.

And feeble, that he walketh by potent.

And with his ire he thus himselie shent

:

But who so asked him wherof him smart.

He sayd, his harme was all about his herte.

Priam full oft, and eke his mother dere.

His bretherne and his sustren gan him frain

Why li<^ so sorrowfull w.is in all his chere.

And what thing was the cause of all his pain :
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But all for ua\i^Iit, he ii'olde his cause plain,

But sa.v<l, he felt a grievous nialatlie

About his herte, aud faine he would die.

So on a day he laid him down to slepe.

And so befell, that in slope hiui thouglit,

That in a forrest fast he walked to wepe

For love of her that him th.ese paines wrought.

And up and doune as he that forrest sought,

He met he saw a bore, with tuskes great.

That slept ayenst the bright Sunnes heat.

And by this bore, fast in her armes fold

Lay kissing aye his lady bright Creseide,

For sorrow of which, whan he it gan behold.

And for dispite, out of his slepe he breide,

And loude he cried on Pandarus, and seide,

" Pandarus, now know I crop and root,

I n'am but dead, there u'is none other boot.

" My lady bright Creseide hath me hetraied,

In whom I trusted most of any wight,

She elsewhere liath now her herte apaied.

The blisfuli goddes, through hir greate might,

Have in my dreame ysliewed it full right,

Thus in my dreame Creseide have I behold,"

And all this thing to Pandarus he told.

« my Creseide, alas, what subtelte 1

What newe lust ? what beauty ? what science ?

What wrath of juste cause have ye to me ?

What guilt of me ? what fell experience

Hath me rafte, alas, thine advertence ?

trust, faith, depe assuraunce.

Who hath me raft Ci-eseide, all my pleasaunce ?

" Alas, why let I you from hence go ?

For which well nigh out of my wit I breide,

Who shall now trow on any othes mo ?

God wote I wend, O ludy bright Creseide,

That every word was gospell that ye seide.

But who may bet beguile, if him list.

Than he on whom men wenen best to trist ?

" What shall I done, my Pandarus, alas ?

1 fele now so sharpe a newe paine.

Sens that there is no remedy in this caas.

That bet were it I with mine hondes twaine

My selven slow than ahvay thus to plaine.

For through the death my wo shuld have an end,

There every day with life my self I shend."

Pandare answerde and said, " Alas the while

That I was borne, have I nat saied er this,

That dreames many a manner man beguile ?

And why ? For folke expounden hem amis :

How darest thou saine that false thy lady is.

For any dreame, right for thine own drede.

Let be this thought, thou canst no dreames rede.

" Peraventure there thou dreraest of this bore.

It may so be that it may signifie

Her father, whi -h that old is and eke hore,

Ayen the suime lieth on point to die.

And she for sorow ginneth wepe and erie.

And kisseth him, there he Heth on the ground,
Thus shuldest thou thy dreme aright expound."

" How might I then doen " ('qiiod Troilus)
" To know of this, yea were never so lite ?

"

" Now sayst thou wisely," (quod this Pandarus)
" My rede is this, sens thou canst well endite.

That hastily a letter thou her write.

Through which thou shalt well bringen about

To know a sooth of that thou art in dout.

" And see now why : for this dare I well sain.

That if so is, that she untrue be,

I cannot trowen that she woll write again.

And if she write, thou shalt full sone ysee,

As whether she hath any liberie

To come ayen, or els in some clause

If she be let, she woll assigne a cause.

" Thou hast not written to her sens she went,

Nor she to thee, and this I durst lay,

There may such cause ben in her entent,

That hardly thou wolt thy selven say.

That her abode the best is for you tway :

Now write her than, and thou shalt fele sone

A sooth of all, there is no more to done."

Accorded ben to this conclusioun.

And that anon, these ilke lords two,

And hastely sate Troilus adoun.

And rolleth in his herte too and fro.

How he may best descriven her his wo,

And to Creseide his owne lady dere.

He wrote right thus, and said as ye may here.

THE COPIE OF THE LETTER.

" Right fresh flour, whose I have ben and shall,

Withouten part of elsewhere servise.

With herte, body, life, lust, thought, and all,

I wofull wight in every humble wise

That tong can tell, or herte may devise.

As oft as matter occupieth place.

Me recommaund unto your noble grace.

" Liketh it you to weten, sweete herte,

As ye well know, how long time agon
That ye me left in aspre paines smart,

Whan that ye went, of which yet bote non
nave I non had, but ever worse bigon,

Fro day to day am I, and so mote dwell.

While it you list, of wele and wo my well.

" For which to you, with dredefull herte trew,

I write (as he that sorow driveth to write)

My wo, that every houre encreaseth new,

Complaining as I dare, or can endite,

And that defaced is, that may ye wite,

The teares, which that from mine eyen rain,

That wulden speke, if that they durst, and plain.

" You first beseech I, that your eyen clei'e

To looke on this defouled ye nat hold :

And over all this, that ye, my lady dere,

Woll vouchsafe this letter to behold,

And by the cause eke of my cares cold.

That slaeth my wit, if aught amis me start,

Foryeve it me, mine owne sweet herte.

" If any servaunt durst or ought of right

Upon his lady pitously complaine.

Than wene I that I ought be that wight,

Considred this, that ye these moneths twaine

Have taried, there ye saiden sooth to saine.

But tenne dales ye nolde in hoste sojourne.

But in two moneths yet ye not retourne.

" But for as much as me mote nedes like

All that you list, I dare nat plaine more.
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But humbly, with sorowfull sighes sike,

You right I mine uiirestie sorowes sore,

Fro day to day, desiring evermore
To kuowen fully, if your will it were,

How ye have fared and doii while ye be there.

•* Whose welfare and heale eke God eiicrease

In honour sueh, that ujiwurd iu degree

It grow alway, so that it never cease,

Right ;>s your Iierte aye can, my lady free,

Devise, I j)ray to God so mote it be,

And graunt it, that you soone upon me rew,
As wisely as in all I am to you trew.

" And if you liketh knowen of the fare

Of me, whose wo ther may no wiglit discrive,

I can no more, but chest of every care,

At writing of this letter I was on live,

All redy out my wofull ghost to drive.

Which I delay, and hold him yet in liond.

Upon the sight of matter of your solid,

"Mine eyen two, in vaine with which I see.

Of sorowfull teres salt arn woxen wellis,

My song in plaint of mine adversite.

My good in harm, mine ease eke woxen Hell is.

My joy in wo, I can sey now nought ellis.

But tourned is, for which my life I warie, •

Every joy or ease in his contrarie.

" Which with you coming home ayen to Troy
Ye may redresse, and more a thousand sithe,

Than ever I had encreasen in me joy,

For was there never lierte yet so blitlie

To save his life, as I shall ben as swithe
As I you see, aud though no manner routh
Can meven you, yet tliinketh on your trouth.

" And if so be my gilt hath death deserved.
Or if you list no more upon me see,

In guerdon yet of that 1 have you served,
Beseech I you, mine owne lady fi-ee.

That hereupon ye woulden write me
For love of God, my right lodesterre,

That death may make an end of al my werre.

" If other cause aught doth you for to dwell.

That with your letter ye may me recomfort,
For though to me your absence is an Hell,

With patience I woll my wo comfort.
And with your letter of hojie I woll disport

:

Now writeth, swete, and let me thus nat plaiiie.

With hope or deatlie delivereth me fro paine.

" Ywis, mine owne dere herte trew,
I wote that whan ye next upon me see.

So lost have I mine heale and eke mine hew,
Creseide shall not conne knowen me,
Ywis, mine hertes day, my lady free,

So thursteth aye mine herte to behold
Your beautie, that unueth my life I hold.

" I say no more, all have I for to sey
To you well more than I tell may.
But whether that ye do me live or dey,
Yet pray I God so yeve you right good day.
And fareth well, goodly falre fresh May,
As ye that life or death me may commaund.
And to your trouth aye I me recommaund.

i'' With heale such, that but ye yeven me
The same heale, I shall none heale have.

In you lietli, whan you list that it so be.
The day in which me clothen shall my grave,
And in you my life, in you might for to save
Me fro disease of all my paines smart,
And fare uow well, miue owne sweet herte.

" Le vostre T."

This letter forth was sent unto Creseide,
Of which her answere in effect was this.

Full pitously she wrote ayen, and seide,
That all so soone as slie might ywis.
She would come, and amend all that was amis.
And finally, she wrote and saiud than,
She would come, yc, but she nist whan.

But in her letter made she such feasts.

That wonder was, and swore she loved him best,
Of which he found but bottomlesse bihests.
lUit Troilus thou mayst now cast and west
Pipe in an ivie loafe,'if that thee lest :

Thusgoth the world, God sliilde us fro mischaunce,
And every wight that meanetli trouth avauace.

Encreasen gan the wo fro day to night
Of Troilus, for tarying of Creseide,
And lessen gan his liope and eke his might,
For which all doun he in his bedde him leide.
He ne eat, dronke, ne slept, ne worde scide.
Imagining aye that she was unkind,
For which wel nigh he wext out of his mind.

This drerae, of which I told have eke beforne.
May never come out of his remembraunce,
He thought aye well he had his lady lorne.
And that Joves, of his purveyaunce,
Him shewed had in sleepe the sigiiifiaunce

Of her untrouth, and his disaventure,
Aud that the bore was shewed him in figure.

For which he for Sibilie his suster sent.

That called was Cassandre eke all about.
And all his dreame he told her ere he stent.

And her besought assoilen him the dout
Of the strong bore, with tuskes stout.

And finally, within a little stound,

Cassandre him gan thus his dreme expound.

She gan first smile, and said, " brother dere.
If thou a sooth of this desirest to know,
Thou must a fewe of old stories here.
To purpose how that fortune overthrow
Hath lordes old, through which within a throw
Thou shalt this bore know, and of what kind
He comen is, as men in bookes find.

" Diane, which that wToth was and in ire,

For Greekes n'olde done her sacrifice,

Ne incens upon her altar set on fire.

She for that Greekes gon her so dispise,

Wrake her in a wonder cruel 1 wise,

For with a bore as gi'eat as oxe in stall.

She made up frete her corne and vines all.

"To slee the bore was all the country raised,

Emong whichc there came this bore to se

A maid, one of this world the best ypraiscd,

And Melcager. lord of that countro :

He loved so this freshe maiden free.

That with his manhood, ere he would stent.

This bore he slough, and her the lied he sent.
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" Of whiche, as olde bookes telleu us,

Tliere rose a conteke and a [jreat euvie,

And of this lord discended Tideus

By line, or els old bookes lie :

But how this Meleager tran to die

Through his mother, woll I you not tell,

For all too long it were for to dwell."

She told eke how Tideus, ere she stent,

Unto the strong citie of Thebes
(To claimeD kingdome of the citie) went

For his fellawe dan Polimites,

Of which the bi'other dan Ethiocles

Full wrongfully of Thebes held the strength.

This told she by processe all by length.

She told eke how Hemonides astart.

Whan Tideus slough fiftie knightes stout.

She told eke all the prophesies by herte.

And how that seven kinges with hir rout

Besiegeden the citie all aljout,

Ann of the holy serpent, and the well.

And of the furies all she gaa him tell.

Associat profugus Tideus primo Polynicem,

Tllea ligatum docet insidiasque secundo,

Tertvis IIcEinoniden canit, el vatem latilantem,

Quartus habet reges ineuntes pralia septem,

Lemiiiadum furice quinto narrantnr et anguis,

Archemori bustum sexto ludique sequuntur.

Dal Thebis vatem Graiorum septimus umbris.

Octavo cecidit Tideus, spes, vita Pelasgum,
Hippamedon nono moritur cum Parthenopeo,
Fu/miiie percussus decinio Capeneus snperatur,

Undecimo verimunt sese per vulnera fratres,

Argivum flentem, narrat duodenus et ignem.

Of Archinories burying, and the plaies,

And how Amphiorax fill through the ground,
How Tideus was slaine, lord of Argeis,

And how Hipponiedon in a little stound
Was dreint, and dead Parthenope of woimd,
And also how Campaneus the proud
With thunder dint was slaine, that cried loud.

She gan eke tell him how that either brother
Ethiocles and Polinices also

At a scarmishe eche of hem slouth other,

And of Argives weeping and her mo.
And how the toun was brent she told eke tho.

And tho discended doun from gestes old

To Diomede, and thus she spake and told.

" This like bore betokeneth Diomede,
Tideus son, that doun descended is

Fro Meleager, that made the bore to blede,

And thy lady, where so she be ywis.

This Diomede her herte hath, and she is his :

Weep if thou wolt or leave, for out of dout
This Diomede is in, and thou art out."

" Thou sayst not sooth," (quod he) " thou sor-

With all thy false ghost of prophecie, [ceresse,
Thou wenest been a gi'eat devineresse,
Now seest thou nat this foole of fantasia,

Painen her on ladies for to lie,

Away," (quod he) "there Joves yeve the sorow.
That shalt be fals peraventure yet to morow.

"As well thou mightest lien on good Alceste,
That was of creatures ( but men lie)

That ever weren, kindest, aud the best,

For whan her husbond was in jenpardie

To die hiniselfe, but if she would die,

She chese for him to die, and gon to Hell,

Aud starfe anon, as us the bookes tell."

Cassandre goeth, and he with cruell herte
Foryate his wo, for anger of his speech,

And fro his bedde all suddainly he start.

As though a hole him had ymade a leech,

.\nd day by day he gan require and seech

A sooth of this, with all his full cure,

And thus he di'iveth forth his aventure.

Fortune which that permutation
Of all things hath, as it is her committed,
Through purveyaunce and disposition

Of high Jove, as reignes shall ben flitted

Fro folk to folk, or whan they shal ben smitted,

Gan pull away the feathers bright of Troy
Fro day to day till they ben bai'e of joy.

Emong all this, the fine of the jeopardie

Of Hector gan approchen wonder blive.

The fate would his soule should unbodie,

Aud shapeii had a meane it out to drive,

Ayenst which fate him helpeth not to strive,

But on a day to fighten gan he wend,
At which alas, he caught his lives end.

For which me thinketh every manner wight

That haunteth armes, ought to bewaile

The death of him that was so noble a knight

:

For as he drough a king by th'aventaile

Unware of this, Achilles through the maile

And through the bodie gan him for to rive,

And thus the worthy knight was reft of live.

For whom, as old bookes tellen us,

Was made such wo, that tong it may nat tell.

And namel}-, the sorow of Troilus,

That next him was of worthinesse the well.

And in this wo gan Troilus to dwell.

That what for sorow, love, and for unrest,

Full oft a day he bad his herte brest.

But nathelesse, tho he gon him dispaire.

And drede aye that his lady was untrue,

Yet aye on lier his herte gan repaire.

And as these lovers done, he sought aye new
To get ayen Creseide bright of hew,

Aud in his herte he went her excusing.

That Calcas caused all her tarying.

And oft time he was in purpose great,

Himselven like a pilgrime to disguise.

To scene her, but he may not counterfeat.

To ben unknowen of folke that weren wise,

Ne find excuse aright that may suffise.

If he among the Grekes knowen wei*e,

For which he wept full oft many a tere.

To her he \\Tote yet oft time all new.
Full pitously, he left it nat for slouth.

Beseeching her, sens that he was true,

That she woll come ayen, and hold her trouth.

For which Creseide upon a day for routh,

I take it so, touching all this matere.

Wrote him ayen, aud said as ye may here.

" Cupides Sonne, ensample of goodlihedo,

swerde of knighthood, sours of gentilnesse,

How might a wight in turment and in drede,
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And liealelesse, you send as get gladncsse,

I liertelesse, I sicke, I in distresse,

Sens ye with me, nor I witli you ni:iy deale,

You neitlier send I herte may nor licale.

" Your letters full the paper all iplainted,

Conceived hath mine hertes pile,

I have eke seene with teares all depainted,

Your letter, and how that ye recjuiren me
To come ayen, which yet ne may not be,

But why, least that this letter founden were,

.No mention ne make 1 now for fere.

" Grevous to me (God wote) is your unrest,

Your hast, and that the Goddes ordinaunce
It seenieth nat ye take it for the best,

Nor other thing n'is in your renieinbrauncc,

As thinketh me, but only your pleasaunce,

But beth not wroth, and tliat I you beseech,

For that 1 tary is all for wicked speech.

" For I have lieard well more than I wend
Touching us two, how thinges have ystond.

Which I shall with dissimuling amend.
And beth nat wroth, I have eke understond,
How ye ne do but holden me in bond.

But now no force, I can nat in you gesse,

But all trouth and all gentilnesse.

" Come I woU, but yet in such disjoint

I stond as now, that what yere or what day
That this shall be, that can I nat appoint,

But in effect I pray you as I may
Of your good word, and of your friendship aye.

For truly while that my life may dure,

As for a friend ye may in me assure.

" Yet pray I you, no evill ye ne take

That it is short which that I to you write,

I dare nat there 1 am well letters make,
Ne never yet ne could I well endite,

Eke great effect, men write in place lite,

Th'entent is all, and nat the letters space,

And fareth well, God have you iti liis grace.
" La vostre C."

This Troilus thought this letter all straunge
Whan he it saw, and sorowfully he sight,

Him thought it like a kalends of eschaunge.
But finally he full no trowen might,
That she ne would him holden that she hight,

For with ful evell will list him to leve.

That loveth well in such case, though him greve.

But nathelesse, men saine that at the last,

For any thing, men shall the soothe see.

And such a case betide, and that as fast.

That Troilus well understood that she
!
N'as nat so kind as that her ought to be,

' And finally, he wote now out of dout,

j
That all is lost that he hath ben about.

Stood on a day in his melancholy
This Troilus, and in suspectioun
Of her, for whom he wend to dye,

. And so befell, that throughout Troie toun,
I As was the guise, yborne was up and doun

I

A manner cote armoure, as saith the story, \ .

{ Beforne Deiphebe, insigne of his victory. l-?''
' -y I- -bi^*'
( The whiche cote, as telleth Lollius,

,
.

.,a>*^

Deiphebe it liath rent fro Diomede ^
'

The same day, and whan this Troilus
It saw, he gan to taken of it hede,
Avising of the length and of the brede.
And all the werke, but as lie gan behold.
Full sodaiuly his herte gan to cold.

As he that on the coler found within
A brooch, that he Creseide yave at morow
That she from Troy must nedes twin.

In remembraunce of him, and of jiis sorow.
And she him laid ayen her faith to borow.
To keepe it aye: but now full well he wist,

His lady nas no longer on to trist.

He goth him home, and gan full soone send
For I'andarus, and all this newe chaunce.
And of this broeh, he told him word and end,
Complaining of her hertes variaunce,

His longe love, his trouth, and his pennaunce.
And after Death, without words more,
Full fast he cried, his rest him to restore.

Than spake he thus, " O lady mine Creseide,

Where is your faith, and where is your behest ?

Where is your love, where is your trouth" he seide,
" Of Diomede have ye now all the fest ?

Alas, I would have trowed at the least.

That sens ye n'olde in trouthe to me stond.

That ye thus n'olde have holden me in bond.

" Who shall now trowen on any othes mo ?

Alas, I never would have wend ere this,

Tliat ye, Creseide, could have chaunged so,

Ne but I had agilt, and done amis
;

So cruell wend I nat your herte ywis,

To slee me thus, alas, your name of trouth

Is now fordone, and that is all my routh.

" Was there none other broche you list Icte,

To feast with your new love," (quod he)
" But tliilke broche that I with teres wete

You yave, as for a remembraunce of me ?

None other cause alas, ne had ye,

.

But for dispite, and eke for that ye ment
All utterly to shewen your enteut.

" Through which I see, that clene out of your mind
Yo> have me cast, and 1 ne can nor may
For all this world within n»ine herte find,

To unloven you a quarter of aday :

In cursed time I borne was, welaway.

That you that done me all this wo endure.

Yet love 1 best of any creature.

" Now God" (quod he) " me sende yet the grace.

That I may meten with this Diomede,
And truely, if I had might and space,

Yet shall I make 1 hope his sides blede :

Now God" (quod he) " that oughtcst taken hede

To forthren trouth, and wronges to jjunice.

Why n'ilt thou don a vengeance of this vice.

" Pandarus, that in dremes for to trist

Me blamed hast, and wont art oft upbreide,

Noxv mayst thou seen thy self, if that thee list.

How trew is now thy nece, bright Creseide :

In sundry formes (God it wote)" he seide,

" The gods shewen both joy and tene

In slope, and by ray drenie it is now sene.

" And certainely, withouten more speech.

From henceforth, as ferforth as I may.
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Mine ownc death in armes woll I seech,

I rctche nat how soone be the day,

But truely Ci'eseide, sweet May,
Wliom I have with all my might iserved,

That ye thus done, I have it nat desei'ved."

This Pandarus, that all these tliinges herd.

And wiste well he said a sooth of this,

He nat a word ayen to him answerd.

For sorie of his friends sorrow he is,

And shame for his nece hath done amis,

And stant astonied of these causes twey,

As still as stone, o word ue could he sey.

But at the last, thus he spake and seide,

" My brother dere, I may do thee no more,
What should I saine, I hate ywis Creseide,

And God it wote, I woll hate her evermore :

And that thou me besoughtest done of yore.

Having unto mine honour ne my rest

Right no regard, I did all that thee lest.

" If I did aught that might liken thee.

It is me lefe, and of this treason now,

God wote that it a sorrow is to me,
And dredelesse, for hertes ease of you.

Right faine I would amend it, wist I how

:

And fro this world, Almighty God, I pray
Deliver her soone, I can no more say."

Great was the sorow and plaint of Troilus,

But forth her course fortune aye gau hold,

Creseide loveth the sonne of Tideus,

And Troilus mote wepe in cares cold,

Such is this world, who so it can behold.

In eche estate is little hertes rest,

God leve us to take it for the best.

In many cruell battaile out of drede,

Of Troilus, this ilke noble knight,

(As meu may in these old bookes rede)

Was seen his knighthood and his great might,

And dredelesse his ire day and night

Full cruelly the Grekes aye abought,

And alway most this Diomede, he souglit.

And oft time (I finde) that they mette
W^ith bloody strokes, and with wordes great,

Assaying how hir speares were whette,

And God it wote, with many a cruell heat
Gan Troilus upon his helme to beat,

But nathelesse, fortune it naught ne would
Of others bond that either dien should.

And if I had ytaken for to write

The armes of this ilke worthy man,
Than would I of his battailes endite,

And for that 1 to writen first began
( If his love, I have said as I can
His worthy deedes, who so list hem here,

Rede Dares, he can tell hem all yfere.

Beseeching every lady bright of hew,
And every gentill woman, what she be.

Albeit that Creseide was untrew.
That for that gilt ye be nat wroth with me.
Ye may her gilt in other bookes see.

And gladder I would write, if you lest,

Penelopes trouth, and good Alceste.

Ne say I nat this all onely for these men.
But most for women that betraied be

Through false folk, God yeve hem sorow, amen,
That with hir great wit and subtilte

Betraien you : and this meveth me
To speake, and in effect you all 1 pray
Beth ware of men, and hearkeueth what I say.

Go, little booke, go, my little tragedie,

There God my maker yet ere that I die,

So send me might to make some comedie

:

But little booke, make thou none envie.

But subject ben unto all poesie.

And kisse the steps whereas thou seest pace
Of Vergil, Ovid, Homer, Lucan, and Stace.

And for there is so great diversite

In English, and in writing of our tong,

So pray I to God, that none miswrite thee,

Ne the misse-metre, for defaut of tong :

And redde where so thou be, or eles song,

That thou be understond, God I beseech.

But yet to purpose of my rather speech. /^y

The wrath (as I began you for to sey)

Of Troilus, the Greekes boughten dere,

For thousandes his hondes maden dey.

As he that was withouten any pere,

Save in his time Hector, as I can here.

But welaway, save onely Goddes will,

Dispitously him slough the fierce Achill.

And whan that he was slain in this manere,
His light ghiiste full blisfully is went
Up to the hollownesse of the seventh sphere.

In his place leting everiche element.

And there he saw with full avisement
The erratike sterres, herkening armonie,
With sownes full of Heavens melodic.

And doun from thence, fast he gan avise

This little spot of earth, that with the see

Enbraced is, and fully gan despise

This wretched world, and held all vanite

To respect of the plaine felicite

That is in Heaven above : and at the last.

There he was slaine, his looking doun he cast

And in himselfe he lough, right at the wo
Of hem that wepten for his death so fast,

And dampned all our werkes that followeth so

The blinde lust, whiche that may nat last,

And shoulden all our herte on Heaven cast.

And forth he went, shortely for to tell.

There as Mercuric sorted him to dwell.

Such fine hath lo, this Troilus for love.

Such fine hath all his great worthinesse.

Such fine hath his estate royall above.

Such fine his lust, such fine hath his noblesse.

Such fine hath false woi-ldes brotehiesse.

And thus began his loving of Creseide,

As I have told, and in this wise he deide.

young fresh folkes, he or she,

In which that love up gi-oweth with your age,

Repaireth home from worldly vanite,

And of your hertes up casteth the visage

To tliilke God, that after his image
You made, and thinketh all n'is but a faire,

This world that passeth sone, as floures faire.

And loveth him the which that right for love

Upon a crosse our soules for to bey.
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Fit^t starfe and rose, and sit in Heven above,

For he n'ill falsen no wight d.are I sey,

Tliat wol his herte all holy on him ley,

And sens he best to love is and most ineeke,

Wliat ncedeth fained loves for to seeke.

Lo, here of painems cursed olde rites,

Lo, here what all liir j:joddcs may availe,

Lo, here this wretched worldes appetites,

Lo, h;'re the fine and guerdon for travaile.

Of Jove, Apollo, of Mars, and such raskaile,

Lo, here the forme of olde clerkes speech

In poetrie, if ye hir bookes seech.

morall Gowcr, this booke I direct

To thee, and to the philosophical! Strode,

To vouchsafe there need is, to correct,

Of your benignities and zeales good,

Ami to the soothfast Christ that stai-fe on rood.

With all mine herte of mercy ever I pray.

And to the Lord aright, thus I speake and say,

Thou one, two, and three, eterne on live,

That raignest aie in tlire, two, and one,

Uncircuniscript, and all maist circumscrive,

Us from visible and invisible fone

Defend, and to thy mercy everichone.

So make us, Jesus, to thy mercy digne,

For love of maide, and mother thine benigne.

THUS ENDETH THE KIFTH iND LAST BOOKE OK TIIUILHS.

THE COURT OF LOVE.

This boi)kc is an imitation of tlie Romaunt of the Rose, shewing that all are subject to love, what impediments soever

to the contrary : containing also tliose twentie statutes which are to be observed in the Court of Love.

V. 1— 70

With temerous herte, and trembling hand of drede,

Of cunning naked, bare of eloquence.

Unto the floure of porte in womanhede
I write, as he that none intelligence

Of metres hath, ne floures of sentence :

Saufe that me list my writing to convey.

In that I cau to please her high nobley.

The blosomes fresh of Tullius gardein sote

Present they not, my matter for to born :

Poemes of Virgil taken here no rote,

Ne craft of Galfride may not here sojourn :

Why n'am I cunning ? O well may I mourn
For lacke of science, that I cannot write

Unto the princes of my life aright.

No teai'mes digne unto her excellence.

So is she sproug of noble stirpc and high
;

A world of honour and of reverence

There is in her, this will I testifie :

Caliope, thou suster wise and slie,

Ami thou Minerva, guide me with thy grace,

That language rude my matter not deface.

Thy suger droppes sweet of Helicon
Distill in me, thou gentle Muse, I pray,
And thee ^Iel]>omene, I call anone,
Of ignoraunce the mist to chase away :

And give me grace so for to write and say,

That she my lady of her worthinesse

Accept iu gree this little short treatesse,

That is entituled thus, The Court of Love :

And ye that ben metriciens me excuse,
I you beseech for Venus sake above.
For what I mean in this, ye need not muse :

And if so be my lady it refuse
For lacke of ornate speech, 1 would be wo,
That I presume to her to writen so.

But my entent, and all my busie cure
Is for to write this treatesse as I can.

Unto my lady, stable, true, and sure,

FaithfuU and kind, sith first that she began

J Me to accept in service as her man

:

To her be all the pleasure of this book,

That whan her like she may it rede and look.

WuAN I was young, at eigliteene yeare of age,

Lusty and light, desirous of pleasaunce,

Approching on full sa(l<le and rii)o courage.

Love arteil nic to do my (il)srrvaiince ., ,.

To ilis estate, and done him obcisaunce,

Commaunding me the Court of Love to see,

Alite beside the mount of Citharee.

There Citherea goddesso was and quene.

Honoured highly for her majeste.

And eke her sonne, the nn'ghty god I wcne,

Cupide the blind, that for his dignitee

A thousand lovers worship on their knee
;

There was I bid in paine of death to pere.

By Mercury the winged messengere.

So than I went by strange and fer countrees.

Enquiring aye what coast had to it drew
The Court of Love ; and thiderward as bees.

At last I see the people gan pursue ;

And me thought some wight was there that knew
Where that the court was holden ferre or uie.

And after them full fast I gan me hie.

Anone as I them overtooke I said,

" Haile friends, whither purpose ye to wend ?"

" Forsooth," (quod one) that answered liche a maid,
" To Loves Court now go we gentle friend."

" Where is that place," (quod I) "my fellow bend l"

" At Citheron, sir," said he, " withoute dout,

The king of love, and all his noble rout
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" Dwellcth will I in a castle rially."

So than apace I jonrnod forth among,
And as he said, so fond I there truly

;

For I beheld the toures high and strong,

An<l high pinacles, large of hight and long,

With plate of gold bespred on every side,

And precious stones, the stone werke for to hide.

No saphire in Inde, no rubie ricli of price,

There lacked than, nor emeraud so grene,

Bales Turkes, ne thing to my device,

That may the castle maken for to shene

:

All was as bright as sterres in winter bene,

And Phebus shone to make his peace ageine,

For trespas done to high estates tweine,

Venus and Mars, the god and goddesse clere,

Whan he them found in amies cheined fast

;

Venus was than full sad of herte and chere,

But Phebus' beams sti'eight as is the mast,

Upon the castle ginneth he to cast.

To please the lady, princes of that place,

In signe he looketh after Loves grace.

For there n'is god in Heaven or Hell ywis,

But he hath ben right soget unto Love ;

Jove, Pluto, or whatsoever he is,

Ne creature in yenrth, or yet above
;

Of these the revers may no wight approve.

But furthermore, the castle to descrif.

Yet saw I never none so large and hie
;

For unto Heaven it stretcheth, I suppose,

Within and out depeinted wonderly.
With many a thousand daisies rede as rose,

And white also, this saw I verely

;

But who tho daisies might do signifie,

Can I not tell, safe that the queues floure,

Alceste it was that kept there her sojoure
;

Which under Venus lady was and queue.

And Admete king and soveraine of that place.

To whom obeied the ladies good ninetene.

With many a thousand other bright of face :

And yong men fele came forth with lusty pace,

And aged eke, tlieir homage to dispose.

But what they were I coud not well disclose.

Yet nere and nere forth in I gan me dress

Into an hall of noble apparaile.

With arras spred, and cloth of gold I gesse.

And other silke of esier availe :

Under the cloth of their estate, sauns faile,

The king and queue there sat as I beheld
;

It passed joy of Helise the field.

There saints have their comming and resort,

To scene the king so rially beseine

In purple clad, and eke the quene in sort.

And on their heads saw I crownes twaiue,

With stones fret, so that it was no paine,

Withouten meat and drink, to stand and see

The kinges honour and the rialtee.

And for to treat of states with the king,

That ben of councel cheef, and with the quene ;

The king had Danger nere to him standing,

The quene of love. Disdain, and that was sene :

For by the faith I shall to God, I wene.
Was never sti-aunger none in her degree.
Than was the quene in casting of her eye.

And as I stood perceiving her apart,

And eke the beames shining of her even,

Me thought tliey wrren shapen lich a dart,

Sharpe and persing, and smal and streight of line

;

And all her haire it shone as gold so fine,

Dishivil crispe, downe hanging at her backe

A yard in length : and soothly than I spake.

" bright regina, who made thee so faire ?

Who made thy colour vermelet and white ?

Wher wonneth that god, how far above the aire i

Great was his craft, and great was his delite.

Now marvell I nothing that ye do hight

The quene of love, and occupie the place

Of Cithare : now sweet lady thy grace."

In mewet spake I so, that nought astart -

By no condition word, that might be hard;

But in my inward thought I gan advert.

And oft I said " JMy wit is dull and hard :

"

For with her beauty thus, God wot, I ferde

As doth the man yravished with sight.

Whan I beheld her cristall eyen so bright

;

No respect having what was best to doone,

Till right anone beholding here and there,

I spied a friend of mine, and that full soone,

A gentlewoman, was the ehamberere
Unto the quene, that bote as ye shall here,

Philobone, that loved all her life :

Wlian she me sey, she led me forth as blife
;

And me demanded how and in what wise >

I thither come, and what my errand was ?

" To seen the court" (quod I) " and all the guise,

And eke to sue for pardon and for grace.

And mercy aske for all my great trespace,

That I none erst come to the Court of Love :

Foryeve me this, ye goddes all above."

" That is well said," (quod Philobone) " indede :

But were ye not assomoned to appere

By Mercurius, for that is all my drede ?

"

" Yes gentill feire," (quod I) " now am I here

;

Ye yet what tho tliough that be true my dere ?

"

" Of your free will ye should have come uusent

;

For ye did not, I deme ye will be shent

:

" For ye that reigne in youth and lustinesse,

Pampired with ease, and jalous in your age.

Your duty is, as ferre as I can gesse,

To Loves Court to dressen your viage.

As soone as nature maketli you so sage,

That ye may know a woman from a swan,

Or whan your foot is growen halfe a span.

" But sith that ye by wilful! negligence'

This eighteene year hath kept your self at large,

The greater is your ti-espas and offence.

And in your neck you mote here all the charge :

For better were ye ben withouten barge

Amidde the sea in tempest and in raine.

Than biden here, receiving wo and paine

" That ordained is for such as them absent

Fro Loves Court by yeres long and fele.

1 ley ray life ye shall fuU soone repent,

For Love will rive your colour, lust, and hele ;

Eke ye must bait on many an heavy mele ;

No force ywis : I stirred you long agone

To draw to court" (quod) little Philobone,
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" Ye s'ball well see how roujli and aiiLjry face

The king of love will shew, whan ye him se:

By mine advise kneel down and ask him grace,

Eschewing yierill and adversite,

For well I wote, it woll none other bo ;

Comfort is none, ne counsell to your ease,

Why will ye than the king of lovedispleasel"

" mercy God," (quod iche) " I me repent,

Caitifi' and wretch in herte, in will, and thought,

And after this shall be mine luile entent

To serve and please, how dere that love be bought:
Yet sith I have mine own pennance ysought,

With humble sprite shall I it receive,

Though that the king of love my life bereive.

" And though that fervent loves qualite

Tn me did never worch truly, yet 1

With all obeisaunce and humilite.

And benigne herte shall serve him till I die;

And he that lord of might is great and hie,

Right as him list me chastice and correct.

And punish me with trespace thus infect."

These words said, she caught me by the lap,

And led me forth in till a temple round,

Uoth large and wide : and as my blessed hap
And good aventure was, right soone I found

A tabernacle raised from the ground,

Where Venus sat, and Cupide by her side

:

Yet lialfe for drede I can my visage hide
;

Yet eft againe, I looked and beheld,

Seeing full sundry people in the place.

And mistere foike, and some that might not weld

Their limmcs wele, me thought a wonder case :

The temjile shone witli windows all of glass,

Bright as the day with many a fair image
;

And there I see the fresh queen of Cartage,

Dido, that brent her beauty for the love

Of false ^neas ; and the waimenting
Of her, Annelida, true as turtle dove

To Arcite fals ; and there was in peinting

Of nuiny a prince, and many a doughty king.

Whose martirdora was shewed about the wals,

And how that fele for love had suffred fals.

But sore I was abashed and astonied

Of all tho foIke that there were in that tide.

And than I askeden where they had wonned

:

" In divers courts" (quod she) " liere beside."

In sundry clothing mantill wise full wide

They were arraied, and did their sacrifise

Unto the god and goddesse in their guise.

"Lo, yonder folke" (quod she) "that kneele in blew.

They weare the colour aye and ever shall.

In signe they were and ever will be trew
Withouten chaunge ; and soothly yonder all

That ben in black, and mourning cry and call

Unto the gods, for their loves bene,

Som sick, som dede, som all to sharp and kene."

" Y'ea, than " (quod I )" what done these priests here,

Nonnes and hermites, freres, and all tho,

That sit in white, in russet, and in grene ?

"

" Forsooth " (quod she) " they wailen of their wo."
" O mercy lord, may they so come and go

,
Freely to court and have such liberty ?

"

" Yea, men of each condition and degre ;

" And women eke : for, truly, there is none
Exception made, ne never was ne may ;

This court is ope and free for everichone,
The king of love he will not say them nay :

He taketh all in pooi'e or rich array,

That meekely sewe unto liis exeellcnce
With all their herte and all their reverence."

And walking thus about with Philobone
I see where come a messengere in hie

Streight from the king, which let command an.iue,

Thi'oughout the court to make an ho and cry :

" All new come folke abide, and '.vote ye why ?

The kings lust is for to scene you sone :

Come nere let see, his will mote need be done."

Than gan I me present tofoi'e the king,

Trembling for fere with visage pale of hew.
And many a lover with me was kneeling,

Abashed sore, till unto the time they knew
The sentence yeve of his entent full trew :

And at the last, the king hath me behold
With Sterne visage, and seid, " What doth this old

" Thus ferre ystope in yeres come so late

Unto the court ?
" " Forsooth, my liege," (quod I)

" An hundred time I have ben at the gate
Afore this time, yet coud I never esj)ie

Of mine acqueintaunce any in mine eie.

And shamefastnesse away me gan to ehace
;

But now I me submit unto your grace."

" Well, all is pardoned, with condition,

That thou be true from henceforth to thy might,
And serven Love in thine enteiition

;

Swearc this, and than, as ferre as it is right.

Thou shalt have grace here in thy quenes sight."

" Yes, by the faith I owe to your eroun, I swt^re,

Thoiigh Death therefore me thirlith with his spere."

And whan the king had scene us everychone,

He let connnaund an officer in hie

To t;»ke our faith, and shew us, one by one.

The statutes of the court full busily :

Anon the booke was laid before tlieir eie.

To rede and see what thing we must observe
In Loves Court, till that we die and sterve.

And for that I was lettred, there I red

The statutes hole of Loves Court and hall :

Tlie first statute that on the booke was spred,

Was to be true in thought and deedes all

Unto the king of love, the lord riall,

And to the queue, as faithfull and as kind,

As I could think with herte, will, and mind.

The second statute, secretly to kepe

Couneell of love, not blowing every where

All that I know, and let it sinke and Hete
;

It may not sowne in every wights ere
;

Exiling slaundcr aye for dredc and fere.

And to my lady which I love and serve.

Be true and kind her grace for to deserve.

The third statute was clerely writ pIso,

Withouten chaunge to live and die the same,

Ncme other love to take for wele ne wo.

For blind delite, for ernest, nor for game ;

Without repent for laughing or for grame.

To bidden still in full perseveraunce :

All this was hole the kings ordinaunce.
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The fourth statute, to purchase ever to here,

And stirren folke to love, and beten fire

On Venus uuter, here about and there,

And preach to them of love and hote desire,

And tell how love will quiteu well their hire :

This must be kept, and loth me to displease :

If love be wroth, passe : for thereby is ease.

The fifth statute, not to be daungerous.

If that a thought would rave me of my slepe
;

Nor of a sight to be over squemous ;

And so verely this statute was to kepe,

To turne and wallow in my bed and wepe,

Whan that my lady of her cruelty

Would from her herte exilen all pity.

The sixt statute, it was for me to use

Alone to wander, void of company.
And on my ladies beauty for to muse.
And to thinke it no force to live or die

And eft againe to thinke the remedie.
How to her grace I might anone attaine.

And tell my wo unto my soveraine.

The seventh statute, was to be patient,

Wliether my lady joyfull were or wroth.

For words glad or heavy, diligent,

Wheder that she me helden lefe or loth :

And hereupon I put was to mine oth,

Her for to serve, and lowly to obey,

In shewing her ray chere, ye, twenty sithe aday.

The eighth statute, to my remembraunce.
Was to speaken and pray my lady dere,

With hourely labour and great entendaunce,
Me for to love with all her herte entere,

And me desire, and make me joyfull chere.
Right as she is surmounting every faii'e.

Of beauty well and gentle debonaire.

The ninth statute, with letters writ of gold,

This was the sentence, how that I, and all,

Should ever dread to be to overbold
Her to displease ; and truely, so I shall,

But ben content for thinge that may fall.

And meekely take her chastisement and yerd.
And to offend her ever ben aferd.

The tenth statute, was egally to discerns
Betwene the lady and thine ability,

And thinke thy selfe art never like to yerne.
By right, her mercy nor her equity,
But of her grace and womanly pity

;

For though thy selfe be noble' in thy strene,
A thousand fold more noble is thy queue,

Thy lives lady and thy soveraine,

That hath thine herte all hole in governaunce
;

Thou mayst no wise it taken to disdaine
To put thee humbly at her ordinaunce.
And give her free the reine of her plesauuce,
For liberty is thing that women looke.
And truly els the matter is a crooke.

The eleventh statute, thy signs for to know
With eye and finger, and with smiles soft,
And low to couch, and alway for to show.
For drede of spies, for to winken oft,

And secretly to bring up a sigh aloft
;

But still beware of overmuch resort.
For that paraventure spileth all thy sport.

The twelfth statute remember to observe :

For all the paine thou hast for love and wo.

All is too lite her mercy to deserve,

Thou musten think, wherever thou ride or go •

And mortall woundes suffer thou also.

All for her sake, and thinke it well besette

Upon thy love, for it may not be bette.

The thirteenth statute, whilome is to thinke

What thing may best thy lady like and please,

And in thine hertes bottome let it sinke
;

Some thing devise, and take for it thine ease,

And send it her, that may her herte appease ;

Some herte, or ring, or letter, or device,

Or pi-ecious stone, but spare not for no price.

The fourteenth statute eke thou shalt assay,

Formely to keepe the most part of thy life :

Wish that thy lady in thine amies lay,

And nightly dreme, thou hast thy nights hertes wife.

Sweetly in armes, straining her as blife ;

And whan thou seest it is but fantasie,

See that thou sing not over merely.

For too much joy hath oft a wofull end :

It longeth eke this statute for to hold,

To deme thy lady ever more thy friend,

And thinke thy selfe in no wise a cokold.

In every thing she doth but as she should :

Construe the best, beleeve no tales new.
For many a lye is told, that seemeth full trew.

But thinke that she, so bounteous and faire,

Coud not be false ; imagine this algate :

And think that tonges wicked would her appaire,

Sclandering her name and worshipfull estate.

And lovers true to setten at debate :

And though thou seest a faut right at thine eye.

Excuse it blive, and glose it pretily.

The fifteenth statute, use to swere and stare.

And counterfeit a lesing hardely.

To save thy ladies honour every where,
And put thy selfe for her to fight boldely :

Say she is good, vertuous, and ghostly,

Clere of entent, and hei'te, yea, thought and will.

And argue not for reason ne for skill,

Againe thy ladies pleasure ne entent

;

For love will not bo countrepleted indede :

Say as she saith, than shalt thou not be shent.

The crow is white, ye truly so I rede :

And aye what thing that she thee will forbede.

Eschew all that, and give her soveraintee.

Her appetite followe in all degree.

The sixteenth statute keepe it if thou may :

Seven sithe at night thy lady for to please.

And seven at midnight, seven at morrow day,
And drinke a caudle earely for thine ease.

Do this and keep thine head from all disease,

And win the garland here of lovers all.

That ever came in court, or ever shall.

Full few, think I, this statute hold and keep :

But truely, this my reason giveth me fele, ^
That some lovers should rather fail asleepe.

Than take on hand to please so oft and wele.

There lay none oth to this statute adele.

But keep who might, as gave him his corage ;

Now get this garland lusty folke of age :
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Now win wlio may ye lusty folke of youth,

This garland i'lcAt of floures red and white.

Purple and blow, and colours fell uncouth,

And 1 shall ei'oune him king of all dolito.

In all the court there was not to my sight,

A lover ti-uc, that he ne was adrede

Whau he expresse hath heard the statute rede.

The seventeenth statute, whan age approcheth on,

And List is laid, and all the fire is queint,

As freshly than thou shalt begin to fonne

And dote in love, and all her image paint

In tliy remembraunce, till thou begin to faint.

As in the fii-st season thine herte began :

And her desire, though thou ne may ne can

Perfomie thy living actucll and lust.

Register this in thine remembraunce :

Eke whan thou niaist not keep thy thing from rust,

Yet speake and talke of pleasaunt daliaunce,

For that shall make thine herte rejoice and daunce
;

And whau thou niaist no more the game assay,

The statute bid thee pray for them that may.

The eighteenth statute, holy to commend
To please thy lady, is that thou eschew
With sluttishiiesse thy selfe for to offend

;

Be joilife, fresh, and fete, with thinges new;
Courtly with manner, this is all thy due

;

Gentill of port, and loving cleanlinesse,

This is the thing, that liketh thy maistresse.

And not to wander liche a dulled asse.

Ragged and torne, disguised in array,

Ribaud in speech, or out of measure passe.

Thy bound exceeding ; tliinke on this alway
;

For women been of tender hertes aye,

And lightly set their pleasure in a place,

Whau they misthinke, they lightly let it passe.

The nineteenth statute, meat and drinke forgete :

Ech other day, see that thou fast for love,

For in the court they live withouten mete,

Save such as cometh from Venus all above.

They take none hede, in pain of great reprove.

Of meat and drinke, for that is all in vaine,

Onely they live by sight of their soveraine.

The twentieth statute, last of everichone.

Enroll it in thyne hertes privitee
;

To wring and waile, to turnc, and sigh and grone.

Whan that thy lady absent is from thee,

And eke renew the words all that she

Between you twain hath said, and all the chere

That thee hath made, thy lives lady dere.

And see thine herte in quiet, ne in rest

Sojourne, till time thou scene thy lady eft ;

But where she wonne, by south, or east, or west.

With all thy force, now see it be not left

;

Be diligent, till time thy life be raft.

In that thou mayest, thy lady for to see :

This statute was of old antiquitee.

An officer of high authority,

Cleped Rigour, made us to swere anone :

He u'as corrupt with partiality.

Favour, ]>rayer, ne gold that clerely shone ;

" Ye shall" (quod he) " now sweren here echone,

Youg and old, to kepe, in that they may,
The statutes trul}-, all after this day."

j

God, thought I, hard is to make this othe,

But to my power shall T them observe :

I In all this world n'as matter lialfe so lotlie,

To sweare for all : for though my body sterve,

I

I have no might them hole to oliserve.

But lierken now the case how it befell,

After my oth was made, the troth to tell.

I tourned leaves, looking on this booke,
Where other statutes were of women shene,

And right forthwith Rigour on me gan looke

Full angerly, and sayed unto the quoene
I traitour was, and charged me let been ;

" There may no man" (iiuod he) "the statute know
That long to women, hie degree ne low.

" In secret wise they ke])ten been full close
;

They soune echone to liberty, my friend,

Pleasaunt they be, and to their owne ])urpose
;

There wote no wight of them, but God and fiend,

Ne naught shall wite, unto tl\e worlds end.

The queen hath yeve me cliarge in pain to die

Never to rede ne scene them with mine eie.

" For men shall not so nere of counsaile bene
With womanhood, ne knowen of her guise,

Ne what they think, ne of their wit thengine

;

I me report to Salomon the wise.

And mighty Sampson, which beguiled thrise

With Dalida was, he wote that in a throw.

There may no man statute of women know,

" For it pei'aventure, may right so befall.

That they be bound by nature to deceive.

And spiune, and weep, and sugi-e strew on gall,

The herte i f man to ravish and to reive,

And whet their tongue assharpc as swerdeor gleve

;

It may betide, this is their ordinance,

So must they lowly doen their obscrvaunce.

" And keepe the statute yeven them of hind,

Of such as love hath yeve hem in their life.

Men may not wete why turiieth every wind,

Nor waxen wise, nor been iiiquisitife

To know secret of maid, widow, or wife.

For they their statutes have to them reserved,

And never man to know them hath deserved,

" Now drcsse you forth, the god of love you guide,"

(Quod Rigour than) " and seek the temple bright

Of Cithera, goddesse here beside.

Beseech her by influence and might
Of all her vertue, jou to teach aright.

How for to serve your ladies, and to please

Ye that been sped, and set your herte in ease.

" And ye that ben unpurveyed, pray her eke

Comfort you soone with gi'ace and destiny.

That ye may set your herte there ye may like.

In such a place, that it to love may be

Honour and worship, and felicity

To you for aye, now goeth by oilc assent."

" Grauut mercy, sir," (quod we) and forth we went

Devoutly, soft and easie pace, to see

Venus the goddesse image all of gold :

And there we found a thousand on their knee.

Some fresh and faire, some deadly to behold,

In sundry mantils new and some were old
;

Some painted were with flames red as fire.

Outward, to sho'.v their inward bote desu'e.
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With doleful! chere, ful fell in their complaint.

Cried " Liuly Venus, row upon oui" sore !

Receive our bils, witli teares all bedreint !

We may not weepe, there is no more in store.

But v\o and pain us fretteth more and more :

Tliou blisseful planet, lovers sterre so sliene.

Have routli on us, that sigh and careful! bene !

" And punish, lady, grevously we pray.

The false untrue with counterfeit pleasaunce.

That made their oth, be true to live or dey,

With chere assured, and with countenaunce
;

And falsely now they footen loves daunce,

Barraine of routh, untrue of that they saied.

Now that their lust and pleasure is alaied."

Yet eft againe, a thousand million

Rejoycing love, leading their life in blisse,

They sayd " Venus, redresse of all division,

Goddesse eternell, thy name yhii-ed is :

By loves bond is knit all thing ywis,

Beast unto beast, the yearth to water wan,

Bird unto bird, and woman unto man.

" This is the life of joy that we ben in,

Resembling life of heavenly pai'adise.

Love is exiler aye of vice and sinne,

Love maketh hertes lusty to devise

Honour and grace, have they in every wise,

That been to loves law obedient
;

Love maketh folke benigne and diligent,

" Aye stering them to drede vice and shame :

In their degree, it maketh them honourable.
And sweet it is of love to beare the name.
So that his love be faithfull, true and stable :

Love pi'uneth him, to semen amiable.
Love hath no faute, there it is exercised.

But sole with them that have all love dispised.

" Honour to thee, celestiall and clere,

Goddesse of love, and to thy celsitude !

That yevest us light so fer doun from thy spere,
Piercing our hertes with thy pulcritude

;

Comparison none of similitude

May to thy grace be made in no degree.
That hast us set with love in unitie.

" Great cause have we to praise thy name and thee,
For thorough thee we live in joy and blisse.

Blessed be thou, most soveraine to see !

Thy holy court of gladnesse may not rnisse
;

A thousand sithe we may rejoice in this,

Tiiat we ben thine with herte and all yfere,
Enflamed with thy grace and heavenly fere."

Musing of tho that spaken in this wise,

I me bethought in mj' remembraunce
Mine orizon right goodly to devise,

And pleasantly with hertes obeisaunce.
Beseech the goddesse voiden my grevaimce,
For I loved eke, saufe that I wist not where.
Yet downe I set and said as ye shall here.

« Fairest of all that ever were or Lee,
Licour and light to pensife creature,
Mine hole afRaunce, and my lady free,
My goddesse bright, my fortune and my ure,
I yeve and yeeld my herte to thee full sure;"'" ^

Humbly beseeching, lady, of thy grace.
Me to bestow now in some blessed place.

I

" And here I vow me, faithful, true, and kind,

Without offence of mutablHtie,
Humbly to serve, while I have wit and mind.
Mine hole afiiaunce, and my lady free.

In thilke place, there ye me signe to be :

And sith this thing of new is yeve me aye
To love and serve, needly must I obey.

" Be merciable with thy fire of grace,

And fix mine herte there beauty is and routh :

For bote I love, determine in no place,

Saufe onely this, by God and by my trouth

Troubled I was, with slumber, slepe, and slouth

This other night, and in a visioun

I see a woman romen up and doun,

" Of meane stature, and semely to behold,

Lustie and fresh, demure of countenaunce,
Yong and well shape, with hair shone as gold.

With eyen as cristal, ferced with pleasaunce,

And she gan stirre mine herte a lite to daunce :

But suddainly she vanish gan right there.

Thus I may say, I love and wote not where.

" For what she is, ne her dwelling I n'ot,

And yet I fele that love distreineth me
;

Might iche her know, her would I faiue, God wot.

Serve and obey with all benignitie.

And, if that other be ray destinie,

So that no wise I shall her never see.

Than graunt me her that best may liken me.

" With glad rejoyce to live in parfite hele,

Devoid of wrath, repent or variaunee :

And able me to doe that may be wele

Unto my lady, with hertes hie pleasaunce :

And mighty goddes through thy purveiaunee
My wit, my thoght, my lust and love so guide.

That to thine honor I may me provide

" To set mine herte in place there I maj' like,

And gladl}' serve with all affection :

Great is the paine which at mine herte doth sticke,

Till I be sped by thine election ;

Helpe, lady goddesse ! that possession

I might of her have that in all my life

I clepen shall my quene, and hertes wife.

" And in the Court of Love to dwell for aye

My will it is, and done thee sacrifice :

Daily with Diane eke to fight and fraye.

And holden werre, as might will me sufiice :

That goddesse chast I keepen in no wise

To serve ; a figge for all her chastity.

Her law is for religiousity."

And thus gan finish prayer, laud, and preise.

Which that I yove to Venus on my knee.

And in mine herte to ponder and to peise,

I gave anone her image fresh beautie :

" Heile to that figure sweet, and heile to thee

Cupide," (quod 1) and rose and yede my wey.

And in the temple as I yede, I sey

lA,

A shrine surmounting all in stones rich.

Of which the force was pleasaunce to mine ey.

With diamond or saphire, never liche

I have none seene, ne wrought so wonderly

:

So whan I met with Philobone in hie,

I gan demaund, who is this sepulture ?

"Forsooth" (quod she) "a tender creature
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" Is shrined there, and Pity is her name
;

She saw an egle wreice him on a flie,

And pluck his wing, and eke liim in iiis game,
And tender I'.t-rte oi tliat hath made her die :

Eke slie would weep and mourn right pitously

i To seene a lover suffer great distresse
;

lu all tlie court u'as none, as 1 do gesse,

" That coud a lover halfe so well availe,

Ne of his wo the torment or the rage

Asken, tor he was sure withouten faile,

Tliat of his greef she eoud the heat assuage.

In steed of Pity, speedeth hote courage

The matters all of court, now she is dead,

I me report in this to womanhead.

* Forweil, and weep, and cry, and speak, and pray,

Women would not have pity on thy plaint,

j
Ne by that mean, to ease thine herte convay,

But thee receiven for their owne talent

:

And say that Pity causeth thee in consent

Of reuth to take thy service and tliy paino,

In that thou niaist, to please thy soveraine.

" But this is counsailc, keepe it secretly,"

i
(Quod she) " I n'old for all the world about.

The queene of love it wist, and wite ye why {

For if by me this matter springen out,

In court no lenger should I out of dout
Dwellen, but shame in all my life endrj',

Now keepe it close" (quod she) " this hardely.

" Well all is well, now shall ye seen" she said,

" The fairest lady under Sunne that is :

Come on with me, demean you lich a maid,
With shamefast di-cde, for ye shall speak ywis
With her tliat is the mirrour joy and blisse :

But somewhat strange and sad of lier demean
She is ; beware your countenaunce be seen,

" Nor over light, ne rechelesse, ne too bold,

Ne malaj)ert, ne renning with your tong.

For she will you obeiseu and behold.

And you demand why ye were hence so long
Out of this court, without resort among :

And Rosiall her name is hote aright,

Whose herte as yet is yeven to no wight.

" And ye also been, as I understond,
With love but light avanced, by your word,
Might ye by hap your freedom maken bond.
And fall in grace with her, and wele accord.
Well might ye thank the god of love and lord,

For she that ye saw in your dreame ai)pere.

To love such one, what are ye than the nere ?

" Yet wote ye what, as my remembraunce
Me ycveth now, ye faine where that ye say.

That ye with love had never acquaintaunce,
Save in your dream right late this other day :

Why yes parde, my life that durst I lay,

Tliat ye were caught upon an heath, \vl>an I

Saw you complain, and sigh full pitously.

" Within an herber, and a gardein faire

Whei'e flowers grow and herbes vertuous,

Of which the savour swete was and the aire.

There were your self full hote and amorous :

Ywis ye been too nice and daungerous,
I would ye now repent, and love some new."
" Nay by my trouth," I said " I never knew

"The goodly wight, whose I shall be for aye :

Guide me the lord, that love hatii made and me."
But forth we went into a chamber gay,
There was Rosiall, womanly to see.

Whose streames sotell piercing of her eye,
iSIine herte gan thrill for beauty in the stound,
" Alas," (quod I) " w ho hath me yeve this wound ?"

And than I drede to speake, till at the last

I grete the lady reverently and wele,

Whan that my sigh was gone and overpast
;

Than doun on knees ful humbly gan I knele,

Beseeching her my fervent wo to kele,

For there I tooke full pur])ose in my mind
Unto her grace my painful! herte to bind.

For if I shall all fully her discrive,

Her head was round, by com])asse of nature,

Here haire as gold, she passe 1 all on live,

And lilly forehed had this creature.

With liveliche browes, flaw of colour pure,

Betwene the which was meane disceveraunce
From every bi'ow, to shew a due distaunce.

Tier nose directed streight, and even as line.

With forme and shape thereto convenient.

In which the goddes milk white patli doth shine.

And eke her eyen ben bright and orient.

As is the smaragde, unto my judgement,
Or yet these sterres Heavenly small and bright,

Her visage is of lovely rede and white.

Her mouth is short, and shit in little space.

Flaming somcdeale, not over redde I mean,
With pregnant lips, and thick to kisse percase.
For lippes thinne not fat, but ever lene,

They serve of naught, they be not worth a bean,
For if the basse been full there is delite,

Maximian truly thus doth he write.

But to my purpose, I say white as snow
Been all her teeth, and in order they stond
Of one stature, and eke her breath 1 trow
Surmounteth all odours that ever I found
In sweetnesse, and her body, face, and bond
Been sharpely slender, so that from the head
Unto the foot, all is but womanhead.

I hold my peace, of other thinges hidde

Here shall my soule and not my tong bewray,

But how she was arraicd, if ye me bidde.

That sliall I well discover you and say ;

A bend of gold and silke, full fresh and gay,

With her intrcsse, broudered full wele.

Right smoothly kept and shining everydele.

About her necke a flower of fresh devise,

With rubies set, that lusty were to sene.

And she in goun was light and summer wise,

Shapen full wele, the colour was of grene.

With aureat sent about her sides clene.

With divers stones precious and rich,

Thus was she rayed, yet saw 1 never her lich

For if that Jove had but this lady seine,

Tho Calixto ne yet Alcmenia
They never hadden in his armcs leine,

Ne he had loved the faire Europa,

Ye, ne yet Dane ne Antiopa,

For all their beauty stood in Rosiall,

She seemed hch a thing celestiall.

z 2
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In bounty, favour, port, and seemelinesse,

Pleasaunt of figui-e, niirrcur of delite.

Gracious to seene, and root of all gentilnesse,

With angell visage, lusty redde and white :

There was not lack, sauie daunger had alite

This goodly fresh in rule and governaunce,

And soindele strange she was for her pleasaunce.

And truly sone I took my leave and went.

Whan she had me enquired what I was,

For more and more impressen gan the dent

Of Loves dart while I beheld her face,

And eft againe I come to seeken grace.

And up I put my bill with sentence clere,

That followeth after, rede and ye shall here.

" ye fresh, of beauty the root.

That nature hath formed so wele and made
Princes and queue, and ye that may do boot

Of all my languor with your words glad,

Ye wounded me, ye made me wo bestad

;

Of grace redresse my mortall greefe, as ye

Of all my harme the very causer be.

" Now am I caught, and unware suddainly

With persaunt streames of your eye so clei'e.

Subject to been and serven you mekely.

And all your man, y wis my lady dere,

Abiding gi-ace, of which I you requere.

That mercilesse ye cause me not to sterve,

But guerdon me liche as I may deserve.

" For by my troth, all the days of my breath

I am and will be your in will and herte,

Patient and meeke, for you to suffer death

If it require, now rue upon my smart,

And this I swere, I never shall out start

From Loves Court for none adversitie.

So ye would rue on my distresse and me.

" My desteny, my fate, and houre I blisse

That have me set to been obedient

Onely to you, the floure of all ywis
;

I trust to Venus never to repent,

For ever redy, glad and diligent

Ye shall me find in service to your grace,

Till death my life out of my body i-ace.

" Humble unto your excellence so digne.

Enforcing aye my wits and delite

To serve and please with glad herte and benigne.

And been as Troylus Troves knight,

Or Antonie for Cleopatre bright.

And never you me thinkes to renay,

This shall I keepe unto mine ending day.

" Enprint my speech in your memoriall
Sadly my princes, salve of all my sore,

And think, that for I would becommen thrall.

And been your owne, as I have sayd before,

Ye must of pity cherish more and more
Your man, and tender after his desert,

And give him courage for to been expert.

" For where that one hath set his herte on fire,

And findeth neither refute ne pleasaunce,
Ne word of comfoi-t, death will quite his hire,

Alas, that there is none allegeaunce
Of all their wo, alas, the great grevaunce
To love unloved, but ye, my lady dere,

In other wise may governe this matere."

" Truly gramercy friend of your good will,

And of your prefer in your humble wise,

But for your service, take and keep it still,

And where ye say, I ought you well to cherise,

And of your greefe tlie remedy devise,

I know not why : I n'am acquainted well

With you, ne wot not sothly where ye dwell."

" In art of love I write, and songes make.
That may be song in honour of the king

And queue of love, and than I undertake,

He tliat is sadde shall tlian full meri-y sing.

And daungerous not ben in every thing
;

Beseech I you but seene my will and rede.

And let your answere put me out of drede."

" What is your name ? rehearse it here I pray,

Of whence and where, of what condition

That ye been of ; let see, come off and say
;

Faine would I know your disposition
;

Ye have put on your old entention,

But what ye mean to serve me I ne wote,

Saufe that ye say ye love me wander bote."

"My name, alasmyherte,whymakes thou straunge ?

Philogenet I calld am fer and nere.

Of Cambridge clerk, that never think to chaunge
Fro you that with your hevenly stremes clere

Ravish mine herte and ghost, and all iufere.

Since at the first I write my bill for grace,

Me thinke I see some mercy in your face.

" And what I mene, by gods that all hath wrought.

My bill now maketh finall mention,

That ye been lady in my inward thought

Of all mine herte withouten ofiencion.

That I best love, and sith I begon
To draw to court, lo, than what might I say,

I yeeld me here unto your nobley.

" And \i that I offend, or wilfully

By pomp of herte your precept disobay.

Or done again your will unskilfully,

Or greven }ou for earnest or for play.

Correct ye me right sharply than I pray.

As it is seene unto your womanhede.
And rew on me, or els I n'am but dede."

" Nay, God forbede to feffe you so with grace,

And for a word of sugred eloquence,

To have compassion in so little space.

Than were it time that some of us were hens,

Ye shall not find in me such insolence :

Eye what is this, may ye not sufFre sight?

How may ye looke upon the candle light,

" That clerer is and hotter than mine eie ?

And yet ye sayd the beames perse and frete.

How shall ye than the candle light endrie ?

For well wote ye, that hath the sharper hete
;

And there ye bid me you correct and bete.

If ye offend, nay, that may not be done.

There come but few that speden here so sone.

" Withdraw your eie, withdraw from presens eke :

Hurt not your selfe, through foly with a look,

I would be sorry so to make you sicke,

A woman should beware eke whom she took :

Ye beth a elcrke, go serchen well my book.

If any women ben so light to winne ;

Nay, bide a while ; tho ye were all my kiniie,
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" So sone ye may not win mine herte in truth ;

The guise of court will seen your steadfastuessc,

And as you done to liave upon you reuth,

Your owne desert, and lowly <;entilnesse,

That will reward you joy for heavinesse ;

And tlio ye waxen pale, and <;rene, and dede,

Ye must it use a while withouten drede,

" And it accept and grutchen in no wise ;

But where as ye me heartely desire

To lene to love, me thinke ye be not wise
;

Cease of your language, cease I you require,

For he that hath this twenty yeare beu here

May not obtaine, tliau marvaile I that ye

Be now so bold of love to treat with me."

" Ah mercy herte, my lady and my love !

My rightwise princesse and my lives guide !

Now may 1 plaine to Venus all above.

That ruthlcsse ye me gave this wound so wide
;

What have I done I why may it not betide.

That for my trouth I may received be ?

Alas than, your daunger and your cruelte !

" In wofull houre I got was welaway,
In woful houre fostred ami yfedde,

In wofull houre yborne, tliat I ne may
;

My supplication sweetly have I spedde,

The frosty grave and cold must be my bedde,

Without ye list your grace and mercy shewe,

Deatii with his axe so fast on me doth hewe.

" So great disease and in so littell while.

So littel joy that felte I never yet.

And at my wo Fortune ginneth to smile.

That never earst I felt so hard a fit :

Confounden ben my spirites and my wit,

Till that my lady take me to her cure.

Which I love best of erthly creature.

" But that 1 like, that may I not come by,

Of that I plain, that have I h.ibondaunce,

Sorrow and thought they sit mc wonder nie.

Me is withold that might be my plcasauce :

Yet turne againe my worldly suffisaunce,

lady bright, and saufe your faithfull true,

And, or I die, yet ones upon me rewe 1"

With that I fell in sound and dede as stone,

With colour slaine and wanne as asshe pale,

And by the hand she caught me up anon,

"Arise," (quod she) " wliathave ye dronken dwale ?

Why slepen ye ? it is no nightertale :

"

" Now mercy sweete," (quod I) " ywis affraied :

"

" What thing" (quod she) " hath made you so

dismaied 1

" Now wote I well that ye a lover be,

Your hew is witnesse in this thing," she said :

" If ye were secret, ye might know," (quod she)
" Curteis and kind, all this shuld be alaid :

And now mine herte, al that I have missaid,

1 shall amend and set your herte in ease."
" That word it is," (quod I) " that doth me please."

" But this I charge, that ye the stents keepe,

And breke them not for slouth nor ignoraunce."

With that she gan to smile and laughen depe,
" Ywis," (quod I) " I will do your pleasaunce :

The sixteenth statute doth me great grevaunce.

But ye must that release or modifie."
" I graunt," (quod she) " and so I will truly."

And softly than her colour gan appere.

As i-ose so red throughout her visage all.

Wherefore me thinke it is according here,

That she of ri;;iit be clepcd llosiall

:

Thus have I won with wordes great and small

Some goodly worde of hei", that I love best,

And trust she shall yet sette mine herte in rest.

" Goth on," she said to Philobone, " and take

This man with you, and k-de hira all about

Within the court, and shewe him for my sake

What lovers dwell within, and all tlie rout

Of otticers him shew, for he is out of dout

A straunger yet
: "—"Come on," (quod I'hilobone)

" Philogenet, with me now must ye gon."

And stalkyng soft with easic pace, I saw.

About the kyng stonden all environ,

Attendaunce, Diligence, and their felow

Fortherer, Asperaunce, and many one,

Dred to offend, there stood, and not alone.

For there was eke the cruell adversair.

The lovers foe that cleped is Dispair,

Which unto me spake angrely and fell.

And said, " My lady me disceive ne shall :

Trowest thou," (quod she) " that all that she did tell,

Is true i nay, nay, but under hony gall.

Thy birth and hers they l)e nothing egall

:

Cast of thine herte for all her words white.

For in good faith she loveth thee but a lite.

" And eke remenibre thine habilite

May not compare with her, this well thou wot :

"

Ye then came IIo{>e and said, " My frend, let be,

Beleve him not ; Dispaire he ginneth dote
:"

" Alas," (quod 1) " here is both cold and bote.

The one me biddeth love, the toder nay
;

Thus wote I not what me is best to say.

" But well wote I, my lady graunted me
Truly to be my v.-oundes remedie.

Her gentilness may not infected be

Witli doublenesse, thus trust I till I die."

So cast I to voide Dispaires company.
And taken Hope to councel and to friend.

"Yea, keep that well," (quod Philobone) " in mind."

And there beside within a bay window,

Stod one in grene ful large of brede and length, 9

His beard as black as fetliers of the crow.

His name was Lust, of wonder might and strength.

And with Delite to argue there he think'th.

For this was all his opinion.

That love was sinne : and so he hath begon

To reason fast, and ledge auctoritie :

" Nay," (quod Delite) " love is a vertue clere,

And from the soule his progresse holdeth he : i C

Blind apetite of lust doth often stere.

And that is sinne : for reason lacketh there.

For thou dost think thy neighbours wife to win :

Yet thinke it well that love may not be sinne.

" For God and seint they love right verely.

Void of all sinne and vice tliis know I well,

Affection of flesh is sin truly.

But verray love is vertue as I fele.

For love may thy freill desii-e ackele :
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For verray love is love, withouten sinne :

"

" Now stint," (quod Lust) " thou speketh not worth

a pinne."

And there I left them in their arguing,

Roming farther in the castell wide,

And in a corner Lier stode talking,

Of lesings fast, with Flatery there beside.

He said that woman were attire of pride,

And men were found of nature variaunt.

And could be false and shewen beau semblaunt.

Than Flatery bespake and said, " Ywis
See so she gotb on patens faire and fete,

It doth right well : what prety man is this

That rometh here ? now truly drink ne mete
Nede I not have, mine herte for joy doth bete

Him to behold, so is he goodly freshe :

It semeth for love his herte is tender and neshe.

"

This is the court of lusty folke and glad,

And well becommeth their abite and array,

O why be some so sory and so sad.

Complaining thus in blacke and white and gray ?

Freres tliey ben, and monkes in good fay

:

Alas, for routh great dole it is to seene,

To see them thus bewaile and sory been.

See how they cry and wring their handes white.

For they so sone went to religion,

And eke the nonnes with vayle and wimple plight,

Their thought is, they ben in confusion :

" Alas," they sain, " we fain perfection

In clothes wide, and lacke our libertie.

But all the sinne mote on our frends be,

" For Venus wote, we wold as faine as ye,

That bene attired here and welbesene,

Desiren man and love in our degre,

Ferra and faithful right as wold the qnene :

Our frends wicke in tender youth and grene,
Ayenst our will made us religious.

That is the cause we mourn and waUen thus."

Than said the monk and freres in the tide,

" Wei may we curse our abbes and our place,

Our statutes sharpe to sing in copes wide.
Chastely to keepe us out of loves grace,

And never to fele comfort ne solace :

Yet suffre we the heate of loves fire,

And after that some other haply we desire.

" Fortune cursed, why now and wherefore
Hast thou,'' they said, " berafte us libertie,

Sith nature yave us instrument in store,

And appetite to love and lovers be ?

Why mote we suffer such adversite,

Diane to serve, and Venus to refuse ?

Ful often sithe this matters doth us muse.

" We serve and honour sore ayenst om* will.

Of chastite the goddes and the queene,
Us leefer were with Venus biden still.

And have reward for love and soget bene
Unto these women courtly, fresh, and shene

;

Fortune we curse thy wheele of variance,
There we were well thou revest our plesance."

Thus leave I them with voice of plaint and care.
In raging wo crying full pitously.

And as 1 yede full naked and full bare.
Some I behold looking dispitously,

On poverty that dedly cast their eye.

And " Weiaway," they cried, and were not faine,

Fur they ue might their glad desire attaine.

For lacke of richesse worldly and good,

They banne and curse, and weep, and sain, " Alas,

That poverty hath us hent that whilom stood

At hertes ease, and free and in good case.

But now we dare not shev/ our self in place,

Ne us embold to dwell in company.
There as our herte wold love right faithfully."

And yet againward shriked every nonne.
The pange of love so straineth them to crie :

" Now wo the time," (quod they) " that we be boun
This hateful! ordre nise Avill done us die.

We sighe and sobbe, and bleden inwardly, ,

Fretiug ourself with thought and hard complaint,

That nie for love we waxen wood and faint."

And as I stood beholding here and there,

I was ware of a sort full languishing.

Savage and wild of loking and of chere.

Their mantelles and their clothes ay tering,

And oft they were of nature complaining.
For they their members lacked, foot and hand,
With visage wry, and blind I understand.

They lacked shape and beauty to preferre

Themself in love : and said that God and kind,

Hath forged them to worshippen the sterre,

Venus the bright, and leften all behind
His other werkes clene and out of mind :

" For other have their full shape and beauty.

And we" (quod they) " been in deformity."

And nie to them there was a company
That have the susters warried and missaide, '\

I meane the three of fata! destiny,

That be our woi'kers : sodenly abraide

Out gan they cry as they had been affraide,

" We cui-se," (quod they) " that ever hath nature,]

Yformed us this wofuU life to endure." ^'

And there eke was Contrite and gan repent.

Confessing liole the wound that Cithere

Hath with the darte of bote desire him sent.

And how that lie to love must subject be ;

Than held he all his skornes vanity.

And said that lovers held a blisful life,

Yong men and old, and widow, maid and wife.

" Bereve me goddesse," (quod he) " of thy might
My skornes all and skoffes, that I have
No power for to moken any wight,

That in thy service dwell : for I did rave :

This know I well right now so god me save,

And I shal be the chief post of thy faith.

And love uphold, the revers who so saith."

Dissemble stode not ferre from him in troth.

With party mantil party bode and hose,

And said he had upon his lady routh.

And thus he wound him in, and gan to glose

Of his entent ful double I suppose.

In all the world he said he loved her wele.

But ay me thought he loved her nere a dele.

Eke Sharafastnesse was there as I tooke hede.

That blushed rede, and durst nat ben aknow
She lover was, for thereof had she drede ;

She stode and hing her visage downe alow.
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I hit such a sight it was to scene I trow,

As of these roses rody on their stalke,

There coud no wight her spy to speak or talk.

In loves art so gan she to abashe,
\c' durst not utter al her previty :

Many a stripe and many a grevous lashe

Sin- (,'aven to them that wolden lovers be,

And liindered sore the simple comonalty,

That in no wise durst grace and mercy crave.

For were not she they need but ask and have,

Where if they now aprochen for to speke,

Than Shametastnesso returnetli them again :

Tliey thinke, if we our secrets counsel breko.

Our ladies wil have scorn on us certain.

And peraventure thinken great disdain :

Thus Shamefastnesse may bringen in Dispeire,

Whan she is dede the toder will be heire.

Come forth a Vaunter, now I ring thy bel,

I spied him sone, to God I make a vowe,
He loked blacke as fendes doth in Hell,
" The first,"' (quod he) " that ever I did wowe.
Within a worde she come, I wotte not how,
So that in amies was my lady free.

And so hath ben a thousand mo than she.

" In England, Britain, Spain, and Picardy,
Artois, and Fraunce, and up in hie Holand,
In Burgoine, Naples, and Italy,

Naverne, and (Jrece, and up in hethen lond
Was never woman yet that wold witlistond,

To ben at [my] commaundement whan I wold,

I lacked neither silver, coigne, ne gold.

" And there I met with this estate and that,

And her I broched, her, and her I trow :

Lo, there goeth one of mine, and wotte ye what ?

Yon fresli attired have I laid full low.

And such one yonder eke right well I know :

I kept the statute whan we lay yfere.

And yet yon same hath made me right good cbere."

Thus hath a Vaunter blowen every where,
Al that he knoweth, and more a thousand fold

;

His auncestry of kinne was to Liere,

For first he maketh [iromise for to hold
His ladies councel, and it not unfold,

Wherfore the secret whan he doth unshitte.

Than lieth he, that all the world may witte.

For falsing so his promise and behest,

I wounder sore he hath such fantasie.

He lacketh wit I trow or is a beast.

That can no bet himself with reason gie,

By mine advise love shall be contrary
To his availe, and him eke dishonour.
So that m court he shall no more sojour.

'Take heed," (quod she) this little Philobone,
" Where Envy rocketh in the corner yond,
And sitteth dirke, and ye shall see anone
His leane body fading both face and bond,
Himselfe he fretteth as I understond,
Witnesse of Ovid methamorphosose,
The lovers fo he is, I will not glose.

" For where a lover thinketh him promote
Envy will grutch, repining at his wele,
It swelleth sore about his hertes rote.

That in no wise he cannot live in hele,

And if the faithful to his lady stole,

iinvy will noise and ring it round about.
And sey nmch worse than done is out of dout."

And Privy Thought rejoysing of himselfe.

Stood not ferro thence in abite marvellous,
" Yon is," (thought I) " some spirit or some elfe.

His subtill image is so curious :

How is," ((|uo(l 1) " that he is sjiaded tims
With yonder cloth, I n'ot of what colour '."

And uere I went and gan to lere and pore ;

And framed him a question full hard,
" What is,"' (quod I) " the thing thou West best.

Or what is bote unto thy paines hard ?

Me thinke thou livcst here in great unrest,

Thou wandrest aye from south to east and west.
And east to north ae ferre as I can see.

There is no place in court may holden thee.

" Whom followest thou, whei-c is thy herte yset ?

But my dcmaund asoile I thee require."
" Me thought," (quod he) " no creature may let

Me to ben here, and where as I desire :

For where as absence hath done out the fire,

My mery thought it kindeleth yet againe.

That boclely me thinke with my soveraLue

"Istandandspeake,and laugh, andkisse,and halse

;

So that my thought comforteth me ful oft :

I think god wote, though al the world be false,

I will be true, I thinke also how soft

My lady is in speach, and this on loft

Bi'ingeth min herte with joy and great gladnes,

This privy thought alayeth mine heavines.

" And what I thinke or where to be, no man
In all this Earth can tell ywis but I ;

And eke there n'is no swalow swift, neswan
So wight of wing, ne half so yerne can flie

;

For I can bene and that right sodenly.

In Heven, in Hell, in Paradise, and here.

And with my lady whan I will desire.

" I am of counsell ferre and wide I wote.

With loi'de and lady, and their privite

I wotte it all, and be it colde or bote.

They shall not speake without licence of mo,
I mine in soch as seasonable be.

For first the thing is thought within the hart.

Ere any word out from the mouth astart."

And with the word Thought bad farewel and yedc:

Eke forth went I to scene tlie courts guise.

And at the doore came in, so God me spede,

Twenty courteours of age and of assise

Liche high, and brodc, and as I me advise,

The Golden Love, and Leden Love they bight,

The tone was sad, the toder glad and light.

" Yes drawyour herte with all your force and might,

To lustinesse and ben as ye have seid.

And thinke that I no drope of favour hight,

Ne never had unto your desire obeid.

Till sodenly me thought me was att'raied.

To scene you waxe so dede of countenaunce.

And Pite bade rae done you some pleasaunce.

" Out of her shrine she rose from death to live,

And in mine eare full prively she spake,
' Doth not your servaunt hens away to drive,

Ilosial,'(quod she) and than mine herte it brake,
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For tenderiche : and where I found moch lacke,

In your person, than I my selfe bethought,

Andsaide,this is theman mine hearte hath sought."

" Gramercy Pity, might I but sufifise,

To yeve due laude unto thy shrine of gold,

God wotte I would : for slth that thou did rise

From death to live for me, I am behold
To thanken you a thousand times told,

And eke my lady Rosial the shene,

Which hath in comfort set mine herte ywene.

" And here I make mine protestacion,

And depely swere as mine power to bene
Faithful, devoide of variacion,

And her forbeare in anger or in tene,

And serviceable to my worldes queue,
With al my reason and intelligence,

To done her honour high and reverence."

I had not spoke so sone the worde, but she,

My soveraine, did thanke me hertely,

And said," Abide, ye shall dwell still with me,
Till season come of May, for than truly.

The king of love and all his company.
Shall hold his feste full rially and well,"

And there I bode till that the season fell.

0.\ May day whan the larke began to rise,

To matens went the lusty nightingale.

Within a temple shapen hauthorn wise.

He might not slepe in all the nightertale.

But " Domine labia" gan he ci'y and gale,

" My lippes open lord of love I cry.

And let my mouth thy preising now bewry."

The egle sang" Venite bodies all.

And let us joy to love that is our health,"

And to the deske anon they gan to fall,

And who came late he preesed in by stealth :

Than sayd the faucon our own hertes wealth,
" Domine Dominus iiosler I wote,

Ye be the God that done us brenne thus hote."

" Call enarrant" said the popingay,
'' Your might is told in Heaven and finnanent,"

And than came in the gold-finch freshe and gay,
And said this psalme with hertily glad intent
" Domini est terra" this laten intent.

The God of love hath yerth in governaunce :

And than the WTen gan skippen and to daunce.

"Julie Domino lord of love, I pray
Commaund me well this lesson for to rede.

This legende is of all that woulden dey
Martires for love, God yet the souls spede :

Aud to thee Venus sing we out of di-ede,

By influence of all thy vertue great,

Besechyng thee to keepe us in our heat."

The second lesson robin redebrest sang,
" Haile to the god and goddes of our lay,"

And to the lectorne amorously he sprong,
" Haile now," (quod eke) " O fresh season of May,
Our moneth glad that singen on the spray,

Haile to the floures, rede, and white, and blewe.

Which by their vertue maketh our lust new."

The third lesson the turtil dove toke up.

And thereat lough the mavis in a scorne.

He said, " God, as mote I dine or suppe,

This folish dove will give us al an home.
There ben right here a thousand better borne,

To rede this lesson, which as well as he.

And eke as hote, can love in all degree."

The turtil dove said, " Weleom, welcom May,
Gladsom and light to lovers that ben trew :

I thanke thee lord of love that doth purvey,

For me to rede this lesson al of dewe,

For in good soth of corage I pursue.

To serve my make till death us must depart,"

And than " Tu autem," sang he all apart.

" Te deum amoris" sang the throstel cocke ;

Tuball himselfe the first musician.

With key of armony coude not onlocke,

So swete tewne as that the throstel can :

" The lorde of love we praysen,"( quod he) than.

And so done al the foules great and lite,

" Honour we May, in fals lovers dispite."

^'Dominus regnavit" said the pecocke there,
" The lord of love that mighty prince ywis.

He is received here and every where :

JVou'J«i!7a/e sing: "—"What meaneth this!"

Said than the linet ;
" welcome lord of bli^e :"

Out sterte the owle with " Benedicite"
" What meaneth all this mery fare ?" (quod he.)

" Laudnte," sang the lai'ke with voice ful shril.

And eke the kight " O admiralile.

This quere wil thorow mine ears pers and thril,

But what, welcome this May season,"(quod he)
" And honour to the lord of love mote be.

That hath this feste so solempne and so hie,"

" Amen" said al, aud so said eke the pie.

And forth the cockow gan procede anon,

With " Benediclus" thanking God in hast,

That in this May would visite them echon.

And gladden them all while the feast shal last,

And therewithal a laughter out he brast,

" I thanke it God that I should end the song,

And all the service which hath ben so long."

Thus sang they all the service of the feste.

And that was done right erly to my dome.
And forth goth all the court both most and leste,

To fetch the floures fi-esh, and braunch and blome.

And namely liauthorn brought both page and grome
With fresh garlants party blew and white.

And than rejoysen in their great delite.

Eke eeh at other tlirew the floures bright,

The primerose, the violete, and the gold,

So than as I beheld the royall sight,

My lady gau me sodenly behold.

And with a trewe love plited many a fold.

She smote me through the very heart as blive.

And Venus yet I thanke I am alive.



THE COMPLAINT OF PITIE.

HOW PITIE IS DEAD AND UURIED IN A GENTLE IlEKTE.

V. 1—98

PiTiE that I have sought so yore agon
With herte sore, and full of bcsic paine,

Tliat in tliis worlde was never wi^lit so wo
Without deathe, and if 1 shall not fainc.

My purpose was to Pitie to complame
Upon the cruelty and tyranny
Of Love, that for my trouth doth me dye.

And that I by length of certaine yeares

Had ever in one sought a time to speke.

To Pitie ran I, all bespreint with teares,

To prayen her on Cruelty me awreke
;

But or I might with any word out breake,'

Or tell her any of my paines smerte,

I found her dead and buried in an herte.

Adowne I fell, whan I saw the herse.

Dead as a stone, while that swoone me last.

But up I rose with colour full diverse,

And pitously on her mine eyen I cast,

And nearer the corse I gan preasen fast.

And for the soule I shope mc for to pray,

I was but lorne, there was no more to say.

Thus am I slaine, sith that Pitie is dead,

Alas, the day tliat ever it sliould fall !

What maner man dare now hold up his head?
To whom shall now any sorrowful herte call ?

Now Cruelty hath cast to sice us all

In idle hope, folke rechelesse of paine,

Sith she is dead, to whom shall we complaine ?

But yet encreaseth me this wonder new.
That no wight wote that she is dead but I,

So many men as in her time her knew.
And yet she deyde so suddainly,

For I have sought her ever full busily,

Sith I had first wit or mind,
But she was dead, ere I could her find.

About her herse there stooden lustily

Withouten any mo, as thoughte me,
Bounty, perfitely well armed and richely,

And fresh Beaute, Lust, and Jolite,

Assured-manner, Youth, and Honeste,
Wisedome, Estate, Drede, and Governaunce,
Confedred both by bond and alliaunce.

A complaint had I written in my honde.
To have put to Pitie, as a bill.

But I there all this company fonde.

That rather would all my cause spill.

Than do me helpe : I hold my plaint still

For to those folke withouten faile,

Without Pitie there may no bill avail.

Than leave all vertues, save only Pitie,

Keping the corse, as ye have heard mo saine,

Confedred by honde until Cnieltie,

And be assented wiian I shall be slaine ;

And I have put my coniplainte up againe.

For to my foes ray bill I dare not shewe
The effect, which saith thus in wordes fewe.

" Humblest of herte, highest of reverence,

Benigne floure, croune of vertues all,

Sheweiii unto your royall excellence

Your scrvaunt, if I durst me so call.

His mortall harme in which he is yfall,

And nought all only for his wofull fare.

But for your renome, as he shall declare.

" It standeth thus, that contraire Ci'ueltic

Allied is ayenst your regaltie

Under colour of womanly beautic,

(For men should not know her tjTannie)

VVith Bountie, Gentillesse, and Courtcsie,

And hath deprived you of your place.

That is hie beautie, appertenaunt to your grace.

" For Kindly, by your heritage right

Ye be annexed ever unto Bountie,

And vei'ely ye ought to doe your might

To helpe Trouth in his adversitie :

Ye be also the croune of beautie.

And certes, if ye want in these twaine

The world is lore, there is no more to saine.

" Eke what availoth manner and gentilesse

Without you, benigne creature ?

Shall Crueltie be your governeresse ?

Alas, what herte may it long endure ?

Wherefore, but ye rather take cure

To breake that perilous alliaunce,

Ye sleen hem that been in your obeysaunce.

" And further, if ye suffer this.

Your renome is fordo in a throw.

There shall no man wete what pitie is,

Alas, that ever your renome is fall so low !

Ye be also fro your heritage ythrow ;

But Crueltie, that occupieth your place,

And we dispaued that seekcu your grace.

" Have mercy on me, thou Herenus, queene,

That you have sought so tenderly and sore ;

Let some streame of light on me be scene.

That love and drede you ever longer the more ;

For sootliiy to saine, I beare so sore.

And though I be not conning for to plaine.

For Goddes love have mercy on my paine !
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" My paine is this, that nought so I desire,

That have I not, ne nothing like thereto

And ever settetli Desire mine herte on fire,

Eke on that otlier side where that I go,

What maner thing that may encrease my wo,

That liave I ready unsouglit every where,

Me lacketh but my death, and then my here.

" What nedeth to shew parcell of my paine 1

Sith every wo, that herte may betliinke,

I suffer, and yet I dare not to you plaine.

For well I wote, though I wake or winke,

Ye reeke not whether I flete or sinke
;

And nathelesse yet my trouth 1 shall susteine

Unto my death, and that shall well be sene.

" This is to saine, I will be yours ever.

Though ye me slee by Crueltie your fo,

Algate my spirit shall never discever

Fro your service, fro any paine or wo.

Sith ye be yet dead, alas, that it is so !

Thus for your death 1 maye wepe and plaine

With herte sore, and full of busie paine."

QUEEN ANNELIDA AND FALSE ARCITE.

V. 1—83

" THOU fiers God of armes. Mars the rede,-'

That in thy frosty countrey called Thrace,
^

,

Within thy grisly temples full of drede.

Honoured art as patrone of that place,

With thee Bellona, Pallas full of grace.

Be present, and my song continue and gie ! '

At my beginning thus to thee I crie.

" For it full depe is sonken in my minde
With pitous herte, in English to endite

This old story, in Latine which I finde.

Of queene Annelida and false Ai'cite,

That elde, which all can frete and bite,

(And it hath freten many a noble story,)

Hath nigh devoured out of our memory.

" Be favourable eke thou Polimnia,

On Pernaso that hath thy sisters glade.

By Elicon, not far from Cirsa,

Singest with voice memorial in the shade,

Under the laurer, which that may not fade.

And do that I my ship to haven winne !

First follow I Stace, and after liLni Corinne."

Jamque domos patrias Cithits post aspera gentis,

PrcBlin laurigeo subeuntem Thesea curru,

LcBt'ifici plausus missusque ad sidera vulgi, ^c.

Whan Theseus with warres long and great,

The aspre folke of Cithe had overcome,
The laurer crowned in his chaire gold beat,

Home to his country houses is ycome.
For which the people blisful all and some,
So criden, that to the sterres it went.

And him to honouren did all hir entent.

Before this duke in sign of victory,

The trompes come, and in his baner large.

The image of Mars, and in token of glory.

Men might see of treasure many a charge,

Many a bright helm, and many a spore and targe,

Many a fresh knight, and many a blisful rout.

On horse and on foot, in all the field about.

Ipolita his wife, the hardy queene
Of Cithia, that he conquered had.
With Emily her young suster shene,

Faire in a chaire of gold he with him lad,

That all the ground about her chair she sprad
With brightness of beauty in her face.

Fulfilled of largesse and of grace.

With his triumph and laurer crowned thus.

In all the floure of fortunes yeving.
Let I this noble prince Theseus
Toward Athenes in his way riding,

And fonde I woU in shortly to bring
The slye way of that I gau to write.

Of queene Annelida and false Arcite.

Mars, that through his furious course of ire.

The old wrath of Juno to fulfill.

Hath set the peoples hertes both on fire

Of Thebes and Grece, and everich other to kill

With bloody speres, rested never still,

But throng now here, now there, among hem both,

That everich other slue, so were they wroth.

For whan Amphiorax and Tideus,

Ipomedon and Partinope also

Were dedde, and slain proud Campaneus,
And whan the wretched Thebans brethren two

Were slain, and king Adrastus home ygo.

So desolate stood Thebes and so bare.

That no wight could remedy his care.

And whan the old Creon gan espy

How that the blood royal was brought adown.

He held the citee by his tyranny.

And did the gentils of that regioun

To been his friends, and dwell in the toun.

So what for love of him, and what for awe.

The noble folke were to the towne ydrawe.

Among all these, Annelida the queene

Of Ermony was in that towne dwelling.

That fairer was than the Sonne sheene,

Throughout the world so gan her name spring,

That her to see had every wight liking,

For as of trouth, is there none her liche

Of all the women in this world riche.

Yong was this queene, of twenty yere old,

Of middle stature, and of soch fairnesse.

That Nature had a joy her to behold,
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And for to speakeii of Iier steilfastnesse,

Slie passed liath Pciieloiie and Lueresse,

And .shortly it' she inav hen coniprohcnded,

In her might nothing boon amended.

Tliis Theban knight cUe sothe to sain,

Was yoiig, tlierto witliall a lusty knight, --

But lie was double in love, and nothing plain, :

And i^ubtill in that craft over any wight.

And with Iiis cunning wan this lady bright

:

For so ferforth he gun her troutii assure,

That she him trustetli over any creature. .

What should I sain ? she loveth Arcite so

That whan that he was absent any throw,

Anone her thought her herte brast atwo,

For in her sight to her he bare him low,

So that she wende have all his herte yknow,
But he was false, it n'as but fayued cherc.

As nedeth not soche crafte men to lere.

But neverthelosse, full niikell businesse

Had he, er tliat he might his lady winne,

And swore he would dien for distresse,

Or from his witte he said he would twinne :

Alas, the while ! for it was routh and sinne,

That she upon liis sorrowes would rue.

But nothing thinketh the false as doth the 'true.

Her fredomc found Arcite in soch manere.
That all was his that she hath, moeh or lite,

Ne to no creature made she cheer,

Further than it liked to Arcite,

There was no lack with which he might her wite,

She was so ferforth yevcii him to please,

That all that liked him did her ease.

There n'as to her no maner letter sent,

That touched love, from any maner wight.

That she ne shewed him, or it was brent,

So plain she was, and did her full might,
Tliat she n'il hide nothing from her knight,

Lest he of any untrouth her ujibreyde
;

Without bode his herte she obeyd.

And eke he made him jalous over her.

That what that any man had to her sayd,

Anon he would praien her to swore
What was that woivl, or make him yvell apaid.

Than wende she out of her w it have bi-aid,

But all was but sleight and flatterie.

Without love he fained jelousie.

And all this tooke she so debonairly.

That all his will lier thought it skilful thing.

And ever the lenger she loved him tenderly.

And did him honour as he were a king,

Her herte was to him wedded with a ring,

For so ferforth upon trouth is her entent.

That where he goth her herte with him went.

Whan she shal eat, on him is so her thought.
That well unneth of meate toke she keepe,
And whan she was to her rest Virought,

On him she thought alway till that she slepe.

Whan he was absent, prively doth she wepe
;

Thus liveth faire Annelida the i|ueene.

For false Arcite, that did her all this tene.

This false Ai'cite, of his newfanglenesse.
For she to him so lowly was and trewe,

Tooke lesse dcintee for lier stedfastnesse,

And saw another lady proude and newe,
And right anon he clad him in her hewo,
Wote I not whether in white, reed, or gi'cne,

And falsed faire Annelida the queene.

But neverthelesse, great wonder was it none
Though he were false, for it is the kind of man,
Sith Lamech was, that is so long agoue,
To be in love as false as ever he can,

He was the first father that began
To loven two, and was in bigamye.

And he found tents first, but if men lye.

This false Arcite, somewhat must lie fainc,

Whan he was false, to coveren his tratouric,

Right as an horse, that can both bite and plaine.

For he bare her in honde of treacherie.

And swore he coude her doublenesse espyc.

And all was falsenesse tliat she to him nient
;

Thus swore this tliefe, and forth his way he went

Alas, what herte might endure it,

For routhe or wo, her sorrow for to tell ?

Or what man hath the cuiming or the wit.

Or what man might within the cliambre dwell,

H" I to him reherscn shall the Hell

That suft'rcth fayre Annelida the queene.

For false Arcite, that did her all this tene ?

She wepeth, waileth, and swouneth pitously,

To ground deed she falleth as a stone

Crampisheth her limmes crokedly.

She si)eketh as her witte were all agone,

Other colour than ashen hath she none,

Ne none other word speketh she mocli or lite,

But " Mercy, cruell herte, mine Arcite."

And thus endureth, til that she was so mate
That she ne liath foot, on which she may sustene,

But forth languishing ever in this estate.

Of which Arcite hath neyther routhe ne tene.

His herte was elswhere newe and grene.

That on her wo, ne deineth him not to think.

Him I'ecketh never whether she flete or sinke.

This newe lady holdeth him so narowe,
L'p by the bridel, at the staves end.

That every word he dred it as an arowe.

Her daunger made him both bowe and bond.

And as her luste, made him turne or wend,

For she ne graunted him in her living.

No grace, why that he hath to sing.

But drove him forth, unneth list her know
That he was servaunt unto lier ladyship.

But lest he were proude, she heldc him lowe.

Thus serveth he, without meate or sip.

She sent him now to land, and now to ship.

And for she yave him daunger all his fill,

Therfore she had him at her owne will.

Ensample of this, ye thrifty women all.

Take hede of Annelida and false Arcite,

That for her list him her dere herte call,

And was so meke, therefore he loved her lite,

The kinde of niannes herte is to delite

On thing that straunge is, al so God me save.

For what they may not get, that wold they have.
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Now tiiriie we to Annelida ayen,

Tliat piiutli day by day in languishing,

But whan she saw that hei- ne gate no geyn,

Upon a day full sorrowfully wepying,

She cast her for to make a complaining,

And with lier owne hand she gan it write,

And sent it to her Thebaa knight Arcite.

THE COMPLAINT OF ANNELIDA TO
FALSE ARCITE.

" So thirled with the point of remembraunce,
Theswerde of sorowe,whette with false pleasaunce,

Mine herte bare of blisse, and black of hew
That turned is to quaking all my daunce,

My sewerty is a waped countenaunce,

Sens it avayleth nought to ben trew :

For who so trew is, it shall her rew.

That serveth love, and doth her observaunce

Alway to one, and chaungeth for no new.

" I wote my selfe as well as any wight.

For I loved one, with all mine herte and might

More than my self an hundred thousand sith,

And called him my hertes life, my knight,

And was all his, as ferre as it was right,

And whan that he was glad, than was I blithe,

And his disease was my death as swithe.

And he ayen, his trouth hath me plight.

For evermore hys lady me to kithe.

" Now is he false alas, and causeles,

And of ray wo he is so routhles.

That with a worde him list not ones daine.

To (iriug ayen my sorowfull herte in pees,

For he is caught up in another lees ;

Right as him list, he Laugheth at my paine.

And I ne can mine herte not restraine

For to love him yet alway nevertheles,

And of all this I n'ot to whom to plaine.

" And should I plaine, alas, the hard stounde,

Unto my foe, that yave mine herte a wounde.
And yet desireth that mine harme be more.
Now certes ferther woll I never found,

None other helpe, my sores for to sound.
My desteny hath shaped so full yore,

I woll none other medicine ne lore,

I woll ben aye there I was ones bound,
That I have said, be said for evermore.

" Alas, where is become your gentilnesse,

Your words full of pleasaunce and humblenesse.
Your observaunce in so lowe manere,
Your awayting, and your besinesse,

On me that ye called your maistresse.

Your soveraine lady in this worlde here ?

Alas, is there neyther worde ne chere.

Ye vouchsafe upon mine hevinesse ?

Alas, your love, I buy it all to dere.

" Now certes swete, though that ye
Thus causelesse the cause be.

Of my deedly adversite.

Your manly reason ought it to respite,

To slee your frende, and namely me,
That never yet in no degre
Offended you, as wisely he
That all wote, of wo my soule quite.

" But for I was so playne, Arcite,

In all my workes much and lite,

And was so besie you to delite,

Myne honour save, meke, kiude, and fre,

Therefore ye put in me this wite

:

Alas, ye retche not a mite,

Though that the swerde of sorow bite

My wofull herte, through your cruelty.

" My sweet foe, why do ye so for shame,
And thinke ye that furthered be your name.
To love a newe, and ben untrew aye,

And put you in slander now and blame,

And do to me adversitie and grame.
That love you most, God thou wost, alwaye ?

Yet turne ayen, and yet be playne some daye.

And than shall this that now is mis, ben game.
And all foryeve, while I lyve may.

" Lo, herte myne, al this is for to saine,

As whether shall I pray or els plaine,

Which is the way to done you to be trewe ?

For either mote I have you in my chaine,

Or with the detli ye mote depart us twaine.

There bethe none other meane wayes new.
For God so wisely on my soule rewe,

As verily ye slaiue me with the paine.

That mowe ye see unfained on mine hewe.

" For thus ferforth have I my deth sought.

My selfe I murder with my privie thought,

For sorow and routh of your unkindnesse,

I wepe, I waile, I fast, all helpeth naught,

I voide joy that is to speake of aught,

I voide company, I file gladnesse
;

Who may avaunt her better of hevinesse,

Than I 1 and to this plite have ye me brought.

Without gilte, me needeth no witnesse,

" And should I pray, and weiven womanhede.
Nay rather deatli, than do so foule a dede,

And aske mercy and giltlesse, what nede 1

And if I plaine what life I lede.

You recketh not, that know I out of drede.

And if I unto you mine othes bede

For mine excuse, a scorne shall be my mede,
Your chere floureth, but it woll not sede,

Full long agon I might have taken hede.

" For though I had you to morow agayne,

I might as well hold Aprill from raine.

As holde you to maken stedfast.

Almighty God, of trouth the soverain.

Where is that trouth of man, who hath it slayn
'

She that hem loveth, shall hem find as fast.

As in a tempest is a rotten mast ;

Is that a tame beest, that is aye fayne

To renne away, whan he is lest agast ?

" Now mercy sweete, if I missay.

Have I aught said out of the way,
I n'ot, my witte is all away,
I fare as doth the songe of chantepleiu'e.

For now I plaine, and now I play,

I am so mased that I dey,

Arcite hath borne away the key
Of all my world, and my good aventui-e.

" For in this world there is no creature.

Walking in more discomfiture,

Than I, ne more soi'owe endui-e.
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For if I sleepo a furlongc way or tway,

Than thinketh me that your tigure

Before me staiit chid in asure,

Efte to profre a newe assure,

For to ben trewe, aud mercy me to pray.

" The long night, this wonder sight ydrie.

That on tlio day for such affray I die,

And of all this right naught ywis ye retche,

Ne noveniiore mine eyen two hen drye.

And to your routh, and to your troutli I crie

But well away, to ferre been they to fetch !

Thus holdetii me my desteny a wretch,

But me to rede out of this drode or gie,

Ne may my wit (so weake is it) not stretch.

" Than end I thus, sith I may do no more,
I yeve it up for now and evermore,

For I shall never efte putten in balaunce
My sikernesse, ne lerne of love the lore.

But as the swan, I have herde say full yore,

Ayenst his deth woll sing in his penaunce,
So sing I here the destinie and chauuce,
How that Arcite, Annelida so sore

Hath thrilled with the point of remembraunce.

Whan that Annelida this wofuU queene.
Hath of her hand written in this wise.

With face deed, betwixt pale and greenc.

She fell a swoune, and sithe she gan to x'isc.

And unto Mars avoweth sacrifise

Within the temple, with a sorowful chere,

That shapeu was, as ye may plainly here.
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The lyfe so short, the craft so long to lerne,

Th'assay so hard, so sliarpe the conquering.

The dreadful joy alway that flit so yerne.

All this mean I by Love, that my feeling

Astonieth with his wonderful wcrkyng.
So sore ywis, that whan I on him think,

Naught wete 1 wel, whether I flete or sink.

For all be that I know not Love in dede,

Ne wot how that he quiteth folke hir hire.

Yet happeth me full oft in bookes rede

Of his myracles, and of his cruell ire.

There rede I well, he woll be lorde and sire :

1 dare not say his strokes be sore.

But God save such a lorde, I can no more.

Of usage, what for lust and what for lore.

On bookes rede I of, as I you told.

But wherfore spoake I all this ? naught yore

Agon, it happed me to behold
Upon a booke was ywTitten with letters old,

And thereupon a certain thing to lerne.

The long day full fast I radde and yerne.

For out of the old fieldes, as men saithe,

Cometh al this new come fro yere to yere,

And out of old bookes, in good faithe,

Cometh all this new science that men lere,

But now to pui-pose, as of this mattere.

To rede forth it gan me so delite.

That all that day me thought it but a lite.

This booke of which I make mencion.
Entitled was right thus, as I shall tell,

Tjjllius of the dreame of Scipion :

Chapiters seven it had, of Heaven and Hell,

And Earth, and soules that therein dwell.

Of which as shortly as I can it treate.

Of his sentence I woll you saine the greats.

First telleth it, whan Scipion was come '"'

In Aft'ricke, how he meteth iMassinisse,

That him for joy, in amies hath ynome.
Than telleth he hir speach and all the blisse.

That was betwixt hem til the day gan jnisse,

And how his auncester Affrikan so dere,

Gan in his slepe that night til him appere.

Than telleth it, that from a sterrie place,

How Affrikan hath him Cartage shewed,

And warned him befoi-e of all his grace.

And said him, what man Icred eyther lewde,

That loveth common profile well ithewde,

He should into a blissfull place wend.

There as the joy is without any end.

Than asked he, if folke that here been dede

Have life, and dwelling in another j)lace ?

And Affrikan said Ve, without any drede.

And how our present lives space

Ment but a maner death, what way we trace,

And rightfull folke, shull gon after they die

To Heaven, and shewed him the Galaxie.

Than shewed he him the little earth that here is

To regard of the Heavens quantite.

And after shewed he hjon the nine speris,

And after that the melodic heard he.

That commeth of thilke speres thrise three.

That welles of mu^icke been and melodic

In this world here, and cause of armouie.

Than said he him, sens Earth was so lite,

And full of tourment, and of harde grace.

That he ne should him in this world delite :

Than told he hun, in certain yeres space,

That every sterre should come into his j)lace,

There it was first, and all should out of mind,

That in this world is done of all mankind.
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Than prayed him Scipion, to toil him all

The way to come into that Heaven blisse,

And he said :
" First know thy selfe immortall,

And loi^e aie besely that thou werche and wisse

To common profite, and thou shalt not misse

To come swiftly unto that place dere.

That full of blisse is, and of soules clere.

" And breakers of the law, soth to saine,

And likerous folke, after that they been dede,

Sliall whirle about the world aUvwy in paine

Till many a world be passed out of drede,

And than, foryeven all hir wicked dede,

Tlian shullen they come to that blisfuU place.

To which to comen, God send thee grace."

The day gan failen, and the darke night

That reveth beastes from hir businesse,

Beraft me my booke fur lacke of light,

And to my bedde I gan me for to dresse.

Fulfilled of thought and besie heavinesse,

For both I liad thyng, which that I n'old.

And eke I ne had that thing that I wold.

But finally my spirite at last,

Forweary of my labour all that day,

Tooke rest, that made me to slepe fast,

And in my sleepe I mette, as that I say,

How Affrikan, right in the selfe aray
That Scipion him saw, before that tide.

Was come, and stode right at my beds side.

The wearie hunter sleeping in his bedde.
The wood ayen his mind goeth auone.
The judge di'emeth how his plees be spedde.

The carter dremeth how his cartes gone.

The rich of gold, the knight fights with his fone.

The sicke mette he drinketh of the tonne.

The lover mette he hath his lady wonue.

Can I not saine, if that the cause were
For I had radde of Affrikan beforne,

That made me to mete that he stood there,

But thus said he : " Thou hast thee so well borne
In looking of mine old booke all to torne,

Of which Macrobie raught not a lite,

That some dele of thy labour would I quite."

Citherea, thou blisful lady swete.
That with thy fire brond dauntest whan thee lest,

That madest me this sweven for to mete.
Be thou my helpe in this, for thou maist best,

As wisely as I seigh the north northwest, ^^-CJ--^

Whan I began my sweven for to write, i -V-
So yeve me might to rime it and eudite.

This foresaid Affrikan me hent anone,
And forthwith him to a gate brought.
Right of a parke, walled with grene stone.

And over the gate, with letters large y wrought.
There were verse ywritten as me thought
On either halfe, of full great difference,

Of which I shall you say the playne sentence :

" Through me men gon into the blisful place
Of hertes heale and dedly woundes cure,
Through me men gon into the well of grace.
There grene and lusty May shall ever endure,
This is the way to all good aventure,
Be glad thou reader, and thy sorow off cast,

All open am I, passe m audspede thee fast."

"Through me men gon" (than spake the other side)

" Unto the mortall strokes of the speare.

Of which Disdaine and Danger is the gide
;

There never tree shall fruit ne leaves beare.

This streme you ledeth to the sorowful were,
There as the fish in pryson is all dry.

The eschewing is onely the remedy."

These verses of gold and asure ywritten weare,
Of which I gan astonied to behold,

For with that one encreased all my feare,

And with that other gan my herte to bolde.

That one me hette, that other did me colde,

No wit had I for errour for to chese.

To enter or flie, or me to save or lese.

Right as betwene adamants two,

Of even weight, a peece of yron set

Ne hath no might to move ne to ne fro,

For vvliat that one may hale that other let,

So fared I, that I n'ist where me was bet

To entre or leave, till Affrikan my gide.

Me hent and shove in at the gates wide.

And said, " It standeth written in thy face.

Thine errour, though thou tell it not me.
But dread thee not to corae into this place.

For this writing is nothing meant by thee,

Ne by none, but he Love's servaunt bee.

For thou of love hast lost thy tast of gesse,

As sicke men hath, of swete and bitternesse.

" But natheles, although thou he dull.

That thou canst not doe, yet mayst thou see,

For many a man that may not stand a pull,

Yet liketh it him at the wrestlyng for to lie.

And demeth yet, whether he doe bet, or he.

And if thou haddest connyng for t'endite,

I shall thee shew matter of to write."

And with that my hand in his he toke anon.

Of which I comfoi't caught, and went in fast,

But Lord so I was glad, and well begon,

For over all, where I mine eyen cast.

Were trees clad with leaves, that aie shal last

Eche in his kind, with colour fresh and grene.

As emeraude, that joy it was to sene. v' Ji

The bilder oke, and eke the hardy asshe, ^ y

'

The piller elme, the coffre unto caraine, Vv-

The boxe pipe tree, holme to whippes lasshe.

The sailing firre, the cipres death to plaine.

The shooter ewe, the aspe for shaftes plaine.

The olive of peace, and eke the dronken vine.

The victor palme, the laurer too divine.

A gardein saw I full of blosomed bowis.

Upon a river in a grene mede.
There as sweetnesse evermore inough is.

With floures white, blewe, yelowe, and rede,

And cold welle streames, nothing dede.

That swommen full of smale fishes light.

With finnes rede, and scales silver bright.

On every bough the birdes heard I sing.

With voice of angcll in hir armonie,-

That busied hem hir birdes forth to bring.

The little pretty conies to hir play gan hie,

And further all about I gan espie

The dredeful roe, the buck, tlie Hart, and hind.

Squirrels, and beastes small of gentle kind.

'iv



V. 1!»7—322 THE ASSEMBLY OF FOULES. 351

( »t instruments of strinji^es in accorde
III ard I so ])l:iy a ravisliinj]f swotnesse,

'I'luit (iod, that maker is of all and Lorde,
N' heard never better, as 1 gesso,

I li.rewith a wind, unneth it might be lesse,

.Made in the leaves grene a noise soft

Aicordant to the foules song on loft.

Tlio aire of the place so attempre was,

That never was ther grevance of hot ne cold,

'riicrc was eke every holsome spice and gras,
Vc no man may there waxe sicke ne old,

\ ft was there more joy o thousand fold,

Than I can tell or ever could or might,
TliLi'e is ever clere day, and never uight.

I'lider a tree beside a well I sey
, ,

('ii|iide, our lorde, his arrowcs forge and file,

Ami at his feete his bowe already lay, ,.'•!*
Ami well his dougliter tempred all the while
Till' heddes in the well, with her wile

She couched hem after, as they should serve

Some to slee, and some to wound and carve.

Tho was I ware of Pleasaunce anon right.

And of Array, Lust, Beauty, and Curtcsie,

And of the Craft, that can and hath the might
To don by force a wight to don folie :

Disfigured was she, 1 will not lie,

And by himselfe, under an oke I gesse,

Sawe I Delite, that stood with Gentleuesse.

Than saw I Beauty, with a nice attire,

And Youth, full of game and jolitee,

Foole-hardinesse, Flatterie, and Desire,

Messagerie, Mede, and other three,

Hir names shall not here be told for me
;

And upon pillers great of jasper long,

I sawe a temple of brasse yfounded strong. ^^^

And about the temple daunced alway
\

Women inow, of wliich some there were
Faire of hemself, and some of hem were gay,
In kirtiis all disheveled went they there,

That was their office ever, fro yore to yere ;

And on the temple, saw I white and faire,

Of doves sitting many a thousand paire.

And before the templa doore full soberly, ^
Dame Peace sat, a curtaine in her honde, ^ ,i

And her beside wonder discretly,
'

Dame Pacicnce, sitting there 1 fonde,
With face pale, upon an hill of sonde.
And alther next, within and without.
Behest and Arte, and of her folke a rout.

Within the temple, of sighes bote as fire,

I heai-d a swough that gan about ren, ''

Which sighes were engendred with desire, Cjl.'-

''

That made every lierte for to bren \ -'^p
Of newe flambe, and well espied I then.
That all the cause of sorowes that they drie

Come of the bitter goddess Jalousie.

The god Priapus saw I as I went
Within the tomple, in soverain place stond,
In such ai-ray, as whan the asse him shent
With crie by night, and with sceptre in honde

;

Full busilie men gan assay and fonde,
Upon his hedde to set of sondrie hewe,
Garlandes full of freshe floures newe.

And in a ])rivie corner, in disport

Found I Venus, and her porter Richosse,
That was full noble and liautcin of her port

;

Darke was that jilace, but after lightnesso

I sawe a lite, unnethes it might be lesse.

And on a bed of golde she lay to rest,

Till that the hote Sonne gan to west.

Her gilte heeres with a gold threde
Ybouud were, unti-essed as she lay,

And naked from the brest unto the hede.
Men might her see, and sothly for to sale.

The reninaunt, covered well to my paie,

Right with a little kerchefe of Valence,
There was no thicker clothe of defence.

The place gave a thousand savours soote,

And Bacchus god of wine sate her beside.

And Ceres next, that doeth of hunger boote,

And as I said, amiddes lay Cupide,
To whom on knees, the yonge folkes cride.

To be their helpe, but thus I let her lie,

And farther in her temple I gan espie.

That in dispite of Diane the chaste.

Full many a bowe y broke hing on the wall,

Of maidens, such as gone hir times waste
In her service : and painted over all.

Of many a storic, of which I touch sliall

A fewe, as of Calixte, and Athalant,
And many a maid, of which the name I want.

Semyramus, Candace, and Hercules,
Biblis, Dido, Tisbe, and Piramus,
Tristram, Isoude, Paris, and Achilles,

Ilelaine, Cleopatre, and Troilus,

Sylla, and eke the mother of Romulus,
All these were payntcd on that other side,

And all hii' love, and iu what plite they dide.

Whan I was commen ayen into the place
That I of sj)ake, that was so soote and grene.
Forth walked I tho, my selven to solace,

Tho was I ware, where there sate a queue.
That as of light the sommer Sunne shene
Passcth the sterre, right so over mesure.
She fairer was than any creature.

And in a laundc, upon an hill of floures.

Was set this noble goddessc Nature,
Of branches were her halles and her boures
Ywrought, after her craft and her mesure, . . ,

Ne there n'as foul that cometh of engendrure, - (I' (aA
That there ne were prest in her presence,

^ i

To take hir dome and yeve hir audience. "p
~^

For this was on sainct Valentines day,

Whan every foule cometh to chese hir make, ^, ^ '

Of every kind that men thinke may, i , ,

And that so liuge a noise gan they make, ^ ' J
That earth, sea, and tree, and every lake, ^Uo-i
So full was, that unneth there was space ^ ^^
For me to stand, so full was all the place.

And right as Alain, in the Plaint of Kinde,

Deviseth Nature of such araie and face.

In suche aray men might her there finde.

This noble empresse full of all grace.

Bad every foule take hir owne place.

As they were wont alway, fro yere to yere,

On sainct Valentines day, standen there.
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That is to say, the foules of ravine

Were highest set, and than the foules smale,

That eaten as that nature would encline.

As wornie or thing, of which I tell no tale,

But water foule sat lowest in the dale.

And fonles that liveth by seed sat on the grene,

And that so many, that wonder was to sene.

There might men the royall egle find,

That with his sharpe looke perseth the Son,

And other egles of a lower kind,

Of which that clerkes well devisen con ;

There was the tyrant with his fethers don,

And grene, I mean the goshauke that doth pine

To birdes, for his outragious ravine.

The gentle faucon, that with his fete distreineth

The kings hand, the hardy sperhauke eke,

The quailes foe, the merlion that peineth

Himself full oft the larke for to seke,

There was the dove, with her even meke.
The jelous swan, ayenst his deth that singeth,

The oul eke, thai of deth the bode bringeth.

The crane, the geaunt, with his trompes soune,

The thief the chough, and the chattring pie.

The scorning jaye, the eles foe the heroune,
The false lapwing, full of trecherie,

The stare, that the counsaile can bewrie.

The tame ruddocke, and the coward kite,

The cocke, that horiloge is of thorpes lite.

The sparowe Venus' son, and the nightingale

That clepeth forth the fresh leaves new.
The swalowe, raurdrer of the bees smale
That maken honie of floures fresh of hew.
The wedded turtell, with his herte true,

The pecocke, with his angel fethers bright.

The fesauut, scorner of the cocke by night.

The waker gose, the cuckowe ever unkind,
The popmgey, full of delicasy.

The di-ake, stroier of his owne kind,

Tlie storke, wreker of aduoutry.
The hote cormeraunt, ful of glotony,

The ravin and the crowe, with her voice of care,
The throstell olde, and the frostie feldefare.

What should I say ? of foules of every kind,
That in this world have fethers and stature,

Men might in that place assembled find,

Before that noble goddess of Nature,
And eche of them did his busie cure,
Benignely to chese, or for to take
By her accorde, his formell or his make.

But to the point : Nature held on her hond,
A formell egle, of shape the gentillest,

That ever she among her workes fond,
The most benigne, and eke tlie goodliest.

In her was every vertue, at his rest

So farforth, that Nature her selfe had blisse,

To looke OQ her, and oft her beeke to kisse.

Nature, the vicar of the almightie Lord,
That hote, colde, hevie, light, moist, and drie,
Hath knit, by even number of accord.
In easie voice, began to speake and say,
" Foules, take heed of my sentence I pray.
And for your own ease, in furdring of your need,
As fast as I may speak, I will me speed.

" Ye knowe wel, how on Saint Valentines day.
By my statute, and through my governance.
Ye do chese your makes, and after flie away
With hem, as I pricke you with pleasauuce.
But nathelesse, as by rightfull ordinaunce.
May I not let, for all this world to win.

But he that most worthiest is shall begin,

" The tercell egle, as ye know full wele.

The foule royall, above you all in degre.

The wise and worthie, the secret true as stele.

The which I have formed, as ye may see.

In every parte as it best liketh mee.
It nedeth not his shape you to devise.

He shall first chese, and speken in his gise.

" And after him, by order shall ye chese.

After your kind, everiehe as you liketh.

And as your hap is, shall ye win or lese.

But which of you that love most entriketh,

God sonde him her that sorest for him siketh :"

And therewithall, the tercell gan she call,

And said, " My Sonne, the choise is to thee fall.

" But nathelesse, in this condicion

Must be the choice of everiehe that is here.

That she agree to his election.

Who so he be, that should been her fere.

This is our usage ahvay, fro yere to yere,

And who so may at this time have his grace,

In blisfuU time he came into this place."

With hed enclined, and with ful humble chere.

This roial tercell spake, and taried nought,
" Unto my soveraine lady, and not my fere,

I chose and chese, with will, herte, and thought.

The formell on your hand, so wel ywrought,
Whose I am all, and ever will her serve.

Doe what her luste, to doe me live or sterve.

" Besechyng her of mercy, and of grace.

As she that is my ladie soveraine.

Or let me die here present in this place.

For certes long may I not live in paine,

For in my herte is corven every vaine,

Having regard onely to my trouth,

My dere herte, have on my wo some routh.

" And if I be found to her untrue,

Disobeisaunt, or wilfuU negligent,

Avauntour, or in processe love a newe,

I pi-ay to you this be my judgement,

That with these foules 1 be all to rent.

That ilke day that she me ever find

To her untrue, or in my gilte unkind.

" And sitli that none loveth her so well as I,

Although she never of love me behet,

Than ought she be mine through her mercy.

For other boude can I none on her knet

:

For wele nor wo never shall I let

To serve her, how farre so that she wende.

Say what you list, my tale is at an ende."

Right as the fresh redde rose newe
Against the sommer Sunne coloured is.

Right so for shame all waxen gan the hewe
Of this formell, whan she heard all this.

Neither she auswerde well, ue said amis.

So sore abashed was she, till that Nature
Said, " Doughter drede you not, I you assure."
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Another terccll egle spake anon,

Of lower kind, and said, " That should not be,

I love her bettor than _ve doe, by sain: John,
Or at tiie least, 1 love her as well as _ve.

And lenger have served her in my degree,

And if she should have loved for long loving,

To me alone had be the guerdoning.

" I dare eke say, if she me finde false,

Unkind jangler, or rebell in any wise,

Or jelous, doe me hang by the halse.

And but I beare me in her servise

As well as my wit can me suffise,

Fro point to point, her honour for to save,

Take she my hie, and all the good I have."

The third tercell egle answerde tho,

" Now sirs, ye see the little leaser here,

For every foule crieth out to be ago
Forth with his make, or with his lady dcre :

And eke Nature her self ne will not here

For tarying her, not half that I would sey.

And but I speake, I must for soitow dey.

" Of long service avaunt I me nothing.

But as possible is me to die to day
For wo, as he that hath be languishing

This twenty winter, and wel it happen may,
A man may serve better, and more to pay.

In half a year, although it were no more,
Than some man doth that hath served full yore.

" I ne say not this by me, for I ne can
Do no service that may my lady please.

But I dare say I am her trewest man.
As to my dome, and fainest wolde her please :

At short wordes, till that death me cease,

I will be hers, whether I wake or winke,

And trewe in all that herte may bethinke."

Of al my life, sith that day I was borne,

So gentle plee in love or other thing,

Ne herde never no man me beforne,

Who so that had leiser and conning
For to rehearse their chore, and their speaking;

And from the morrow gan this spech last,

Till downward went the Sunne wonder fast.

The noyse of foules for to be deliverd.

So loude rang, " Have don and let us wend,"
That well weend I, the wood had al to shiverd :

" Come oft'," they cryd, " alas, ye will us sliend,

Whan shal your cursed pleding have an end?
How should a judge either party leve,

For ye or nay, without any prove?"

The goos, the duck, and the cuckowe also,

So cried " Keke, keke, Cuckow, Queke, queke, hie,''

Through mine eares the noise went tho.

The goos said than " Al this n'is worth a flie.

But I can shape hereof a remedic,
And will say my verdite, faire and swithc,

. For water foule, whoso be wroth or blithe."

f
** And I for worm foule," said the fole cuckow,
" For I will of mine own authorite,

For common spede, take on me the charge now,
For to deliver us it is great charite."

' " Ye may abide a while, yet perde,"
(Quod the turtei) " if it be your will,

A wight may speak, it were as good be still.

" I am a sede foule, one tho unworthiest,
That wote 1 well, and leest of conning,
But better is that a wights tonge rest.

Than entreniete him of such doing
Of which he neitlier rede can nor sing,

And who so it doth, full foule himself acloycth.
For office uncommitted oft annoyeth."

Nature, which that alway had an eare
To murmure of the Icwdenesse behind.
With facond voice said, " Hold your tongues there.

And I shall soonc, I hoi)e, a couns.->.ile hnd,
You for to deliver, and fro this noyse unbind :

I charge of every flock ye shall one call,

To say the verdite of you foules all."

Assented were to this conclusion,

The birdes all : and foules of ravine
Have chosen fii*st by plaiuc election,

The tercelet of the faucon to define

All hir sentence, and as him lust to termine.
And to Nature him they did present.

And she accepteth him with glad eutent.

The tercelet said than in this manere,
" Full hard it were to prevc it by reason,

Who loveth best this gentle fonnell here.

For everich hath such replicatioun,

That by skils may none be brought adoun,
I cannot see that arguments availe,

Than seemeth it there must be battaile."

" All ready" (quod these eagle tercels tho :)
" Nay sirs," (quod he) " if that I durst it say.

Ye do me wrong, my tale is not ydo :

For sirs, taketh nat a greefe I l)i'ay.

It may not be as ye would, in this way,
Ours is the voice, that have the charge in hand.

And to the judges dome ye must stand.

1
" And, therefore, peace I say, as to my wit.

Me would thinke, how that the worthiest

Of knighthood, and longest had used it,

Most of estate, of blood the gentillest.

Were fitting for her, if that her lost.

And of these three, she wote herselfe I trow
Which that he be, for it is light to know."

The water foules have their heads laid

Togider, and of short avisement,

Whan everiche had this verdite said,

They said soothly all by one assent,

How that the goos, witli the facond gent.

That so desireth to pronounce our node,

Shal tel her tale, and praid to God her spede.

And for these water foules tho began
The goose to speake, and in her cakeling

She said, " Peace now-, take keep every man.
And herken which a reason I shall foi-th bring.

My witte is sharpe, I love no tarrying,

I say, I rede him, tho he were my l)rother,

But she will love him, let him love another."

" Lo, here a parfite reason of a goose"

(Quod the sporhauke) "never mote she the,

Lo, such a thing it is to have a tongue lose :

Now parde foole, yet were it better for the

Have held thy peace than shcwd thy nicete;

It lieth nat in his wit, nor in his will.

But sooth is said, a fole cannot be still."
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The laughter arose of gentill foules all,

And riglit anoiie the seed foules chosen !;ad

The turtle true, and gan her to hem call,

And prayed her to say the sooth sad

Of this matter, and asked what she rad ?

And she answerd, that plainly her entent

She would shew, and soothly what she ment.

"Nay, God forbcde a lover should chaunge,"

The turtle said (and wex for shame all red)
" Though that his lady evermore be straunge,

Yet let him serve her alway, till he be deed.

Forsooth, 1 praise not the gooses reed,

For tho she died, I would none other make,

I will be hei-s, till that the death me take."

" Well ybourded" (quod the duck) "by my hat.

That men should love alway causelesse,

Who can a reason find, or wit in that ?

Dauneeth he merry that is mirthlesse ?

Who should recke of that is retchlesse 1

Ye queke yet," quod the duck, " full well and fair,

There be mo sterres in the skie than a pair."

" Now fie churle," quod the gentle tercelet,

" Out of the dunghill came that word aright.

Thou canst not see which thing is well beset.

Thou farest by love as owles do by light.

The day hem blindeth, full well they see by night.

Thy kind is of so low wretchedness.

That what love is thou canst not see nor gess."

Tho gan the cuckow put him forth in preaee,
For foule that eateth worme, and said blive :

" So I," quod he, " may have my make in peace,
I retch not how long that ye strive,

Let ech of hem be soleine all hir live.

This is my rede, sens they may nat accord.
This short lesson needeth not record."

"Ye, have the glutton filde his paunch
Than are we well," said the emerlon,
" Thou murdrer of the heysugge on the braunch
That brought thee forth, thou ruful glutton,
Live thou solein, wormes coi-rupticn.

For no force is of lack of thy natui-e,

Go, leude be thou while the world may dure."

« Now peace," quod Nature, " I commaunde here.
For I have heard all your opinion.

And in effect yet be we never the nere.
But finally, this is my conclusion,

That she her selfe shall have her election

Of whom her list, who so be wrothe or blithe.

Him that she cheseth, he shall her have as swithe.

" For sith it may not here discussed be
Who loveth her best, as said the tercelet.

Than woll I done this favour to her, that she
Shall have right him on whom her herte is set.

And he her, that his herte hath on lier knet
;

This judge I Nature, for I may not lie

To none estate, I have none other eye.

" But as for counsaile for to chuse a make.
If I were reason, than would I

Counsaile you the royal tercell take,
As said the tercelet full skilfully,

As for the gentillest and most worthy,

Which I have wroght so wel to my plesaunce
That to you it ought ben a suffisauuce."

With dredeful voice that formei her answerd,
" My rightful lady, goddess of Nature,
Sooth is, that I am ever under your yerd,

As is everich other creature.

And must be yours while my life may dui'e.

And therefore graunt me my first boone,
And mine entent you woll I say right soone."

" I graunt it you," quod she, and right anone
This formei eagle spake in this degree :

" Almighty quene, unto this year be done
I aske respite for to avisen mee.
And after that to have my choice all free,

This all and some that I would speak and sey,

Ye get no more, although you do me dey.

" I woll not serven Venus ne Cupide,

Forsooth as yet, by no maner way."
"Now sens it may none other ways betide"

(Quod Nature) " here is no more to say.

Than would I that these foules were away,
Ech with his make, for tarying lenger here,"

And said hem thus, as ye shall after here.

" To you speke I, ye tercelets," (quod Nature)
" Beth of good herte, and serveth all three,

A yeare is not so long to endure.

And ech of you paine him in his degree,

For to do well, for God wote quit is she

Fro you this year, what after so befall.

This entremes is dressed for you all."

And whan this werk brought was to an end.

To evei'y foule Nature yave his make.
By even accord, and on hir way they wend.

And Lord the blisse and joy that they make,
For ech of hem gan other in his wings take.

And with hir neckes ech gan other winde,

Thanking alway the noble goddess of kinde.

But first were chosen foules for to sing.

As yere by yere was alway hir usaunce.
To sing a roundel at hir departing.

To do Nature honour and pleasaunce ;

The note I trow maked was in Fraunce,
The words were such as ye may here find,

The next verse, as I now have in mind.
Qui bien ayme tard oublye.

" Now welcome summer, with thy sunnes soft, 0<^

That hast this winter weathers overshake, \^
Saint Valentine, thou art full high on loft, q^
Which drivest away the long nights blake ;,

Thus singen smale foules for thy sake, ^
Well have they cause for to gladen oft, >^

Sens each of hem recovered hath his make, \r

Full blisful may they sing whan they awake." i^

And with the shouting whan hir song was do.

That the foules made at hir flight away,

I woke, and other bookes took me to

To rede upon and yet I rede alway,

I hope ywis to rede so some day.

That I shall mete something for to fare

The bet, and thus to rede I nill not spare.
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In May, whan Flora the fresh lusty quene,

The soile hath oladde in grene, red, and whight,

And Phebus gan to shedo his strcmcs slieiie

Amidde the Bulle, with all the beanies bright,

And Lucifer to chace away the night,

Ayen the morow our orizont hath take,

To bid all lovers out of hii* slepe awake.

And hertes heavy for to recomfort
From dreriiied of heavy night sorowe,

Nature bad hem rise and hem disport

Ayen the goodly glad grey morowe.
And Hope also, with saint Johan to borowe,
Bad, in dispite of daunger and dispaire,

For to take the holsome lusty aire.

And with a sigh, I gan for to abreidc

Out of my slumber, and sodainly up starte,

As he (alas) that nigh for sorow deide,

My sicknesse sate aye so nie my herte
;

But for to finde succour of my smart,
Or at the least some release of my peuie,

That me so tore halte in every veine.

I rose anone, and tliought I woulde gone
Into the woode, to heare the birdes sing.

Whan that the misty vapour was agone.
And cleare and faire was the morning.
The dewe also like silver in shining

Upon the leaves, as any baume swete,

TUl firy Titan with his persant hete

Had dried up the lusty licour now
Upon the herbes in the grenc mede,
And that the floures of many divers hew,
Upon hir stalkes gon for to sprede.
And for to splay out hir leves in brede
Againc the Sunne, gold burned in his spcre,

That doune to hem cast his beames clere.

And by a river forth I gan costay.

Of water clerc as birell or cristall,

Till at the last, I found a little way
Toward a parke, enclosed with a wall

In compace rounde, and by a gate small
Who so that would might freely gone
Into this parke, walled with grene stone.

And in I went to heare the birdes song,

Which on the braunches, botii in plaiue and vale,

So loud sang that all the wood rong.
Like as it should shiver in peeces smale
And, as me thought, that the nightingale
With so great might her voice gan out wrest.
Right as her herte for love would brest.

The soile vvas plaine, smoth, and wonder soft,

All oversprad with tapettes that Nature
Had made her selfe : covered eke aloft

With bowes greene the fioures for to cure,

Thai in hir beauty they may long endure
From all assaut of Phebus fervent fere.

Which in his sphei-e so hote shone and clere.

The aire attempre, and the smothe wind
Of Zcpherus, among the blosonies wliite.

So holsome was, and so nourishing by kind.

That smale buddcs and round blosomcs lite

In manor gan of hir brethe delite.

To yeve us hope there fruite shall take
Ayenst autumne redy for to shake.

I saw the Daphcne closed under rinde,

Greene laurer, and the holsome pine,

The mirre also that wepeth ever of kinde.

The codros hie, upright as a line,

The filbert eke, that lowe doth encline

Her bowes grene to the earth ailoun.

Unto her knight called Demophoun.

There sawe I eke the frcshc hauthorne
In white motley, that so swote doth smell,

Ashe, firre, and oke, with many a yong acorn.

Ami many a tree mo than I can tell,

And me beforne I sawe a little well.

That had his course, as I gan bcholde.

Under an hill, with quicke stremes colde.

The gravel gold, the water pure as glasse.

The bankes round the well environyng,

And soft as velvet the yonge grasse

That thereupon lustely came springyng.

The sute of trees about compassyiig,

Hir shadow cast, closing the well round,

And all the herbes growing on the ground.

The water holsome was, and so vertuous,

Through might of herbes growing beside,

Not liko the welle where as Narcissus

Yslaine was, through vengeaunce of Cupide,

Where so covertly he did hide

The gi-aine of deatli upon eclie brinke.

That death mote folow who that ever drirke.

Ne like the pitte of the Pegace,

Under Pernaso, where poets slept.

Nor like the welle of pure chastite.

Which that Diane with her nimphes kept

Whan she naked into the water leiJte,

That slowe Acteon with her hondes fell,

Onely for he came so nigh the well.

A A 2
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But this welle that I here of rehearse,

So holsonie was, that it would aswage

BoUeu hertes, and the veiiim pearce

Of pcnsifehed with all the cruell rage,

And overmore refresh the viage

Of hem that were in any weriiiesse

Of great labour, or fallen in distresse.

And I that had through daunger and disdain

So drye a thurst, thought I wuuld assay

To taste a draught of this welle or twain,

My bitter languor if it might alay.

And on the banke anone doune I lay,

And with mine lied unto the welle I raught,

And of the water di'anke I a good draught.

Wherof me thought I was refreshed wele

Of the brennyng that sate so nigh my herte,

That, verily, anone I gan to fele

Au huge parte released of my smart,

And therewithall, anone, up I start.

And thought I would walke and see more.
Forth in the parke, and in the holtes hore.

And through a laund as I yede apace,

And gan about fast to behold,

I found anone a delectable place.

That was beset with trees young and old,

Whose names here for me shall not be told,

Amidde of which stood an herber greene,

That benched was, with colours new and clene.

This herber was full of floiires gende,
Into the which, as I beholde gan.
Betwixt an hulfeere and a woodbende,
As I was ware, I saw where lay a man
In blacke, and white colour pale and wan,
And wonder deadly also of his hewe.
Of hurtes greue and fresh woundes new.

And ovei-more, distrayned with sicknesse.

Beside all this, he was full grevously,
For upon him he had an hote accesse.

That day by day him shooke full pitously,

So that for constrayning of his malady
And hertely wo, thus lying alone,

It was a death for to hear him grone.

Whereof astonied, my fote I gan withdraw,
Greatly wondring what it might be,
That he so lay, and had no felaw,

Ne that I could no wight with him see.

Whereof I had routhe and eke pite.

And gan anone, so softly as I coude.
Among the bushes prively me to shroude.

I that I might in any wise aspy
What was the cause of his deedly wo,
Or why that he so pitously gan cry
On his fortune, and on ure also,

With all my might I laid an eare to.

Every word to marke what he said.

Out of his swough amonge as he abraid.

But first, if I should make mencion
Of his person, and plainely him discrive.
He was in sothe, without "excepeion.
To speake of manhood, one the best on live

;

There may no man ayen trouth strive.
For of his tyme, and of his age also,

He proved was, there men shuld have ado,

For one of the best therto of brede and length.

So well ymade by good proporcion,

If he had be in his deliver strength
;

But thought and sicknesse were occasion

That he thus lay in lamentacion,

Gruffe on the ground, in place desolate,

Sole by himselfe, awhaped and amate.

And for me seemeth that it is fitting

His wordes all to put in remembraunce,
To me, that heard all his complaining.

And all the gi'ound of his wofuU chaunce.
If there withall I may you do pleasaunce,

I woll to you, so as I can, anone,

Lyke as he sayd, rehearce everichone.

But who shall helpe me now to complain.
Or who shall now my stile gie or lede ?

O Niobe, let now thy teares rain

In to my penne ! and helpe eke in uede.

Thou, wofuU MjTre ! that felest my herte bleile

Of pitous wo, and mine hand eke quake,
Whan that I write, for this mannes sake.

For unto wo accordeth complayning.
And dolefull chere unto heavinesse.

To sorow also, sighing and wcping.

And pitous mourning unto drerinesse.

And who that shall write of distresse,

In party needeth to know feelingly

Cause and roote of all soch malady.

But I alas, that am of witte but dull.

And have no knowing of such matere,
For to discrive, and write at the full

The wofuU complaint, which that ye shall here,

But even like as doth a skrivenere,

That can no more what that he shall write,

But as his maister beside doth endite
;

Right so fare I, that of no sentement
Say right naught in conclusion,

But as I herde whan I was present.

This man complaine with a pitous soun,

For, even hke, without addicioun.

Or disencrease, eyther more or lesse,

For to rehearse anone I woll me dresse.

And if that any now be in this place.

That fele in love brenning of fervence.

Or hindred were to his ladies grace

With false tonges, that with pestilence

Slee trewe men that never did offence

In worde nor deed, ne in hir entent.

If any such be liere now present,

Let him of routh lay to audience,

With doleful chere, and sobre countenaunce.

To here this man, by full hye sentence.

His mortall wo, and his perturbaunce
Complayning, now lying in a traunce,

W'ith lookes upcast and rufull chere,

Theffect of which was as ye shall here.

" The thought oppressed with inward sighs sore.

The painful life, the body languishing.

The woful ghost, the herte rent and tore,

The pitous chere pale in complayning.
The deedly face, like ashes in shining.

The salte teares that from mine eyen fall,

Percel declare ground of my paynes all.
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" Whose lu'fte is ground to Medo in hevinesse.

The thought rceeit of wo aud of eoniidaiiit,

The brest is clicst of dole and drerinesse,

Tiie body ckc so feeble and so faint.

With hote and colde mine accesse is so niaint.

That now I chiver for defaut of heat,

And liote as glede uow sodainly I sweat.

" No»v hote as fire, now colde as ashes deed,

Now hote for cold, now cold foi* heat agaiiic.

Now cold as yse, now as coles reed,

For heate I brenne, and thus betwixe twaine,

I possed am, and all forecast in paine,

So that my heato plainly as I fele,

Of greevous colde is cause every dele.

*' This is the colde of inward hie disdain,

Colde of dispitc, and colde of cruell hate,

This is the colde that ever doth his besie pain

Ayenst trouth to fight and debate,

This is the colde that the fire aliate

Of trewe meaning, alas, the harde while,

This is the colde that woll me begile.

" For ever the better that in troulh I ment
With all my might faithfully to serve.

With herte and all to be diligent,

The lesse thanke, alas, I can deserve :

Thus for my trouth danger doth me sterve,

For one that should my death of mercy lot,

Hath made dispite new his swerde to whet

" Against me, and his arowes to file

To take vengeaunce of wilful! cruelte
;

And tonges false, through hir sleightly wile,

Han gonne a werre that will not stinted be.

And False Envie, Wrath and Enmite,
Have conspired against all right aud law,

Of hir malice, that Trouth shall be slaw.

"And Malebouche gan first the tale tell.

To sclaunder Trouth of indignacion.

And False-reporte so loude i-ange the bell

That Misbeleefe and False-suspection

Have Trouth brought to his dampnacion,
So that, alas, wrongfully he dieth.

And Falsenesse now his place occupieth.

" And entred is in to Trouthes londe,

And hath thereof the full possession.
,

rightfull God, that first the trouth fonde.

How may thou suffre soch oppression.

That Falsheed should have jurisdiction

In Trouthes right to slee him giltles ?

In his fraunchise he may not live in pees
;

" Falsly accused, and of his fone forjudged,

Without answere, while he was absent,

He damned was, and may not be excused.
For Cruelte sate in judgement
Of hastinesse without advisement.
And badde Disdaine do execute anone.
His judgement in presence of his fone.

" Attourney may none admitted been
To excuse Trouth, ne a worde to speke.

To Faith or othe the judge list not seen,

There is no game, but he will be wreke :

Lord of trouth, to thee I call and clepe !

How may thou see thus in thy presence,

Without mercy murdred innocence 1

" Niiw God, that art of trouth soveraine.

And seest how I lie for trouth bound,
So soi-e knit in loves firie chaine.

Even at the death through girte with many a wound.
That likely are never for to sound,
Aud for my trouth am dampued to the death,

And ijot abide, but draw along the breath ;

" Consider and see in thine eternal right,

IIow that mine herte professed whilom was,
For to be trewe with all my full might,

Onely to one the which now, alas,

Of volunte, without any trespas.

My accusoui's hath taken unto grace,

Aud cherisheth hem my death to pui'chace.

" What meaneth this ? what is this wonder ure

Of purveyaunce if I shall it call.

Of god of love, that false hem so assure.

And trewe, alas, downe of the whele ben fall,

And yet, in sothe, this is the worst of all.

That Falshed wrongfully of Troth hath the name,
And Trouth ayenward of Falshed beareth the blame.

" This blind chaunce, this stormy aventure.

In love hath most his experience.

For who that doth with ti-outh most his cure.

Shall for his mede finde most offence.

That serveth love with all his diligence :

For who can faine under lowlyhede,

Ne fayleth not to finde grace and spede.

" For I loved one, full long sith agone.

With all mine herte, body, and full might.

And to be deed my herte can not gone

From his hestc, but hold that he hath higlit,

Though I be banished out of her sight.

And by her mouth dampned that I shall dey.

Unto my best yet I will ever obey.

" For ever sith that the world began,

Who so liste looke, and in story rede.

He shall aye find that the trewe man
Was put abacke, whereas the falshede

Yfurthered was : for Love taketh none hede

To slee the trew, and hath of hem no charge,

Where as the false goeth frely at hir large.

" I take record of Palamides,

The trewe man, the noble worthy knight,

That ever loved, and of his paine no relees,

Notwithstanding his manhood and his might.

Love unto him did full great unright.

For aye the bet he did in chevalrie,

The more he was hiudred by envie.

" And aye the better he did in every place,

Through his knighthood and busie payne,

The ferder was he from his ladies gi-ace.

For to her mercy might he never attayne,

And to his death he coud it not rcfrayne

For no daungere, but aye oliey and serve.

As he best coude, plauily till he sterve.

" What was the fine also of Hercules,

For all his conquest and his worthinesse.

That was of strength alone peerles,

For like as bookes of him list expresse,

He set pillers through his hie prowesse,

Away at Gades, for to signifie,

That no man might him passe in chevalrie :
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" The which pillers ferre beyond Inde,

Be set of gold for a remembraunee :

Aud for all that was he set behmde,

With hem that love list feebly avaunce.

For him set last upon a daunce

Against whom helpe may no strife,

For all his trouth he lost his life.

" Phebus also, for his pleasaunt light,

Whan that he went here in earth lowe,

Unto the herte with Venus sight

Ywounded was through Cupides bowe.

And yet his lady list him not to knowe,

Though for her love his herte did blede,

She let him go, and toke of him no hede.

« What shall I say of yonge Piramus ?

Of trewe Tristram, for all his hie renowne,

Of Achilles, or of Antonius,

Of Arcite, or of him Palemoune,

What was the end of hir passioune,

But after sorow death, and then hir gi-ave ?

Lo, here the guerdon that these lovers have !

" But false Jason with his doublenesse,

That was untrewe at Colkos to Medee,

And Theseus, roote of unkindnesse,

And with these two eke the false Enee.

Lo, thus the false aye in one degree,

Had in love hir lust and all hir will.

And, save falshood, there was none other skilL

" Of Thebes eke the false Arcite,

And Demophon eke for his slouth.

They had hir lust and all that might dehte.

For all hii- falshood and great untrouth

:

Thus ever Love, alas, and that is routh,

. His false lieges forthereth what he may,
And sleeth the trewe ungoodly, day by day.

" For trewe Adon was slaine with the bore,

Amidde the forest in the grene shade.

For Venus love he felt all the sore.

But Vulcanus with her no mercy made.
The foule ehorle had many nights glade.

Where Mars her knight and her man,
To find mercy comfort none he can.

*' Also the yonge fresh Ipomedes,

So lustly free as of his corage,

That for to serve with all his herte he ches

Athalant, so faire of her visage.

But Love, alas, quite him so his wage
With cruell daunger plainly at the last.

That with the death guerdonlesse he past.

" Lo, here the fine of Loves service,

Lo, how that Love can his servaunts quite,

Lo, how he can his faithfull men dispise.

To slee the trewe men, and false to respite!

Lo, how he doth the swerde of sorow bite

In hertes, soch as most his lust obey.

To save the false and do the trewe dey.

" For faith nor othe, worde ne assuraunce,

Trewe meaning, awaite, or businesse,

Still porte, ne faithfull attendaunce.

Manhood ne might in armes worthinesse,

Pursute of worship nor hie prowesse,

In straunge land riding ne travaile.

Full litell or nought in love doth avaUe.

" PerUl of death, nor Ln see ne land,

Hunger ne thrust, sorow ne sicknesse,

Ne great emprises for to take in hand,

Sheding of blood, ne manful! hardinesse,

Ne oft wounding at sautes by distresse.

Nor in parting of life nor death also,

All is for nought. Love taketh no heed thereto,

' But lesings with hir flatterie.

Through hir falshede, and with hir doublenesse.

With tales new, and many fained lie.

By false semblaunt, and counterfeit humblesse.

Under colour depaint with stedfastnesse.

With fraud covered under a pitous face,

Accept be now rathest unto grace :

" And can himselfe now best magnifie

With fained port and presumption,

They haunce hir cause with false surquedrie.

Under meaning of double entention.

To thinke one in hir opinion.

And say another, to set himselfe aloft.

And hinder trouth, as it is seene full oft.

" The which thing I buy now all too deare,

Thanked be Venus and the god Cupide,

As it is seene by mine oppressed cheare.

And by his arrowes that sticken in my side.

That save death I notliing abide,

Fro day to day, alas, the hard while.

Whan ever his dart that him list to file,

"My wofull herte for to rive atwo,

For faut of mercy and lacke of pite

Of her that causeth all my paine and wo.
And list not ones of grace for to see

Unto my trouth through her cruelte
;

And most of all I me complaine.

That she hath joy to laugh at my paine

;

'' And wilfully hath my death sworne.

All guiltlesse, and wote no cause why,
Save for the trouth that I had aforne

To her alone to serve faithfully.

god of love, unto thee I cry,

And to thy blind double deite.

Of this great wrong I complaine me !

" And unto thy stormy wilful! variaunce,

Ymeint with change and great unstablenesse.

Now up, now doun, so renning is thy chance,

That thee to trust may be no sikernesse,

1 wite it nothing but thy doublenesse,

And who that is an archer, and is blend,

Marketh nothing, but shooteth by wend.

" And for that he hath no discretion.

Without ad\'ise he let his arrow go,

For lacke of sight, and also of reason,

In his shooting it happeth ofte so.

To hurt his friend rather than his fo.

So doth this god with his shai-pe flone,

The trew sleeth, and letteth the false gone.

" And of his wounding this is the worst of all.

Whan he hurt doeth to so cruell wretch,

And maketh the sicke for to cry and call

Unto his foe for to be his leehe,

And liard it is for a man to seche

Upon the point of death in jeoperdie,

Unto his foe to find a remedie.
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" Thus faretli it now even by nie,

Tliat to my foe that gave my lierte a wound,
Mote aske grace, mercy, and pite,

And namely there wliere none may be found.

For now my sore my leche will confound.

And god of kind so hath set mine ure.

My lives foe to have my wound in cure.

" Alas the while, now that I was borne,

Or that I ever saw the bright Sonne !

For now I see that full long aforne,

Or I was borne, my desteny was sponne
By Parcas sisterne, to sloe me if they conne,

For they my death shopen or ray shert.

Only for trouth, I may it not astert.

" The mighty goddesse, also, of Nature,
That under God hath the governaunce
Of worldly things committed to her cure.

Disposed have through her wise purveiance.

To give my lady so nmch suflisaunce

Of all vertues, and therewithal! purvide

To murder Trouth, hath take Danger to gide.

*' For bounte, beaute, shape, and seemelihede,

Prudence, wit, passingly fairenesse,

Benigne port, glad chere, with lowlihede,
,

Of womanhede right plenteous largenesse,

Nature did in her fully empresse.
Whan she her wrought, and alderlast Disdain,

To hinder Trouth, she made her chamberlaia.

" Whan Mistrust also, and False-suspection,

With Misbeleve she made for to be
Chcefe of counsaile to this conclusion,

For to exile Trouth, and ckc Pite,

Out of her court to make Mercy flee.

So that dispite now holdeth forth her reigne,

Through hasty bileve of tales that men feigne.

" And thus T am for my trouth, alas,

Murdred and slain with words sharp and keue,

Guiltlesse, God wotc, of all trespas,

And lie and blede upon this cold grene.

Now mercy swete, mercy my lives queue,
And to your grace of mercy yet I prey.

In your service that your man may dey.

" But if so be that I shall die algate.

And that I shall none other mercy have,

Yet of ray death let this been the date.

That by your wil I was broght to my grave.

Or hastely, if that you list me save,

My sharpe wounds that ake so and blede,

Of mercy charme, and also of womanhede.

" For other charme, plainly, is there none,
But only mercy to helpe in this case,

For though my wounds bleed ever in one.

My life, my death, standeth in your grace,

And though my guilt be nothing, alas,

I aske mercy in all my best entent,

Ready to die, if that ye assent.

" For there against shall I never strive

In word ne werke, plainely I ne may.
For lever I have than to be alive,

To die soothly, and it be to her pay,
Ye, though it be this same day,
Or whan that ever her list to devise,

SufBseth me to die in your servLse.

" And God, that knowestthc thought of every wight,
|

Right as it is, in every thing tliou maist see, i

Yet ere I die, with all my full might,
Lowly I pray to graunt unto niee,

|

That ye goodly, faire, fresli, and free,

Which onely sic me for default of muth.
Or that I die, ye may know my trouth.

" For that in sooth sufficeth me,
And she it know in every circumstaunce,
And after I am well paid that she.

If that her list, of death to do vengeaunce
Unto me, that am under her ligeaunce.

It sit me not her doome to disobey.

But at her lust wilfully to dey.

" Without grutching or rebellion

In will or word, holy I assent,

Or any manner contradiction.

Fully to be at her commaundement.
And, if I die, in my testament

My lierte I send, and my spirit also.

What so ever she list with hem to do.

" And alderlast, to her womanhede.
And to her mercy me I reconunaund.
That lie now here betwixe hope and drede,

Abiding plainly what she list commaund.
For utterly this n'is no demaund
Welcome to me while me lasteth breath.

Right at her choice, where it be life or death.

" In this matter more what might I saine,

Sith in her hand, and in her will is all,

But life and death, my joy, and all my paine.

And finally my best hold 1 shall.

Till my spirit by desteny fatall.

Whan that her list fro my body wend,
Have here my trouth, and thus 1 make an end."

And with that word he gan sigh as sore,

Like as his herte rive would atwainc,

And held his peace, and spake no word more.
But for to see his wo and mortal paine.

The teares gonne fro mine eyen raine

Full pitously, for very inward routh.

That I him saw so long wishing for trouth.

And all this while my selfe I kepte close

Among the bowes, and my selfe gonne liide.

Till at the last the wofuU man arose,

And to a lodge went there beside.

Where all the May his custome was t'abide.

Sole to complaine of his paines kene,

From yere to yere, under the bowes grene ;

And for bicause that it drew to the night.

And that the Sunne his arke diurnal

Ypassed was, so that his persaunt light,

His bright beams and his streams all

Were in the waves of the water fall.

Under the bordure of our occian.

His chaire of gold, his course so swiftly ran :

And while the twilight and the rowes rede

Of Phebus light were deaurate a lite,

A penne I tooke, and gan me fast spede

The wofull plaint of this man to write.

Word by word, as he did endite.

Like as I heard, and coud hem tho report,

I have here set, your hertes to disport.
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If ought be misse, lay the wite on me,
For 1 am worthy for to beare the blame,

If any thing misse reported be,

To make this ditie for to seerae lame.

Through mine unconuing, but for to sain the same,

Like as this manne his complaint did expresse,

I aske mercy and forgiveuesse.

And as I wrote, me thought I saw aferre,

Ferre in the west lustely appere
Esperus the goodly bright sterre.

So glad, so faire, so persaunt eke of chei'e,

I mean Venus with her beames clere,

That heavy hertes only to releve.

Is wont of custome for to shew at eve.

And I as fast fell adown on my knee,

And even thus to her gan I to prey :

" lady Venus, so faire upon to see,

Let not this man for his trouth dey !

For that joy thou haddest whan thou ley

With Mars thy knight, whan Vulcanus fond.

And with a chaine unvisible you bond

" Togider both tway in the same while.

That all the court above celestial!.

At your shame gan laugh and smile :

Ah, faire lady, willy fond at all,

Comfort to carefull, O goddesse immortall,

Be helping now, and do thy diligence

To let the streames of thine influence

" Descend downe in forthering of the trouth,

Namely of hem that lie in sorrow bound,

Shew now thou might, and on hir wo have routh,

Ere false daunger slee hem and confound ;

And specially let thy might be found

For so to cover, what so that thou may,
The true man that in the herber lay

;

" And all true forther for his sake,

O glad sterre, lady Venus mine.

And cause his lady him to grace take,

Her herte of stele to mercy so encline,

Ere that thy hemes go up to decline.

And ere that thou now go fro us adoun.
For that love thou haddest to Adoun."

And whan she was gone to her rest,

I rose anone, and home to bed went.

Forweary, me thought it for the best,

Praying thus in all my best entent.

That all trew, that be with daunger shent,

With mercy may in release of hir paine,

Recured be, ere May come efte againe.

And for that I ne may no lenger wake,
Farewell ye lovers all that be trew,

Praying to God, and thus my leve I take.

That ere the Sunne to morrow be risen new,
And ere he have ayen rosen hew.
That each of you may have such a grace,

His owne lady in armes to embrace.

I meane thus, in all honesty.

Without more ye may togider speake

What so ye list at good liberty.

That each may to other hir herte breke,

On jelousies onely to be wreke.

That hath so long of his mallice and envy
Werred trouth with his tiranny.

Princesse, pleaseth it to your benignitie

This little ditie to have in mind,
Of womanhede also for to see.

Your man may your mercy find.

And pity eke, that long hath be behind,

Let him agaiue be provoked to grace,

For by my trouth it is against kind
False daunger to occupy his place.

Go little quaire unto my lives queene
And my very hertes soveraine.

And be right glad for she shall thee scene.

Such is thy grace, but I alas, in paine

Am left behind, and n'ot to whom to plaine,

For mercy, ruth, grace, and eke pite

Exiled be, that I may not attaine

Recure to find of mine adversite.
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V. 1—80

A.

Almighty and all raerciable queene,

To whom all this world fleeth for succour
To have release of sinne, of sorrow, of tene,

Glorious Virgine of all flouris flour

!

To thee I flee, confounded in errour,

Helpe and releeve, almighty debonaire !

Have mercy of mine perillous langour !

Venquist me hath my cruell adversaire.

B.

Bounty so fixe hath in my herte his tent,

That well I wote thou will my succour be,

Thou canst not warn that with good entent,

Axeth thine helpe, thine herte is aye so free :

Thou art largesse of plaine felicite,

Haven and refute of quiete and of rest
;

Lo, how that thevis seven chasen me !

Helpe, lady bright, or that mine ship to brest

!

Comfort is none, but in you, lady dere.

For lo, mine sinne and mine confusioun,

"Which ought not in thine presence for to apere,

Han taken on me a greevous actioun,

Of veray right and disperatioun,

And, as by right, they mighten well sustenc

That I were worthy mine damnatioun,
Nere mercy of you, blisfull queue !

D.

Dout is there none, queen of misericord,

That thou n'art cause of grace and mercy here,

God vouchedsafe through thee with us to accord

:

For certis, Christ is blisful raodir dere.

Were now the bow bent in swiche manere,
As it was first of justice and of ii'e.

The rightfuU God would of no mercy here :

But through thee han we grace as we desire.

E.

Ever hath mine hope of refute in thee be :

For here beforne full oft, in many a wise.

Unto mercy hast thou received' me.
But mercy, lady, at the great assise.

Whan we shall come before the high justise.

So little frute shall than in me ben found.

That but thou or that day correct me.
Of very right mine werk will me confound.

Flying, I flee for succour to thine tent.

Me for to hide fro tempest full of drcde,

Beseking you, that ye you not absent,

Though I be wicke : O help yet at this node !

All have I been a beast in wit and dede,

Yet lady, thou mee close in with thine own grace I

Thine enemy and mine, lady take hcde.

Unto mine death in point is me to chase.

G.

Gracious maid and modir, which that never
Were bitter nor in earth nor in see.

But full of sweetnesse and of mercy ever.

Help, that mine fader be not wroth with me !

Speake thou, f(jr I ne dare him not see.

So have I done in earth, alas the while,

That certes but if thou mine succour be,

To sinke eterne he will mine ghost exile.

H.

He vouchedesafe, tell him, as was his will,

Become a man as for our alliaunce,

And with his blood he wrote that blisfull bill

Upon the crosse, as general! acquitaunce

To every penitent in full criaunce :

And, therefore, lady bright, thou for us prey,

Than shalt thou stent all his greevaunce.

And maken our foe to fallen of his prey.

I wote well thou wilt been our succour.

Thou art so full of bounty in certaine.

For whan a soule falleth in errour.

Thine pity goeth, and haleth liim againc.

Than maketh thou his peace with his sovei-ain,

And bringest him out of the crooked strete :

Who so thee loveth shall not love in vaine.

That shall he find, as he the life shall lete.

K.

Kalenderis enlumined been they,

That in this world been lighted with thine name,
And who so goeth with thee the right wey.

Him that not drede in soule to been lame.

Now, queen of comfort, sith thou art the same
To whom I seech for my medicine.

Let not mine fo no more mine wound ciitame.

Mine hele into thine bond all I resine.
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L.

Lady, thine sorrow can I not portrey

Under that ci-osse, ne his grevous pennaunce

:

But for your bothis peine, I you prey,

Let not our alder fo make his bostaunce,

That he hath in his lestis with mischaunce,

Convict that ye both han bought so dere :

As I said erst, thou ground of substaunee,

Continue on us thine pitous eyen clere !

M.

Moyses that saw the bosh of flambis rede

Brenning, of which than never a sticke brend,

Was sign of thine unwemmed maidenhede,

Thou art the bosh, on which there can descend

The Holyghost, which that ISIoyses weend
Had been ou fire : and this was in figure.

Now lady, from the fire us defend,

Which that in Hell eternally shall dure !

N.

Noble princesse, that never haddest pere,

Certes if any comfort in us bee,

That commeth of thee, Christis moder dere,

We han none other melody ne glee,

Us to rejoyce in our adversite,

Ne advocat none, that will and dare so prey

For us, and that for as little hire as ye.

That helpeu for an Avemary or twey.

O.

very light of eyen tho been blind,

very lust of labour and distresse,

O treasorere of bounty to mankind.
The whom God chese to moder for humblesse,

From his ancelle he made thee maistresse

Of Heaven and Earth, our bill up to bede.

This world awaiteth ever on thine goodues.

For thou ne failedest never wight at nede.

P.

Purpose I have, sometime, for to enquere

Wherefore and why the Holyghost thee sought,

Whan Gabrielis voice come to thine ere
;

He not to werre us swich a wonder wrought.

But for to save us, that sithen bought

:

Than needeth us no weapon us to save.

But onely there we did not as us ought.

Do penitence, and mercy aske and have.

Q.

Queen of comfort, right whan I me bethink.

That I agilt have both him and thee.

And that mine soule is worthy for to sinke,

Alas, I caitife, wheder shall I flee ?

Who shall unto thine sonne mine mean be ?

Who, but thine selfe, that art of pity well ?

Thou hast more routh on our adversitie.

Than in this world might any tongue tell.

R.

Redresse me moder, and eke me chastise,

For certainly my faders chastising

Ne dare I not abiden in no wise,

So hideous is his full reckening ;

Moder of whom our joy gan to spring.

Be ye mine judge, and eke my soules leech !

For ever in you is pity abounding,
To each that of pity will you beseech.

Sooth is, he ne graunteth no pity

Without thee : for God of his goodnesse
Forgiveth none, but it like unto thee :

He hath thee made vicaire and maistresse

Of all this world, and eke governeresse

Of Heaven : and represseth his justice

After thine will ; and, therefore, in witnesse

He hath thee crowned in so royal wise.

T.

Temple devout, ther God chese his wonning,
For which these misbeleeved deprived been.

To you mine soule penitent I bring,

Receive me, for I can no ferther fleen.

With thornis venemous. Heaven queen,
For which the erth accursed was ful sore,

I am so wounded, as ye may well scene,

That I am lost almost, it smert so sore.

V.

Virgine, that art so noble of apparaile,

That leadest us into the high toure

Of Paradise, thou me wish and counsaile.

How I may have thy grace and thy succour !

All have I been in filth and in errour :

Lady, on that countrey thou me adjourne,

That cleaped is thine bench of fresh flour.

There as that mercy ever shall sojourns.

X.

Xen thine sonne, that in this world alight

Upon a crosse to sufl'er his passioun.

And suffred eke that Longeus his hart pight.

And made his herte blood renne adoun,

And all this was for my salvatioun :

And I to him am fals and eke unkind,

And yet he will not mine dampnatioun :

This thanke I you, succour of all mankind !

Ysaac was figure of his death certaine.

That so ferre forth his fader would obey.

That him ne rought nothing for to be slain :

Right so thy sonne list a lambe to dey :

Now, lady fuU of mercy, I you prey,

Sith he his mercy sured me so large.

Be ye not scant, for all we sing or say,

That ye been fro vengeaunce aye our targe.

Zacharie you clepith the open v.'ell

That wisht sinfuU soule out of his guilt.

Therefore this lesson out I will to tell,

That nere thy tender heart we were spilt.

Now, lady bright, sith thou canst and wilt

Been to the seed of Adam merciable.

Bring us to that paleis that is built

To peuitentis, that ben to mercie able.
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no word
lord,

said" Alas !"

jd she was,

,ut one,

, she sate anone,

.16 were to here,

eet lady dere !"

Juno her goddesse,

jut of this distresse,

.ne grace my lord to see

r wete where so he bee,

.V he fareth or in what wise,

. I shall make you sacrifice,

.id holy yours become I shall,

vVith good will, body, herte, and all

;

And but thou wolt this, lady swete.

Send me grace to slepe and mete
In my sleepe some certain sweven.

Where through that I may know even
Whether my lord be quicke or dead."

With that word she hing downe the head,

And fell in a swowne, as cold as stone ;

Her women caught her up anone.

And brought her in bed all naked,

And she, forweped and forwaked,

Was weary, and thus the dead sleepe

Fell on her or she tooke keepe,

Through Juno, that had heard her boone,

That made her to sleepe soone
;

For as she pi-aide, right so was done
Indeed, for Juno right anone
Called thus her messengere
To do her errand, and he come nere ;

W^han he was come she bad him thus :

" Go bet" (quod Juno) "to Morpheus,
" Thou knowest him well, the god of sleepe,

Now understand well, and take keepe ;

Say thus on my halfe, that hee
Go fast into the great see.

And bid him that on all thing

He take up Seys body the king.

That lieth full pale, and nothing rody.

Bid him creepe into the body,
And do it gone to Alcione,

The queene, there she lieth alone.

And shew her shortly, it is no nay.

How it was dreint this other day.

And do the body speake right so,

Right as it was wonted to do.

The whiles that it was alive

;

Go now fast, and hye thee blive."

This messenger took leve and went
Upon liis way, and never he stent

Till he came to the darke valley

That staut betweeue rockes twey.

There never yet grew corne ne gras,

Ne tree, ne naught that aught was.

Beast ne man, ne naught els,

Save that there were a few wels

Came reuning fro the cliffes adowne,
That made a deadly sleeping sowne.
And rennen downe right by a cave.

That was under a rocke ygrave
Amid the valley wonder deepe,

There these goddes lay asleepe,

Morplieus and EchTnpasteire,
That was the god of sleepes heire.

That slept, and did none other werke.
This cave was also as derke

As Hell pitte, ove- all about
They had good leyser for to rout,

To vye who might sleepe best,

Some hing hir chin upon hir brest.

And slept upriglit hir head yhed,
And some lay naked in hir bed.

And slept whiles their daies last.

This messenger come renning fast.

And cried " Ho, ho, awake anone 1

"

It was for nought, there heard him none.
" Awake !

" (quod he) " who lieth there ?"

And blew his home right in hir ear.

And cried " Awaketh !" wonder hye.

This god of sleepe, with his one eye,

Cast up, and asked " Who clepeth there I
"

" It am I," (quod this messengere)
" Juno bade thou shouldest gone,"

And told hira what he should done,

As I have told you here before,

It is no need rehearse it more.
And went his way whan he had saide :

Anone, this god of slepe abraide

Out of his sleepe and gan to go.

And did as he had bidde him do ;

Tooke up the dead body soone.

And bare it forth to Alcyone,

His wife the queene, there as she lay,

Right even a quarter before day.

And stood right at her bed^ fete.

And called her right as she hete

By name, and said, " My swete wife,

Awake ! let be your sorrowfull life.

For in your sorrow there lyeth no rede,

For certes, sweet love, I am but dede.

Ye shall me never on live ysee.

But, good sweet herte, looke that yee

Bury my body, for such a tide

Ye mowe it find the see beside,

And farewell sweet, my worlds blisse,

I pray God your sorrow lisse
;

Too little while our blisse lasteth."

With that her eyen up she casteth,

And saw naught : " Alas !" (quod she) for sorrow,

And died within the third morrow.
But what she said more in that swowe,

I may not tell it you as now,

It were too long for to dwell
;

My first mattere I will you tell,

Wherefore I have told you this thing.

Of Alcione, and Seis the king.

For thus much dare I say wele,

I had be dolven every dele,

And dead, right through defaut of sleepe.

If I ne had red, and take kepe

Of this tale next before.

And I ynl\ tell you wherefore,

For I ne might for bote ne bale

Sleepe, or I had redde this tale

Of tins dreint Seis the king,

And of the gods of sleeping.

Whan I had red this tale wele,

And overlooked it everydele.

Me thought wonder if it were so.

For I had never heard speake or tho

Of no gods, that coud make
Men to sleepe, ne for to wake.

For I ne knew never God but one,

And in my game I said anone,

And yet me list right evill to pley.

Rather than that I should dey
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Through defaut of slc('|Miig^lms,

I would give thilke Morpheus,
Or tliat goddesse dame Juno,
Or some wight els, 1 ne rought who,

To make me slepe and have some rest,

I will give him the althor best

Yeft, that ever he abode his live,

And here onward, right now as blivo,

If lie woll make me sleepe alite,

Of downe of pure doves white,

1 woll yeve him a featherbed,

llaied with gold, and right well cled.

In fine blacke sattin d'outrcmere,

And many a pillow, and every here,

Of cloth of raines to slepe on soft.

Him there not need to turne oft.

And I woll yeve him al that fals

To his chamber and to his hals,

I woll do paint with pure gold,

And tapite hem full inanyfold.

Of one sute this shall he have
If I wist where were his cave.

If he can make me sleepe soone.

As did the goddesse queene Alcyone,

And thus this like god Morpheus
May win of me mo fees thus

Tian ever he wan : and to Juno,
That is his goddesse, I shall so do,

I trowe that she shall hold her paid.

I had unneth that word ysaid.

Right thus as I have told you,

That suddainly I n'ist how.
Such a lust anone me tooke
To sleepe, that right upon my booke
I fell a sleepe, and therewith even
Me mette so inly such a sweven.
So wonderful!, that never yet
I trowe no man had the wit

To conne well my sweven rede.

No, not Joseph without di-ede

Of Egypt, he that rad so

The kinges meting, Pharao,
No more than coud the least of us.

Ne nat scarcely Macrobeus,
He that wrote all the avision

That he mette of king Scipion,

The noble man, the Affrican,

Such mervailes fortuned than,

1 trow arede my dreames even,
Lo, thus it was, this was my sweven.
Me thought thus, that it was May,

And in the dawning there I lay.

Me mette thuo in my bed all naked,
And looked forth !or I was waked,
With smale foules a gi-eat hepe,
That had afraied me out of my slepe.

Through noise and sweetnesse of hir song.
And as me mette, they sat among
Upon my chamber roofe without
Upon the tyles over all about.

And everiche song in his wise
The most solemne servise

By note, that ever man I trow
Had heard, for some of hem sung low^

Some high, and all of one accord.
To tell shortly at o word.
Was never heard so sweet steven.

But it had be a thing of Heven,
So merry a sowne, so sweet entunes.

That certes for the towue of Tewnes

I n'olde but I ha
For all my chambt
Through singing of i.

For instrument nor nu
Was no where heard yci

Nor of accord halfe so mei
For there was none of hem i

To sing, for ech of hem him pi.

To find out many crafty notes.

They ne spared nat hir throtes
;

And, sooth to saine, my chamber wa^
Full well depainted, and witli glas .

Were all the windowes well yglased 1

Full clere, and nat an hole ycrased.

That to behold it was great joy,

For holy all the story of Troy
Was hi the glaising ywrouglit thus.

Of Hector, and of king Priamus,
Of Achilles, and of king Laomedon,
And eke of Medea and Jason,
Of Paris, Heleine, and of Lavine,

And all the jvalg-mthcoloursiine
Wejgi^aSii^lMiili-textand.^lQse,

And all the Romauutof the Hose ;

TVIy windowes wercn shit echone.
And through the glasse the Sunne shone
Upon my bed with bright bemes,
With many glad glidy stremes,

And eke the welkin was so faire,

Blew, bright, clere was the aire.

And full attempre, for sooth it was,
For neyther too cold ne bote it n'as,

Ne in all the welkin was no cloud.

And as I lay thus, wonder loud

Me thought I heard a hunte blow
T'assay his great home, and for to know
Whether it was clere, or horse of sowne.

And I heard going both up and ilownc

Men, horse, hounds, and other thing.

And all men speake of hunting.

How they would slee the hart with strength.

And how the hart had upon lengtii

So much enbosed, I n'ot now what.
Anon right whan I l;eard that,

How that they would on hunting goiic,

I was right glad, and up anone,

Tooke my horse, and forth I went
Out of my chamber, I never stent

Till I come to the field without.

There overtooke I a great rout

Of hunters and eke forresters.

And many relaies and limers.

And highed hem to the forrest fast.

And I with hem, so at the last

I asked one lad, a lyniere,

" Say, fellow, who shall hunte here !"

(Quod I) and he answered ayen, ^ ^ p / ''

" Sir, the emperour Octavien " i,dJy^J*'^ __- r

(Quod he) " and Ls here fast by."
" A goddes halfe, in good time," (ijuod I)

Go we fast, and gan to ride
;

Whan we come to the forrest side.

Every man did right soone,

As to hunting fell to done.

The maister hunte, anone, fote bote

With his home blew three mote
At the uncoupling of his houndis.

Within a while the hart found is,

Yhallowed, and rechased fast

Long time, and so, at the last.
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•vay

. way.
.lot him all,

ilt yfall,

ivonder fast

..e last ;

a"0 ray tree,

chere came by me
j,t fawned me as I stood,

.ollowed, and coud no good,

nd crept to me as low,

, it had me yknow,
aowne his head, and joyned his eares,

. laid all smooth downe his heares.

1 would have caught it anone.
It fled and was fro me gone.

As I him followed, and it forth went
Downe by a floury grene it went
Full tliicke of grasse, full soft and sweet,
With floures fele, faii"e under feet.

And little used, it seemed thus.

For both Flora and Zepherus,
They two, that make floures grow.
Had made hir dwelling there I trow,

For it was on to behold,

As though the earth envye wold
To be gayer than the heven.
To have mo floures such seven
As in the welkin sterres be,

It had forgot the poverte

That winter, through his cold morrowes,
Had made it suffer, and his sorrowes

;

All was foryeten, and that was scene,

.

For all the wood was woxen greene,
Sweetnesse of dewe had made it waxe.

It is no need eke for to axe
Where there were many greene greves.

Or thicke of trees so full of leves,

And every tree stood by himselve
Fro other, well tenne foot or twelve,

So great trees, so huge of strength,

Of foi-tie or fiftie fadome length,

Cleane without bowe or sticke.

With croppes brode, and eke as thicke,

They were not an inch asunder,
That it was shadde over all under.
And many an hart and many an hind
Was both before me and behind.
Of fawnes, sowers, buckes, does.

Was full the wood, and many roes.

And many squirrels, that sete,

Full high upon the trees and ete,

And in hir manner made feasts :

Shortly, it was so full of beasts,

That though Argus, the noble countour.
Sate to recken in his countour.

And recken witli his figures ten.

For by tho figures newe all ken
If they be craftie, recken and nombre.
And tell of every thing the nombre.
Yet should he faile to recken even
The wonders me met in my sweven :

But forth I romed right wimder fast

Downe the wood, so at the last

I was ware of a man in blacke.

That sate, and bad yturned his backe
To an oke, an huge tree :

" Lord," thought I, " who may that bee?
What eyleth him to sitten here ?"

Anon right I went nere,

Than found I sitte, even upright,

A wonder welfaring knight,

By the manner me thought so,

of good mokel, and right yonge thereto, j "^

Of the age of foure and twentie yeere, 'ii^'*V_,

Upon his beard but little heere, . J^J^-

And he was clothed all in blacke. ^ \ !K

I stalked even unto his backe,
"^

And there I stood as still as ought.

The sooth to say, he saw me nought.
For why he hing his head adowne.
And with a deadly sorrowful! sowne,
He made of rime ten verses or twelve,

Of a complaint to himselve,

The most pitie, the most routh.

That ever I heard, for, by my trouth.

It was great wonder that nature
Might suffer any creature

To have such soiTow, and he not ded:
Full pitous pale, and nothing red.

He said a lay, a manner song.

Without note, without song , ,

And was this, for full well I can ^ iv
Rehearse it, right thus it began.

""I have of soitOw so great wone, 1

That joy get I never none, ' \^
Now that I see my lady brighlT^ •

Which I have loved with all my might,!^
Is fro me dead, and is agone, i\^

And thus in sorrow left me alone. ^
Alas, Death, what eyleth thee, ^-

That thou n'oldest have taken me,;_. ,

Whan that thou tooke my lady swete ? (f^

Of all goodnesse she had none mete, 4
That was so faire, so fresh, so free, c,

"

So good, that men may well see." ^
Whan lie had made thus his complaint,

His sorrowfuU herte gan fast faint,

And his spirits wexen dead,

The blood was fled for pure dread
Down to his herte, to maken him wamie,
For well it feeled the herte had harme.
To wete eke why it was adrad
By kinde, and for to make it glad.

For it is member principall •'

Of the body, and that made all

His hewe chaunge, and wexe grene

And pale, for there no blood is scene

In no manner limme of his.

Anon, therewith, whan I saw this.

He farde thus evill there he sete,

I went and stood right at his fete,

And grette him, but he spake nought
But argued with his owne thought.

And in his wit disputed fast,

Why, and how his life might last.

Him thought his soiTowes were so smart,

And lay so cold upon his herte.

So, through his sorrow, and holy thought.

Made him that he heard me nought.

For he had welnigh lost his minde,

Though Pan, that men clepeth god of kinde.

Were for his sorrowes never so wroth.

But at the last, to faine right sooth.

He was ware of me, how I stood

Before him and did off my hood,

And had ygret him, as I best coud
Debonairly, and nothing loud,

He said, " I pray thee, be not wroth,

I heard thee not, to saine the sooth.
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1 J saw the not, sir, truly."

" Ah, good sir, no force," (quod I)

" I am ri^iht sorry, if I have ought
Distrouliled you out of your tliought,

Foryeve nie, if I have niisse-take."'

" Yes, thanieiids is hght to make "

(Quod he) "for there Htlie none tliereto,

There is nothing mis-saide, nor do."

Lo, liow goodly spake tliis knight,

As it had be another wiglit.

And made it neyther tough ne queint,

And I saw tliat. and gan me acqueint

Willi him, and found him so tretable.

Right wonder skilfuU and reasonable,

As me thought, for all his bale,

Anon right I gan find a tale

To him, to looke where I might ought
Have nuirc knowledging of his thought.

" Sir," (quo<l I) " this game is done,

I holde that this hart be gone,

These huntes can him no where see."
" I do no force thereof," (quod he)

" My thought is thereon never adele."
" By our lord," (quod I) " I trow you wele,

Right so me thiuketh by your chere.

But, sir, o thing well ye here,

Me thinketh in great sorrow I you see,

But certes, sir, if that ye
Would aught discovre mc your wo,

I woulil, as wise God lielpe me so.

Amend it, if I can or may.
Ye mowe prove it by assay.

For, by my trouth, to make you hole,

I woll do all my power whole,
And telleth me of your sorrowes smart,
Paraunter it may ease your herte.

That semeth full sicke under your side."

With that he looked on me aside.

As who saith nay, that n'ill not be.
" Graunt mercy, good friend," (quod he)

" I thanke thee that thou wouldest so.

But it may never the rather be do.

No man may my sorrow glade.

That maketh my hew to fall and fade.

And hath my understanding lorne,

Tliat me is wo that I was borne.
May nought make my sorrowes slide.

Not all the remedies of Ovide,
Ne Orpheus, god of melodie,
Ne Dedalus with his playes slie,

Ne heale me may no phisicien.

Nought Ipocras, ne Galien,

Me is wo that I live houres twelve,
But who so woll assay hemselve,
Whether his herte can have pite

Of any sorrow let him see me,
I wretch that death hath made all naked
Of all the blisse that ever was maked,
Ywroth werste of all wights.

That hate my dayes and my nights.

My life, my lustes, be me loth.

For all fare and I be wroth,
The pure death is so full my fo.

That I would die, it will not so.

For whan I follow it, it will flie,

I would have him, it n"ill not me.
This is pain without reed,

Alway dying, and be not deed,

That Tesiphus, that lieth in Hell,

May not of more sorrow tell :

And who so wist all, by my troutli.

My sorrow, but ho had routh

And pitie of my sorrows smart.

That man hath a tiendly herte :

For whoso seeth me iirst on morrow,
May saine he hath met with sorrow,

For I am sorrow, and sorrow is I,

Alas, and I will tell thee why.

My sorrow is tourned to ]daining,

And all my laughter to weeping,
jMy glad thoughts to heavinesse.

In travaile is mine idlenesse.

And eke my rest, my wele is wo.

My good is harme, and evermo
In wrath is tourned my playing.

And my delite into sorrowing.

Mine healc is tourntd into sicknesse.

In dred is all my sikernesse,

To derke is turned all my light.

My witte is foly, my day is night,

My love is hate, my slepe wakyng,
My mirth and meales is fastyng,

My conntenaunce is nicete.

And all abawcd, where so I be.

My peace i)leding, and in werre

Alas, liow might I fare werre ?

" My boldnesse is turned to shame.

For false Foi'tune hatli played a game
At the chesse with me, alas the while.

The trayteresse false, and full of gile.

That al behoteth, and nutiiing halte.

She gothe upright, and yet she halte.

That baggeth foule, and loketh fayre,

The dispitous debonaire.

That scorneth many a creature,

An ydolc of false purtraiture

Is she, for she woll sone wryen.

She is the monstres heed ywryen.

As filth over ystrowed with Houres,

Her most woi-sliip and her Houres
To lyen, for that is her nature.

Without faith, lawe, or mesure.
She false is, and ever laughing

With one eye. and that other weping,

That is brought up, she set al dowue :

I hken her to the scorpiowne.

That is a false flattering beest.

For with his head he maketh feest,

But all amid his flatering.

With his taile he will sting

And envenim, and so will she :

She is the envious Charite,

That is aye false, and semeth wele,

So turneth she her false whole

About, for it is nothing stable.

Now by the fire, now at table.

Full many one hath she thus yblent.

She is play of enchauntment.
That seemeth one, and is not so.

The false thefe, what hath she do,

Trowest thou ? by our Lord, I will thee say
;

At the chesse with me she gan to play.

With her false draughtcs full divers

She stale on me, and toke my fers,

And whan I sawe my fers away,

Alas, I couth no lenger play.

But said, " Farewell sweet ywis.

And farewell all that ever there is :

"

Therewith Fortune said, "Checke here,"

And mate in the mid point of the checkere,
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With a paune errant, alas,

Full craftier to play she was
Than Athalus, that made the game
First of the chesse, so was his name :

But God wolde I had ones or twise,

Yconde, and know the jeoperdise,

That coude the Greke Pythagores,

I shulde have plaide the bet at dies,

And kept my fers the bet thereby,

And though whereto, for trewly,

I holde that wishe not worthe a stre,

It had be never the bet for me,
For Fortune can so many a wyle,

There be but few can her begile.

And eke she is the lasse to blame.

My selfe I wolde have do the same,

Before God, had I been as she,

She ought the more excused be,

For this I say yet more thereto.

Had I be God, and might have do.

My will, whan she my fers caught,

I wold have di-awe the same drauglit

:

For also wise, God give me reste,

I dare well swere, she toke the best.

But thi'ough that draught I have lorne

My blisse, alas, that I was borne !

For evermore, I trowe trewly,

For all my will, my lust wholly

Is turned, but ye, what to done,

By our Lorde it is to die sone :

For nothing I leave it nought,

But^ive and die, right in this thought.

For there n'is planet in firmament,

Ne in ayre ne in erth none element,

That they ne yeve me a yeft echone,

Of weping whan I am alone :

For whan that I advise me wele,

And bethinke me everydele,

How that there lieth in rekening,

In my sorrow for nothing,

And how there liveth no gladnesse

May glad me of my distresse.

And how I have lost suffisaunce.

And thereto I have no pleasaunce,

Than may I say, I have right nought
;

And whan al this falleth in my thought,

Alas, than am I overcome,
For that is done, is not to come

;

I have more sorrow than Tantale."

And I herde him tell this tale

Thus pitously, as I you tell,

Unneth might I lenger dwell :

It did mine herte so much wo.
" A good sir," (quod I ) " say nat so,

Have some pitie on your nature,

That fourmed you to creature,

Remembreth you of Socrates,

For he counted not three strees

Of nought that Fortune coude do."
" No," (quod he) " I can not so."

" Why, good sir, yes parde," (quod I)

" Ne say not so for truely,

Though ye had lost the feerses twelve

And ye for sorrow murdred your selve.

Ye should be dampned in this cas,

By as good right as Medea was,
That slough her children for Jason,
And Phyllis also for Deniophon
Hing her selfe, so welaway.
For he had broke his terme day

To come to her : another rage

Had Dido, the queue eke of Cartage,

That slough her selfe for Eneas
Was false, which a fooie she was :

And Ecquo died for Narcissus

N'olde nat love her, and right tlius

Hath many another folly done.

And for Dalida died Sampsone,
That slough himselfe with a pillere.

But there is no man alive here

Would for hir fers make this wo."
" Why so ?" (quod he) " it is not so,

Thou wotest full little what thou menest,
I have lost more than thou wenest ;"

" How may that be" (quod I)

" Good sir, tell me all holy,

In what wise, how, why and wherefore.

That ye have thus your blisse lore V
" Blithely," (quod he) " come sit doun,

I tell thee upon a conditioun.

That thou shalt holy with all thy wit

Doe thine entent to hearken it."

" Yes sir :"—" Swere thy trouth thereto.

Gladly do, than hold here to."

" I shall right blithely, so God me save,

Holy with all the wit 1 have,

Here you as well as I can :"

" A goddes halfe," (quod he) and began.
" Sir," (quod he) " sith first I couth

Have any manner wit fro youth,

Or kindly understanding,

To comprehend in any thing

What Love was, in mine owne wit,

Dredelesse I have ever yet

Be tributarie, and yeve rent

To Love holy, with good entent.

And through pleasaunce become his thra.l,

With good will, body, hei'te, and all,

All this I put in his servage.

As to my lord, and did homage.
And full devoutly I praide him the.

He should beset mine herte so.

That it pleasaunce to him were,

And worship to my lady dere.
" And this was long, and many a yere

(Ere that mine herte was set o where)

That I did thus, and n'ist why,

I trowe it came me kindely,

Paraunter I was thereto most able.

As a white wall, or a table.

For it is ready to catch and take

All that men will thei-ein make.
Whether so men will portrey or paint.

Be the werkes never so queint.

" And thilke time I fared right so,

I was able to have learned tho.

And to have conde as well or better

Paraunter either art or letter.

But for love came first in my thought,

Therefore I forgate it naught,

I chees love to mj' first craft.

Therefore it is with me laft.

For wiiy, I tooke it of so yong age.

That malice had my courage
;

Not that time turned to nothing.

Through too mokell knowledging.

For that time youth ray maistresse

Governed me in idlenesse.

For it was in my first youth,

And tho full little good I coufh,
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For all my wcrkes were flitting

That tiiia', and ail my tliouL,'lit varying,

All were to ine ylielie Lfood,

That knew I tlm, but thus it stood.

"It hajipcd that I eanie on a day
Into a place, there that I sey

Truly, the fairest companie
Of ladies, tliat ever man with cie

Had seene togither in o place.

Shall I clepe it ha)) eitlier grace.

That brought me there ? not but Fortune,

That is to lien fall conmiune.
The false tratieresse perverse,

God would I could clepe her werse,

For now she worcheth mc full wo,

And I woU tell soone why so.

" Amonge these ladies thus echone.

Sooth to saine, I saw one
That was like none of the rout,

For I dare swere, without dout.

That as the summers Sunne bright

Is fairer, dercr, and hath more light

Than any other planet in Heven,
The Moone, or the sterrcs seven.

For all the world so had she

Surniounten hem all of beaute,

Of raaner, and of comlinesse.

Of stature, and of well set gladnesse,

Of goodly heed, and so wel besey.

Shortly what shall I more sey ?

By God and by his halowes twelve,

It was my swete, right all her selve,

She liad so stedfast countenaunce.

So noble porte, and maintenaunce :

And Love, that well harde my bone.

Had espied me thus sone.

That she full soone in my thought.

As helpe rac God, so was I cought

So sodainly, that I ne toke

No maner counsaile, but at her loke.

And at mine herte, for why her eyea
So gladly I trowe mine herte seyne.

That purely tho, mine owne thought,

Said, it were better serve her for nought,

Than with another to be wele.

And it was soth, for every dele,

I will anone right tell thee why.
" I sawe her daunce so comely,

Carol and sing so swetely.

Laugh, and play so womanly.
And looke so debonairly.

So goodly speke and so freendly.

That certes I trowe that evermore,
Nas seue so blisfull a tresore :

For every heer on her heed,

Sothe to say, it was not reed,

Ne neither yelowe ne browne it nas,

Me thought most like gold it was.
And which eyen ray lady had,

Debonaii'e, good, glad, and sad.

Simple, of good mokel, not to wide.

Thereto her loke nas not aside,

Ne overtwhart, but beset so wele.

It drewe and tooke up everydele
All that on her gan behold.

Her eyen semed anone she wold
Have mercy, folly wenden so,

But it was never the rather do,

It nas no counterfeted thing,

It was her owne pure loking.

That the goddesse, danic Nature,
Had made hem o]ien by measure.
And close, for were she never so glad,

Her looking was not folish s]irad,

Ne wildely, though that she plaid,

But ever me thought, her eyeu said,

By God my wrath is al foryeve.

Therewith her list so well to live,

That duhiesse was of her adrad,
She n'as to sobre ne to glad,

In all things more measure.
Had never I trowe creature.

But many one with her loke she herte,

And that sate her full litel at herte :

For she knew nothing of liir thought.

But whether she knew, or knew it nought,

Algate she ne rought of hem a stree.

To get her love no nere n'as he
That woncd at homo, than lie in Inde,

The foniiest wa-s alway behinde
;

But good folke over all other,

She loved as man may his brother,

Of which love blie was wonder large.

In skilfull j)laces that here charge :

But which a visage had she thereto,

Alas, my herte is wonder wo,

That I ne can discriven it ;

Me lacketh both English and wit.

For to undo it at the full.

And eke my spirites bene so dull

So great a thing for to devise,

I have not wit that can suffise

To comprehend her beaute.

But thus much I dare sain, that she

Was white, rody, fresh, and lifely hewed,
And every day her beaute newed,

And nigh her face was alderbest,

For certes Nature had soch lest

To make that faire, that truly she

Was her chiefe patron of beaute.

And chiefe ensample of all her werke
And monster : for be it never so derke,

Me thinketh 1 see her ever mo.
And yet more over, though all tho

That ever lived were now a live,

Ne would have found to discrive

In all her face a wicked signe,

For it was sad, sinijile, and benigne.
" And soch a goodly swete speech.

Had that swete, my lives leech.

So frondely, and so well ygrounded
Upon all reason, so well yfounded.

And so tretablc to all good.

That I dare swere well by the rood,

Of eloquence was never fondo

So swete a souning faconde,

Ne trewcr tongcd, ne scoi-ned lasse,

Ne bet coude hcale, that by the masse,

I dm-st sweare though the pope it songe,

That there was never yet tlirough her tonge,

Man ue woman greatly harmid,

As for her, was all harme hid :

Ne lasse flattering in her worde,

That purely her simple recorde.

Was found as trewe as any bond.

Or troutli of any mans bond.
" Ne chide she could never a dele,

That knoweth all the world ful wele.

But such a fairenesse of a necke,

Had that swete, that bone nor brecke
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Nas there none seen that mis-satte,



V. 1081— 1220 THE BOOKE OF THT iT l( ITESSE. 371

A.« ever was Penelope of Greece,

Or as the noble wife Lucrece,

That was tlie best, lie telK'th thus

The Romaine, Titus Livius,

She was as good, and nothing like,

Though hir stories be autentike,

Algate she was as trewe as she.
" But wherefore that I tell thee ?

Wlian I first my lady sey,

1 'vas right yong, soth to sey,

And full great need 1 had to lerne,

Wlian mine herte wolde yerne,

To love it was a great emprise.

But as my wit wolde best suftise,

After my yong childely wit.

Without drede I beset it,

To love her in my best wise

To do her worship and the servise

That 1 coude tho, by my troutli.

Without faining, eyther slouth,

For wonder faiiie I wolde her see,

So niokcll it amended nice,

Tiiat whan I sawe her amorowe
I was warished of all my sorowe
Of all day after, till it were eve.

Me thought nothing might me greve.

Were my sorowes never so smert.
And yet she set so in mine herte,

That l)y my trouth, I n'old nought
For all this world, out of my thought
Leave my lady, no trewly."

" Now, by my trouth, sir," (quod T

)

" Me thinketh ye have such a ehaunce.
As shrift, without repentauiice."

" Repentaunce, nay fie ! " (quod he)
" Shuld I now repent me
To love, nay certes, than were I well

Worse than was Achitofell,

Or Antcnor, so have I joy,

The traitour that betrayed Troy :

Or the false Gauellion,

He that purchased the trayson
Of Rouland and of Olivere :

Nay, while I am alive here,

I n'ill foryet her never mo."
" Now good sir," (quod I tho)

Ye have well told me here before,

It is no need to reherse it more.
How ye saw her first, and where,
But would ye tell me the manere,
To her which was your first speche,
Thereof I would you beseche.
And how she knew first your thougiit.

Whether ye loved her or nought,
And telleth me eke, what ye have lore,

I herde you tell here before,
Ye said, ' thou n'otest what thou meanest,
I have lost more than thou weenest :

'

What losse is that ? " (quod 1 tho)
" N'il she not love you, is it so ?

Or have ye ought done amis.
That she hath lefte you, is it this ?

For Goddes love tell me all."

" Before God," (quod he) « and 1 shall,
I say right as I have said.

On her was all my love laid.

And yet she n'ist it not never a dele.
Not longe time, leve it wele.
For by right silver, I durst nought
For all this world tell her my thought,

No I wcilde have trothed her trewly.

For wost thou why, she was lady

Of tile body that had the herte.

And whoso hath that may not asterte.

" But for to Uoopo me fro ydlenesse,

Trewly I did my businesse
To make songes, as I best coude.

And oft time I song hem loude,

And made songes, this a great dele,

Although I coude nat make so wele
Songes, ne knew the arte al.

As coude Lamekes son, Tubal,

That found out first the arte of soiige.

For as his brothers hammers ronge.

Upon his anvelt, up and downe.
Thereof he toke the first sowne.

" But Grekes saine of Pithagoras,

That he the first finder was
Of the ai't, Aurora telleth so.

But thereof no force of hem two :

Algates songes thus I made.
Of my feling, mine herte to glade ;

And lo, this was alther first,

I n'ot where it were the werst.
"' Lord, it maketh mine herte light, '

Whan I thinke on that swete wight.

That is so semely one to se,

And wish to God it might so be
That she wold hold me for her knight.

My lady, that is so fayre and bright.' j..

" Now have I told thee, soth to say

My first song : upon a day,

I bethought me what wo
And sorowe that I sufi'red tho.

For her, and yet she wist it nought,

Ne tell her duret I not my thought :

Alas, thought I, I can no rede.

And but I tell her 1 am but dede,

And if I tel her, to say right soth,

I am adradde she well be wroth,

Alas, what shal I than do ?

In this debate I was so wo.

Me thought mine herte brast atwain.

So at the last, sothe far to saine,

I bethought me that Nature
Ne formed never in creature

So much beauty, trewly,

And bounty without mercy.
" In hope of that, my tale I tolde,

With sorowe, as that I never sholde.

For nedes, and maugre mine heed

I must have tolde her, or be deed :

I n'ot well how that I began.

Full yvell rchcrce it I can.

And eke, as lielpe me God witball,

I trow it was in the dismall.

That was the ten wouiides of Egipt,

For many a word I overskipt

In my tale for pure fere.

Lest my wordes mis-set were,

With sorowfull herte and woundes dede,

Soft and quaking for pure drede.

And shame, and stinting in my tale.

For ferde, and mine hew al pale.

Full oft I wexte both pale and red.

Bowing to her I hing the hed,

I durst not ones lokc her on.

For wit, manner, and all was gone ;

I said, ' Mercy,' and no more.

It n'as no game, it sate me sore.

B B 2

h^ll
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" So at the last, soth to saine,

Whan tliat mine herte was com againe,

To tell shortly all my speech,

With hole herte I gan her beseech

That she wolde be my lady swete,

And swore, and hertely gan her hete,

Ever to be stedfast and trewe,

And love her alway freshly newe,
And never other lady have.

And all her worship for to save,

As I best coude, I sware her this,

' For yours is all that ever there is.

For evermore, mine herte swete.

And never to false you, but I mete
I n'il, as wise God helfie me so.'

" And whan I had my tale ydo,

God wote, she acompted not a stre

Of all my tale, so thought me,
To tell shortly right as it is,

Trewly her answere it was this,

1 can not now well countrefete

Her wordes, but this was the grete

Of her answere, she said nay
All utterly : alas that day !

The sorow I suffered and the wo,

That trewly Cassandra that so

Bewayled the destruction

Of Troy, and of Illiou,

Had never such sorow as I tho ;

I durst no more say thereto

For pure feare, but stale away.
And thus I lived full many a day.

That trewly, I had no need,

Ferther than my beddes heed.

Never a day to seche sorrow,

I found it ready every morrow.
For why I loved in no gere.

" So it befell another yere,

I thought ones I would fonde,

To doe her know and understonde
My wo, and she well understood,

That I ne wilued thing but good.

And worship, and to keepe her name.
Over all things, and drede her shame.
And was so busie her to servo.

And pitie were that I should sterve,

Sith that I wilned no harme ywis.
" So whan my lady knew all tliis,

My lady yave me all holy.

The noble yeft of her mercy.
Saving her worship by all ways,

Dredelesse, I mene none other ways.

And therewith she yave me a ring,

I trowe it was the first thing.

But if mine herte was ywaxe
Glad that it is no need to axe.

" As helpe me God, I was as blive

Raised, as fro death to live.

Of all happes the alderbest.

The gladdest and the most at rest.

For truely that swete wight.

Whan I had wrong, and she the right.

She would alway so goodly

Foryeve me so debonairly.

In all my youth, in all chaunce,

She tooke in her governaunce.

Therewith she was alway so true.

Our joy was ever yliche newe.

Our hertes were so even a paire.

That never n'as that one coutrarie

To that other, for no wo
For soth yliche they suffred tho.

blisse, and eke o sorow bothe,

Yliche they were both glad and wrothe,

All was us one, without were.

And thus we lived full many a yere.

So well, I can not tell how."
" Sir," (quod I) "where is she now ?"

"Now ? " (quod he) and stinte anone,

Therewith he woxe as dedde as stone.

And saied, " Alas, that I was bore !

That was the losse, that herebefore

1 tolde thee that I had lorne.

" Bethinke thee how I said here beforne,

Thou woste full litle what thou raenest,

I have loste more than thou wenest
" God wote alas, right that was she."

" Alas sir, how, what may that be ?" [trouth."

« She is dedde :"— " Nay ?"— " Yes, by my
" Is that your losse ? by God it is routhe."

And with that worde right anone.

They gan to strake forth, all was done
For that time, the hart huntyng.

With that me thought that this kyng,

Gan homeward for to ride

Unto a place was there beside,

Which was from us but a lite, Jj^

A long castell with walles white, ^; t ..y,>_J'^*'**^

By sainct Johan, on a rich hill, -^

^^'"^

As me mette, but thus it fill.

Right thus me mette, as I you tell,

That in the castell there was a bell,

As it had smitte houres twelve.

Therewith I awoke my selve.

And found me lying in my bedde,

And the booke that I had redde.

Of Alcione and Seis the kyng.

And of tlie goddes of sleping,

Yfound it in mine bond full even
;

Thought I, this is so queinta sweven.

That I would by processe of tyme,

Fonde to put this sweven in I'yme,

As I can best, and that anon.

This was my sweven, now it is done.
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THE HOUSE OF FAME.

In this booke is sliewcil Iiow tiie dcedes of all men and women, be they good or bad, ai'e carried by report to poBteritie.

I. V. 1—108

God tourne us every dream to good,

For it is wonder thini;, by the rood,

To my wit, what causetli sweveus
On the morrow, or on evens,

And wliy the effect followeth of some,
And of some it shal never come.
Why that it is an avision.

And wliy this is a revelation,

^^'ily this a dreame, why tliat a sweven,
And not to every man liche even

;

Why this a fantome, wliy that oracles
;

I n'ot ; but whoso of these miracles

The causes know bet tlian I,

Define he, for I certaincly

Ne can hem not, ne never thinke

To busie my wit for to swinke
To know of hir sijrnifications

The gendres, ne distinctions

Of the times of hem, ne the causes,

Or why this is more than tliat is,

Or yeve folkes complexions.

Make hem dreame of reflections,

Or else thus, as other saine,

For the great feeblenesse of hir brain,

By abstinence, or by sicknesse.

Prison, strife, or great distresse,

Or els by disordinaunce.

Or natural accustomaunce,
That some men be too curious

In studie, or melancolious.

Or thus, so inly full of drede,

That no man may him bote rede,

Or els that devotion

Of some, and contemplation

Causen such dreames oft.

Or that the cruel! life unsoft

Of hem that loves leden.

Oft hopen much or dreden,
That purely hir impressions

Causen hem to have visions.

Or if spirits ban the might
To make folke to dreame on night.

Or if the soule of proper kind
Be so perfite as men find.

That it wote what is to come.
And that he warneth all and some
Of everiche of hir aventures.

By avisions, or by figures,

But that our flesh hath no miglit
'1 o understand it aright.

For it is warned too derkely.

But why the cause is, not wote I.

Well worth of this thing clerkes

That treaten of that and of other werkes.

For I of none opinion

N'ill as no\v' make mention,
But only that the holy rood
Tourne us every dreame to good.

For never sith I was borne,

Ne no man els me beforne,

Mette, 1 trow stedfastly.

So wondcrfull a dreame as I.

The tenth ilay now of December,
The which, as I can remember,
I woll you tellen evcrydele.

But at my beginning, trusteth wele,

I woll make invocation.
With a devout «])eciall devotion,

Unto.lJie god of_sleepe_anone^

That dwelleth in a caveTTf stone.

Upon a streame that commeth fro Lete,

That is a flood of Hell unswete.

Beside a fulke, that men clepe Cimerie,

There slepeth aye this god unmerie,
With his slepie thousand sonnis,

Tliat alway to slecpe hir wonne is
;

And to this god that I of rede,

Pray I, that he woll me spede

My sweven for to tell aright,

If every dreame stand in his might.
And he that mover is of all

That is and was, and ever shall.

So give hem joy that it here.

Or all that they dreame to yere.

And for to stand all in grace

Of hir loves, or in what place

That hem were levest for to stonde.

And shield hem from povertie and shonde,

And from every unhappe and disease,

And send hem tliat may hem please,

That taketh well and scorneth nought,

Ne it misdenie in hir thought,

Through malicious entention.

And who so through presumption.

Or hate, or scorne, or through euvie,

Dispite, or jai)e, or fellonie,

Misdeme it, pray 1 Jesus good,

Dreame he barefoot, or dreame be shoud.

That every harme that any man
Hath had sith the world began,

Befall him thereof, or he sterve,

And graunt that he may it deserve.

Lo, with right such a conclusion.

As had of his avision

Cresus, that was king of Lide,

That high upon a gibbet dide,

This praier shall he have of me.

I am no bette in charite.
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« py herkeii, as I have you saied,

V'A liat that I mette or I abraied,
' Of December the tenth day,

Wliaii it was night, to slepe 1 lay,

Right as I was wont to doone,

And fell asleepe wonder soone.

As he that was weai-y forgo

On pilgrimage miles two
To the corpes of saint Leonard,

To maken lithe that erst was hard.

But as I slcjit, ino inette I was
Within a ieinplo yinaile of glas,

III which there were mo images

Of gold, standing in sundry stages,

In mo rich tabernacles,

And with perrie mo pinacles.

And mo curious portraitures.

And queiut manner of figures

Of gold worke than I saw ever.

But certainly I n'ist never

Where that it was, but well wist I,

It was of Venus redely

This temple, for in portreiture

I saw anon right her figure

Naked, fleeting in a see,

And also on her head, parde,

Her rose garland white and red,

And her combe to kembe her had,

Her doves, and dan Cupido,

Her blind sonne, and Vulcano,

That in his face was full browne.

But as I romed up and downe,
I found that on the wall there was
Thus written on a table of bras.

" I woll now sing, if that I can,

The armes, and also the man,
That first came through his destinie

Fugitife fro Troy the countrie.

Into Itaile, with full much pine.

Unto the stronds of Lavine :
"

And tho began the story anone.

As I shall tellen you echone.

First, saw XIbe destructiaa^

^f Troy, through the Greeke Sinon,

With his false untrue forswearings.

And with his chere and his lesings

Made a horse brought into Troy,

By which Troyans lost all hir joy.

•And after this was graved, alas,

How Ilions castle assailed was
And won, and king Priamus slaine.

And Polites his sonne certaine,

Dispitously of dan Pirrus.

And next that saw I how Venus,

Whan that she saw the castle brend,

Downe from Heaven she gait discend.

And bad her sonne Eneas to flee,

And how he fled, and how that he
Escaped was from all the jn-ees,

And tooke his father, old Anchises,

And bare him on his backe away.
Crying " Alas, and welaway !

"

The which Anchises in his hand
Bare tho the gods of tlie land,

Thilke that unbrenned were.

Than saw I next all in fere,

How Crusa, dan Eneas wife,

Whom that he loved ail his life,

And her yong sonne lulo,

A nd eke Ascanius also, a i

-'

Fledden eke with drerie chere.

That it was pitie for to here.

And in a forrest as they went,

At a tourning of a went,

How Crusa was ylost, alas !

That rede not I, how that it was,

How he her sought, and how her ghost

Bad him flie the Greekes host,

And said he must into Itaile,

As was his destinie, sauns faile,

That it was pitie for to heare.

Whan her spirit gan appeare.

The words that she to him saied,

And for to keepe her sonne him praied.

There saw I graven eke how he,

His father eke, and his meine,

With his ships gan to saile

Toward the countrey of Itaile,

As streight as they mighten go.

There saw I eke the cruell Juno,

That art dan Jupiters wife.

That hast yhated all thy life

All the Troyan blood,

Ren and cry as thou were wood
On Eolus, the god of winds,

To blowen out of all kinds

So loud, that he should drench

Lord, lady, groome, and wench
Of all the Troyans nation.

Without any of hir salvation.

There saw I such tempest arise,

That every herte might agrise

To see it painted on the wall.

There saw I eke graven withall

Venus, how ye my lady dere.

Weeping with full wofuU chere,

Pi'aying Jupiter on hie

To save and keepe that navie

Of that Troyan Eneas,

Sith that he her sonne was.

There saw I Joves Venus kisse.

And graunted was the tempest lisse.

There saw I how the tempest stent,

And how with all pine he went,

And prively tooke a rivage

Into the countrey of Carthage,

And on the morow how that he

And a knight that height Achate,

Metten with Venus that day,

Going in a queint array.

As she had be an hunteresse.

With wind blowing upon her tresse.

And how Eneas began to plaine.

Whan he knew her, of his paine.

And how liis ships dreint were.

Or els ylost, he n'ist where ;

How she gan him comfort tho.

And bade him to.Car±a.gexo>

And there he should his folke find.

That" in the sea were left behind,

And shortly of this thing to pace,

She made Eneas so in grace

Of Dido, queene of that countre.

That shortly for to tellen, she

Became his love, and let him do

All that wedding longeth to.

What should I speake it more quaint,

Or paine me my words to paint ?

To speake of love, it woll not be,

Lfc, I cannot of that faculte :



H. 1. V. 24t)—38« THE HOUSE OF FAIME. 375

And eke tc tellon of tlio inanere
How they first acquainted were,

It were a long jirocessc to tel!,

And over long for you to dwell.

There saw I grave, how Eneas
Told to Dido every caas,

That him was tidde upon the see.

And eft gra^en was how that she
Made of him shortly at a word,
Hei- life, her love, her lust, her lord,

And did to him all reverence.

And laid on him all the dispcnce,

That any woman might do,

Wening it had all be so.

As he her swore, and hereby denied
That he was good, for he such seemed.

Alas, what harme doth apparence,
W'lian it is false in existence !

For he to her a traitour was,

Wherefore slig^sTownTer selTe, alas !

Lo, how a wonTan'clotli amis
To love liim tiiat unknowen is,

For by Christ, lo, thus it fareth.

It is not all gold that glareth,

For also brouke I well mine head.
There may be under goodlihcad
Covered many a shreud vice,

Therefore, be no wight so nice

To take a love onely for chei-e,

Or speech, or for friendly manere,
For this shall every woman find,

That some man of his pure kind
Woll sliewen outward the fairest,

Till he have caught that wliat him lest.

And than woll he causes find,

And swere how she is unkind,
Or false, or privie, or double was.
All this say I by Eneas
And Dido, and her nice lest,

Tliat_lflxeii.alLto^Qne_a^uest.a— .-

Wherefore, I woll say o provcrbe.
That he that fully kuoweth tlie herbe^J
May safely lay it to liis eie, I

Withouten drede this is no lie. f

But lot us speake of Eneas,
How he betraied her, alas,

And left her full unkindly.

So whan she saw all utterly.

That he would her of trouth faile,

And wenden from her into Itaile,

She gan to wring licr hande.s two.
" Alas," (quod she) " that me is wo !

Alas, is every man thus true.

That every yerc woll have a new,
If it so long time endure.

Or els three paraventure.
And thus of one he woll have fame
In magnifying of his owne name.
Another for friendship sayeth he,

And yet there shall the third be.

That is taken for dclito,

Lo, or els for singular profite :
"

In such words gan complaine
Dido of her great paine.

As me mette dreaming readily.

None other authour alledge woll I.

" Alas,"
(
quod she) " my sweet herte.

Have pitie on my sorrowes smart.
And slee me not, go not away

« wofull Dido, welaway !
"

(Quod slie) unto her selfe tho :

" O Enea.s, what woll ye do ?

O that your love ne your bond.
That ye swore with your right bond,
Nc my cruoll death" ((|uod .she)

" May hold you still lu re w ith me !

" O, have ye of my death no pite i

Ywis mine owne deare lierte ye
Know full well that never yet,

As farro as ever I had wit,

Agilt you in thought ne in dede.
" O, have ye men such goodlihede

In speech, and never a dele of trouth
'

Alas, that ever had routh
Any woman on a false man !

" Now I see well, and tell can.
We wretched women can no art.

For ccrtaine, for the more part

;

Thus we been served everichone
;

How sore that ye men can grone,
Anon, as we have you received.

Certainly we been deceived,

For though your love last a season.
Wait upon tlie conclusion,

And eke how ye determine.
And for the more part define,

O welaway, that I was boi'iic !

'"
"f

For through you my name is lorne, I

And mine actes redde and song
Over all this land in every tong.

" O wicked Fame ! for there n'is

Nothing so swift lo, as she is,

O sooth is, every thing is wist.

Though it be coverde with the mist,

Eke though I might duren ever.

That I have done recover I never,

That it ne shall be said, alas,

J slmmffl una tlii^iijfli F.no^a^

And that I shall thus judged be :

"
' Lo, right as she hath done, now slie

Woll done eftsoones hardely,'
|

Thus .say the people jjrively." —^.,J
But that is done, n'is not to done,

But all her complaint nc her mone
Ccrtaine availeth her not a stre,

And whan .she wist soothly he
Was forth into his slii]) agone,
She into eliamber went anone.

And called on her suster Anno,
And gan her to com])lainc tlian,

And said, that .she cause was
That she first loved him, alas,

And first counsailed her thereto

But what, whan this was said and da.

She rofte her selven to the herte,

And deide through the wounds smart :

But all the manner how she deide

And all the words how she seide,

Who so to know it hath purpose.

Rede Virgile in Eneido.s,

Or the Pistels of Ovide,

What that she wrote or that she dide,

And nere it too long to eiidite.

By God, I would it here nrite.

But welaway, the harme and ronth

That hath betide for audi untrouth,

As men may oft in bookes rede,

And all day scene it yet in dede.

That for to thinkcn it tene is.

Lo, Demophon, duke of Athenis,
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How he forswore him falsely,

And "traied Pliillis wickedl}-,

That kings doughter was of Thrace,

And falsely gan liis tearme pace,

And whan she wist that he was false,

She hong her selfe right by the halse,

For he had done her such untrouth,

Lo, was not this a wo and routh I

Eke, loo'ke, how false and recheles

Was to Briseida Achilles,

And Paris to Oenone,
And Jason to Hipsiphile,

And eft Jason to Medea,
And Hercules to Dianira,

For he left her for lolee,

That made him take his death, parde.

How false was eke Theseus,

That as the storie telleth us.

How he hetraied Adriane,

The devill be his soules bane.

For had he laughed or vloured.

He must have been all devoured,
If Adriane ne had be.

And, for she had of him pite.

She made him fro the death escape.

And he made her a full false jape,

For after this within a while,

He left her sleeping in an isle,

Desart alone right in the see,

And stale away, and let her bee,

And tooke hir suster Phedra tho
With him and gan to ship go.

And yet he had sworne to here.

On all that ever he could swere.

That so she saved him his life.

He would taken her to his wife.

For she desired nothing els.

In certaine, as the booke us tels.

But for to excuse this Eneas
FuUiche of all his great trespas.

The booke saith, sauns faile.

The gods bad him go to Itaile,

And leaven Affrickes regiouu
And faire Dido and her toun.

Tho saw I grave how to Itaile

Dan Eneas gan for to saile.

And how the tempest all began.
And how he lost his steresman.
Which that the sterne, or he tooke keepe.
Smote over the bord as he sleepe.

And also saugh I how Sibile

And Eneas beside an isle.

To Hell went for to see

His father Anchises the free.

And how he there fcmnd Palinurus,

And also Dido, and Deiphebus,
And everiehe tourment eke in Hell
Saw he, which long is for to tell.

Which paines who so list to know.
He must rede manj- a row
In Vergile or in Claudian,

Or Dante, that it tellen can.
Tho saw I eke, all the arivaile

That Eneas had made in Itaile,

And with king Latin his treate.

And all the battailes that he
Was at himselfe and his knights,

Or he had all ywonne his rights.

And how he Turnus reft his life.

And wan Lavinia to his wife.

And all the marvellous signals

Of the gods celestials,

How maugre Juno, Eneas,
For all her sleight and her compas,
Acheved all his aventure.

For Jupiter tooke on him cure.

At the prayer of Venus,
Which I pray ahvay save us,

And us aye of our sorrowes light.

Whan I had scene all this sight

In this noble temple thus,
" Hey, lord," thought I, " that madest us,

Yet saw I never such noblesse

Of images, nor such riehesse

As I see graven in this church.
But nought wote I who did hem worcli,

Ne where I am, ne in what countree,

But now will 1 out gone and see

Right at the wicket if I can
Seene ought where sterring any man.
That may me tellen where I am."
Whan I out of the dore came, . -J

I fast about me beheld, /M""^" J^
Than_saw'J[. bu.t He laxgg field, .$>-f^^
As farre as ever I might see, C

"

Without tonne, house, or tree,

Or bush, or grasse, or eared land,

For all the field was but of sand,

As small as men may see at eye

In the desart of Lybye,
Ne no manner creature.

That is yformed by nature,

Ne saw I, me to rede or wisse :

" O Christ," thought I, "that are in blisi»fc.

From fantorne and illusion

Me save," and with devotion

Mine eyen to the Heaven I cast,

Tho was I ware, lo, at the last.

That fast by the Sunne on hye,

As kenne might I with mine eye.

Me thought I saw an egle aare^

But that it seemed much more
Than I had any egle ysoin

;

This is as sooth as death certain.

It was of gold, and slvanc^oJiUi^it,

That never sawTnen such a sight.

But if the Heaven had ywonne
All new of God another sonne.

So shone the egles fethers bright,

And somewhat downward gan it light.

EXPLICIT LIBER PRIMUS.

LIBER SECUXDUS.

B. II. V. 1—10

Now hearken every manner man
That English understand can,

And listeth of my dreame to here.

For nowe at erst shall ye lere

So sely and so dredefull a vision.

That I say neither Scijjion,

Ne king Nabugodonosore,
Pharao, Turnus, ne Aicanore,

Ne metten such a dreame as thiSj

Now faire blisfuil, Cipris,
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So be my favour at this time,

That ye me t'cndite and rime
Helpeth, tliat in Poniaso dwell

Beside Elicoii the eiere wi-ll.

thought, that wrote all that I met,

And in the tresorie it set

Of my braine, now shall men see

If any vertue in thee bee,

To ti'll all my dreame aright ;

Now kithe thy engine and thy might !

This cgle of which I liave you told,

That with feathers shone all of gold,

Wliieii that so high gan to sore,

I gan behold more and more,
To scene her beauty and the wonder
But never was that dent of thunder,

Ne that thing that men eall soudre.

That smite sometime a toure to poudre,
And in Iiis swift comming brend,

That so swithe gan downward discend,

As this foule, whan it belield

That I a roume was in the field.

And with his grim pawes strong,

Within his sharpe nailes long,

Me fleyng at a swappc lie hent.

And with his sours againe u]) went,
Me carying in his clawes starke.

^^nightly as I had ben a larkeP
How high 1 cannot tellen you.
For I came up 1 n'ist never how.
For so astonied and asweved
Was every virtue in my heved.
What with his sours and my dread,
That all my feeling gan to dead,
For why? it was a great affray.

Thus I long in his clawes lay,

Till at the last he to me spake
In mans voice, and said " Awake,
And be not agast so for shame,"
And called me tho by my name,
And, for I should better abraid.

Me to awake thus he said,

Right in the same voice and stevin.

That usctli one that I can nevin,

And with that voice, sootli to saine.

My mind came to me again.

For it was goodly said to me.
So nas it never wont to be ;

And, lierewithal, I gan to stere,

As he me in his feet here.

Till that he felt that I had heat.

And felt eke tlio mine herte beat,

And tho gan he me to disport.

And with gentle wordes me comfort,
And said twice, " Saint Mary,
Thou art a noyous thing to cary,

And nothing needetli it, parde.
For also, wise God heipe me.
As thou no harme shalt have of this.

And this case that betiddeth thee is

For thy lore and for thy prow
;

Let see, darst thou looke yet now ?

Be full ensured boldely,

I am thy friend : " and there with I

Gan for to wonder in my mind.
God," quod I : " that madest all kind,

Shall I none otherwise die,

Whether Jove will me stellifie.

Or what thing may this signifie!

1 am neither Enocke, ne Ilelie,

Ne Romulus, ne Ganimede,
Tliat were bore up, as men rede,
To Heaven with dan Ju]>iter,

And maile the gods botcler:"
Lo, this was tho my fantasie.

But he that bare gan aspie

That I so thought, and said this,

" Thou deemest of thy s^elfe amis,
For Jove is not thereabout,
I dare thee put full out of doubt,
To make of the yet a sterre.

But ere 1 beare thee much ferrc,

I will thee tell what I am,
And winder thou shalt, and why I came
To do this, so that thou take
Good herte, and not fur fcare quake."
" Gladly," quod I : " Now well," quod he
"•First, I that in my feet have the,

Of whom thou hast feare and wonder,
I am dwelling with the godj)f_thgudty:^
'^Vilieh men calloirjuini£c».

That doth me flieiTTuTroftfer,

To do all his commaundenient.
And for this cause he hath me sent
To thee : Jierke now by thy trouth,

Certair.e he hath of thee I'outh,

That tiiou hast so truely

Long served ententifely

His blind nevew Cupido,
And faire Venus also.

Without guerdon ever yet.

And nathelesse hast set thy wit.

Although in thy lieatLJ

'TomakeBoolTesTsongs, and dities

In rime, or else in cadence.
As thou best canst, in reverence
Of Love, and of his servaunts eke.

That have his service sought and seke,
And painest thee to praise his art.

Although thou hadtiest never part,

Wherefore also, God me blesse,

Jovis halt it great humblesse.
And vertue eke, that thou wilt make
A night full oft thine head to ake.
In thy study so thou writest,

And evermore of Love enditest,

In honour of him and praisings,

And in his folkes furtherings,

And in liir matter all ilcvisest,

And not him ne his folke dispisest,

Although thou maist go in the daunce
Of hem that him list not avaunce

;

Wherefoi'e, as I said ywis,

Jupiter considreth well this.

And also beausire, of other things,

That is, thou haste no tidings

Of Loves folke, if they be gladgj^

"T^e of nothing else that God made
And not onely fro ferre countree }._.'.> '

'^"^

That no tidings commen to thee,

Not of thy very neighbours.

That dwcllen almost at thy dores.

Thou hearest neither that ne this.

For wdian thy labour all done is.

And hast made all thy reckonings.

In stead of rest and of new things.

Thou goest home to thine house anone,
And also dombe as a stone .

Thou sittest at another booke, \
Till fully dased is thy looke, -^
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And livest thus as an hermite,

Altliousli thine abstinence is lite,

And Iherfore Jovis, tVif6iIginTrs'"graee,

Will that 1 beare tliee to a pLace

Wiiich that liight the Iiouse_of_Faine,

And to do the sport and game
In some recompensation

Of thy labour and devotion

That thou hast had, lo, causelesse,

T'-i god Cupido the reehelesse
;

And tims this god through liis mcrite

Will with some manner thing thee quite,

So that thou wilt be of good chere,

For trust well that thou shalt here,

When we ben commen thei-e as I say,
_ >,

Mo wonder things dare 1 lay, , t.^V"^

And of Loves folke mo tidings, •

'"^

Both soothsawes andlesings,
^

And mo loves new begon,

And long served till love is won,

And mo lovers casuelly,

That ben betide, no man wote why,

But as a blind man starteth an hare,

And more jolite and welfare.

While they find love of stele.

As thinke men, and over all wele.

Mo discords, and mo jealousies.

Mo murmures, and mo novelries,

And also mo dissimulations,

And eke fained reparations,

And mo berdes in two houres

Without i-asour or sisours

Ymade, than graines be of sands,

And eke mo holding in mo hands.

And also mo reiiovelaunces

Of old forleten acqueintaunces,

Mo love-daies, and mo accords

Than on instruments ben cords,

And eke of love mo exchaunges.

Than ever come were in graunges,

Unneth maiest thou trowen this,"

Quod he. '' No, so helpe me God as wis,"

Quod I. " Now why ?
" quod he. " For it

Were impossible to my wit.

Though Fame had all the pries

In all a i-ealme and all aspies,

How that yet he should heare all this,

Or they espien :"—"0 yes, yes,"

Quod he, to me, " that can I preve

By reason, worthy for to leve.

So that thou give thine advertence

To understand my sentence.
" First shalt thou hei-e where she dwelleth,

Right so as thine owne booke telleth,

Her palais standeth, as I shall say.

Right even amiddes of the way
Betweene Heaven, Earth, and see.

That whatsoever in all these three

Is spoken in prive or apert,

The way thereto is so overt.

And stant eke in so just a place,

That every sowne mote to it pace.

Or what so commeth from any tong,

Be rowned, red, or song.

Or spoken in suertie or drede,

Certaine it mote thider nede.
" Now hearken well, for why ? I will

Tellen thee a proper skill.

And a worthy demonstration

In mine imagination.

" Geffray, thou wotest well this.

That every kindely thing that is,

Hath a kindely stede there he
May best in it conserved be,

Unto which place every thing.

Through his kindely enelining,

Mevetli for to come to,'

Whan that it is away therefro,

As thus, lo, how thou maist al day see,

Take any thing that heavie bee.

As stone or lead, or thing of weight,

And beare it never so hie on height,

Let go thine hand, it falleth downe.
Right so say I by fire or sowne
Or smoke, or other things light,

Alway tliey seeke upward on height,

Light things up, and downward chai'ge,

While everich of hem be at large,

And for this cause thou maist well see,

That every river unto the see

Enclined is to go by kind,

And by these skilles, as I find,

Have fishes dwelling in flood and see.

And trees eke on the earth be ;

Thus every thing by his reason

Hath his own proper mansion,

To which he seeketh to repaii'e.

There as it should nat appaire.
" Lo. this sentence is knowne couth

Of every philosophers mouth.
As Aristotle and dan Platone,

And other clerkes many one.

And to confirme my reasoun,

Thou west well that speech is soun.

Or else no man might it here, \
Now herke what I woU thee lere. ZrcV'^

" Sowne is not but eyre ybroken, j-->"

And every speech that is spoken.

Loud or prive, foule or faire,

In his substaunce is but eyre,

For as flame is but lighted smoke.

Right so is sowne eyre ybroke.

But this may be in many wise,

Of which I will thee devise
;

As sowne commeth of pipe or harpe

For when a pipe is blowen sharpe,

The eyre is twist with violence.

And rent ; lo, this is my sentence :

Eke, whan men harpe strings smite,

Wheder it be much or lite,

Lo, with a stroke the eyre it breketh,

And right so breaketh it whan men speaketh,

Thus, west thou well, what thing is speach,

Now henceforth, I will thee teach

How everich speech, voice, or soun,

Through his multiplicatioun,

Though it were piped of a mouse.

Mote needs come to Fames House ;

I prove it thus, take heed now
By experience, for if that thou

Threw in a water now, a stone.

Well wost thou it will make, anone,

A little roundell as a circle,

Paraventure as broad as a covercle,

And right anone, thou shalt see wele.

That whele cercle wil cause another whfle.

And that the third, and so forth brother,

Every cercle causing other,

Broader than himselfe was,

And thus from roundell to compas,
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Ecli about otiier going,
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Callen it Watling: streete, l^cji-^l C
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And liath so very his likcnesse,

And spake the wonle that tliou wilt gosse,

Tliat it tlie same body lie,

Man or wunian, he, or she.

And is nut this a wonder tiling ?
"

" Yes," quod I tlio, " by Heaven king:
"

And with tliis worde, " Farewell," quod he,

" And here will I abide tliee,

And God of Heaven send thee grace

Sonic good to learne in this i)lace:"

And 1 of him tooke leave anone,

And gan forth to the palais gone.

EXPLICIT LIBKR SECUNDI.'S.

Xx/V-̂
^.V**

(

LIBER TERTIUS.

B. III. V. 1—118

Gob of science and of light,

(Ap()110jj,through thy great might,

TiTtS'fittell last booke now thou gie.

Now that Twin for maistrie

Here art potenciall be shewde.

But for the rime is light and lewdc.

Yet make it somewhat agreeable,

Though some verse fayle in a sillable,

And tliat 1 do no diligence,

To shewe crafte, but sentence,

And if devine vertue thou

Wilt helpe me to shewe now,
That in my heed ymarked is,

Lo, that is for to meanen this.

The House of Fame for to discrive.

Thou shalt see me go as blive

Unto the next laurer I see,

And kisse it, for it is thy tree ;

Now entre in my brest, anone !

When I was from the Egle gone,

I gan behold upon this place,

And certaine, or I further passe,

I woll you all the shape devise,

Of house and citce, and all the wise

How 1 gan to this place a]>i)roclie.

That st(iod upon so hie a roche,

Hier standeth none in Spaiiie
;

But up I clambe witli moeh payne,

And though to climbe greved mee,
Yet I ententife was to see.

And for to poren wondre low,

If I coude any wise yknow
What maner stone this roche was,

For it was like a limed glas,

But that it shone full moi*e clere,

But of what congeled matere

It was, I n'iste redely,

But at the last espied I,

And found that it was everydele,

A roche of yse and not of stele :

Thought I, " By saint Thomas of Kent,
This were a feeble foundement
To builden on a place hie.

He ought him little to glorifie.

That hereon bilte, God so me save."

Tho sawe I all the hall ygrave
With famous folkes names fele.

That had been in moch wele,

And liir fames wide yblow,

But well nnneth might I know
Any letters for to rede

Hir names by, for, out of drede.

They weren ahnost of thawed so.

That of the letters one or two
Were molte away of every name.
So unfamous was wexe her fame ;

But men say, what may ever last ?

Tho gan I in mine herte cast.

That they were molte away for heate,

And not away with stormes beate,

For on that other side I sey,

Of this hill, that northward ley.

How it was written full of names
Of folke that had afore great fames,

Of old time, and yet they were
As fresh as men had written hem there

The self-day, or that houre
That I on hem gan to poure,

But well I wistc what it made.
It was conserved with the shade,

All the writing that I sie,

O f a castelljliat..sa-Stuode -an. Jiie,

Aiiistood,e,fiUeia.so„ajild..a4>lace

Tliat liuate .might it nwt d«fB«e.

"~Tho gan I on this hill to gone.

And found on tho coppe a wone.
That all the men that been on live

Ne han the conning to discrive

The beaute of that ilke place,

Ne coud caste no compace
Soch another for to make.
That might of beauty be his make,
Ne so wonderly ywrought.
That it astonieth yet my thought.

And maketh all my witte to swmke
On this castell for to thinke.

So that the great beautie.

The caste, crafte, and ciiriositie,

Ne can I not to you devise,

My witte ne may mc not suffise
;

But nathelesse all the subst;innce

I have yet in my remembrannee.
For why ? me thouj;kt,i)^ saint Gile,

All was of stone of-herije^.i

Both the castell and the toure.

And eke the hall, and every boure.

Without peeces or joynings.

But many subtell compassings.

As babeuries and pinnacles,

Imageries and tabernacles,

I saw, and full eke of windowes,

As flakes fallen in great snowes ;

And eke in each of the pinnacles

Weren sundry liabitacles.

In which stooden, all withonten,

Full the castle all abouten,

Of all manner of minstrales,

And jestours, that telleii tales

Both of weeping and of game
;

And of all that longeth unto Fame,
There heard I play on an harpe,

That souned both well and sliarpe.

Him Oi'pheus full craftely.

And on this side, fast by,

Sat the harper Orion,

And Gacides Chirion,

And other harpers many one,

And the Bi-iton Glaskirion,
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A.iid smale harpers with hir glees,

Sate under hem in divers sees,

And gone on liem upward to gape,

And counterfeited hem as an ape,

Or as craft counterfeit kind.

Tho saw I standen hem behind,

A farre from hem, all by hemselve,

Many a thousand times twelve,

jriiat made loud minstraleies.

In cornemuse and shalmies,

And many another pipe,

That craftely began to pipe,

Both in douced and in rede,

That ben at feasts with the brede.

And many a fioyte and litling home,
Aud pipes made of greene corne.

As have these little heerd gromes.
That keepen beastes in the bromes.

There saw I than dan Citherus,

And of Athenes dan Proserus,

And Mercia that lost her skinne,

Both in face, body, and chinne.

For that she would envien, lo,

To pipen bette than Apollo.

There saw I eke famous old and yong.

Pipers of all the Dutch tong.

To learne love daunces, springs,

Reyes, and the straunge things.

Tho saw I in another place.

Standing in a large space

Of hem that maken bloody soun.

In trumpe heme, and clarioun,

For in fight and bloodsheddings

Is used gladly clarionings.

There heard I trumpe Messenus,

Of whom that speaketh Vergilius.

There heard I Joab trumpe also,

Theodomas, and other mo.
And all that used clarion.

In Casteloigne and Aragon,
That in hir times famous were,

To learnen saw I trumpen there

There saw I sit in other sees.

Playing upon other sundry glee.

\Miich that I cannot neven.

Mo than sterres ben in Heven,
Of which I n'ill as now not rime,

For ease of you, and losse of time :

For time ylost, this know ye.

By no way may recovered be.

There saw I playing jogelours,

Magiciens, and tragetours.

And phetonisses, charmeresses,

Old witches, soi'ceresses,

That usen exorsisations,

And eke subfumigations.

And clerkes eke, which conne well

All this magike naturell.

That craftely doe hir entents

To maken in certaine ascendents.

Images, lo, through which magike
To maken a man ben hole or sike.

There saw I the queene -Modoa.

)

And Circes eke, and Calipsea.

There saw I Hermes Ballenus,

Limote, and eke Simon Magus.
There saw I, and knew by name,

That by such art done men have fame.
There saw I Coll Tragetour

Upon a table of sicamour

Play an uncouth thing to tell,

I saw him carry a wind-mell
Under a walnote shale.

What should I make lenger tale ?

Of all the people that I se_v,

I could not tell till domisdey.

Whan I had all this folke behold.

And found me loose and not hold,

And I amused a long while

Upon this wall of berile.

That shone lighter than a glas

And made well more than it was,

As kinde thing of fame is.

And than anone, after this,

I gan forth romeu till I fonde

The castell yate on my right honde.
Which so well corven was.

That never such another n'as.

And yet it was by aventure
Ywrought by great and subtill cure

;

It needeth not you more to tellea

To make you too long dwelleu

Of these yates iiorishings,

Ne of compaces, ne of karvings,

Ne how the hacking in masonries,

As corbettes, and imageries.

But Lord, so faire it was to shews,

For it was all with gold behewe ;

But in I went, and that anone.

There met I crying many one,
" A larges, a larges, hold up well

!

God save the lady of this pell,

Our owne gentUl lady Fame,
And hem that willen to have a name
Of us 1" thus heard I ci-ien all.

And fast commen out of the hall.

And shoke nobles and starlings,

And crowned were as kings.

With crownes wrought full oflosinges.

And many ribans, and many fringes

Wore on hir clothes truely.

Tho at the last, espied I

That pursevauntes and heraudes.

That crien riche folkes laudes.

It weren, all and every man
Of hem, as I you tell can.

Had on him throwe a vesture

Which men clepe a coate armure,
Embroudred wonderly riche.

As though they were not yliche.

But nought will I, so mote I thrive.

Be about to discrive

All these amies that there weren.

That they thus on hir coates weren.

For to me were impossible.

Men might make of hem a bible.

Twenty foote thicke as I trowe.

For certain who so coud know,
Might there all the armes seen

Of famous folke that had been
In Affrike, Europe, and Asie,

Sith first began chevalrie.

Lo, how should I now tell all this ?

Ne of the hall, eke what need is

To tellen you that every wall

Of it, and rofe and flore with all.

Was plated halfe^fnotp thifiie

Of goTde, and that n'as not wicke,

"Biit for to prove in all wise,

As fine as ducket in Venise,
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For thou shalt trunipe all the coiitrarie,

Of that they have done well and faire."

Alas, thought I, what aventures

Have these sory creatures,

That they among all the jires,

Should thus be shamed giltles ?

But what, it must neodcs be.

W'liat dill this Eolus, but he
Tooke out his blaeke tranipe of bras,

Th;it fouler than the Devil was,

And gan this troinpe for to blow,

As all the world should overtlirow.

Throughout every regioun.

Went this foule trunipcs soun,

As swifte as a pellet out of a gonne,

Wlien fire is in the pouder ronne,

And soeh a smoke gan out wende.

Out of the foule trumpes ende,

Blacke, blue, grenishe, swartish, red,

As doth where that man melte led,

Lo, all on hie from the tewell
;

And thereto, one thing saw 1 well,

That the ferther that it ranne.

The greater wexen it beganne,

As doth the river from a well,

And it stauke as the pitte of Hell :

Alas, thus was hir shame yrong.

And giltlesse on every tong.

Tho came the third companie.

And gone up to the dees to hie.

And doune on knees they fell anonc,

And saiden, " We been everichono

Folke that lian full truely

Deserved fame rightfully,

And prayed you it might be know.
Right as it is and forth blow."

" I graunt," quod she, " for now me list

That your good workes shall be wist.

And yet ye shall have better loos.

Right in dispite of all your foos,

Than worthy is, and that anone ;

Let now," quod she, " thy trumpe gone.

Thou Eolus that is so blacke,

And out thine other trumpe take

That hight laude, and blow it so

That through the world hir fame go.

All easely and not too fast.

That it be knowen at the last."

" Full gladly, lady mine," he saicd,

And out his trumpe of gold he braied

Anone, and set it to his mouth.
And blewe it east, west, and south,

And north, as loude as any thonder,

That every wight hath of it wonder.
So brode it ran or that it stent.

And certes, all the breath that went
Out of his trumpes mouth smelde
As men a potte full of baume helde
Among a basket full of roses.

This favour did he to hir loses.

And right with this I gan espie,

There came the fowerth companie.
But certainc they were wonder fewe.

And gonne to stauden on a rewe.
And saiden, " Certes, lady bright,

We have done well with all our might,
But we ne keepe to have fame

;

Hide our workes and our name.
For Goddes love, for certes wee
Have surely done it for bountee,

And for no manner other thinj,'."

" I graunt you all your iuskiiig,"

Quotl she, "let your workes lie dedde."

With that about I tciurneil my lieddc.

And sawe anone the hfth rout

That to tliis lady gan lout.

And doune on knees, anone, to fall,

And to her tho besoughten all,

To liiden hir good workes eke,

And said, they yeve not a leke

For no fame, ne soeh renoun.
For they for contenii>lacioun.

And Goddes love had it wrought,

Nc of fame would they nought.
" What !"quod she, " and be ye wood *

And wene ye for to do good.

And for to have of that no fame ?

Have ye dispite to have my name ?

N.ay, ye shall lien everichoue :

Blowe thy trumps and tlwit anone."
Quod she, " thou Eohiv? bote,

And ring these folkes workes by note,

That all the world may of it here :"

And he gan blowe hir loos so clearc

In his golden clarioun,

Through the worlde went the soun, ; .

Also kindly, and eke so soft,
j

That their fame was blowe aloft. ,
i

Tho civme the sixt companie.
And gan fast to Fame crie.

Right verely in this manere.
They saiden, " Mercy, lady dere,

To tell certain as it is.

We have done neither that ne this.

But idell all our life hath be,

But nathelesse, yet pray we,

That we may have as good a fame.

And great renoine and knowen name,
As they that have do noble jestes,

And acheved all hir ([Uestes,

As well of love as other thing,

All was us never broche ne ring,

Ne els what fro women sent,

Ne ones in hir herte yment,
To niaken us onely frendly clierc.

But niought temen us on here.

Yet let us to the people seeme
Soeh as the world may of us deeme,
That women loven us for wood,
It shall do us as moch good,

And to our herte as moch availe.

The counterpoise, ease, and travailc.

As we had won with labour.

For that is dere bought honour.

At regard of our great ease :

And yet ye must us more plea.sc.

Let us be hold eke therto.

Worthy, wise, and good also.

And rich, and happy unto love.

For Goddes love that sitteth above.

Though we may not the body have

Of women, yet so God me save.

Let men glewe on us the name,
Suffiseth that we have the fame."

" I graunt," quod she, " by my trouth.

Now Eolus, withouten slouth.

Take out thy trumpe of gold," quod she,

" And blowe as they have asked me,
That every man wene hem at ease.

Though they go in full badde lease."
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Thnt tliouhast herde," quod lie to mcc ;

" But now, no force, for well 1 see

What thou desirest for to lere, ;,<iy,, ^ v.

Couic forth and stande no lenger here, '

And I woll thee without drede,

Into soch another i)laee lede.

There thou .shalt here many one."

Tho gan 1 forth with him gone,

Out of the castell, sothe to sey.

'I ho sawc I stand in a valey,

Under the castell fast by,

An house, that domus Dedali,

That Laboriiitus ycleped is,

N'as made so wonderly ywis,

Ne halfe so queintly ywrouijlit.

And evermo, as swift as thouj;ht,

This (jueiat b.ouse about went,

That nevermo it still stent,

And there came out so sreat a noise,

That had it stonde upon Oise,

Men might have heard it easily

To Rome, 1 trowe sikerly,

And the noise which that I herde,

For all the world right so it ferde.

As doth the routing of the stone.

That fro th'engin is letyn gone.

And all this house of which I rede,

Was made of twigges, salow, rede,

And green eke, and some were white,

Such as men to the cages twite,

Or malcen of these paniers.

Or els hutches or doffers,

That for the swough and for the twigges,

This house was also full of gigges,

And also full eke of chirkinges,

And of many other werkings,

And eke this house hath of entrees

As many as jeves ben on trees,

In sommer whan they l)een greene,

And on the rofe yet men may seene

A thousand holes, and wel mo,
To letten the sowne out go.

And by day in every tide

Bene all the dores open wide,

And by night eche one unshet,

Ne porter is there none to let

No maner tidings in to pace,

Ne never rest is in that place.

That it n'is filled full of tidings,

Eyther loude or of whisperings.

And ever all the houses angles

Is ful of rownings and of jangles,

Of werres, of peace, of mariages,
Of restes, and of labour, of viages,

Of abode, of death, and of lyfe.

Of love, of hate, accord, of strife,

Of losse, of lore, and of winnings,
Of heale, of sicknesse, or of lesings.

Of faire wether, and eke of tempests.
Of qualme, of folke, and of beests,

Of divers transmutacions.

Of estates and eke of regions,

Of trust, of drede, of jalousie,

Of witte, of winning, of folie,

Of plenty, and of great famine,
Of chepe, derth, and of ruine.

Of good or misgovernment.
Of fire, and of divers accident.

And lo, this house of whicli I write,

Syker be ye it n'as not lite.

-\.aA"^

For it was .sixtie mile of length,

Al was the tiniber of no stie.igih.

Yet it is founded to endure.
While that it list to aventiiro.

That is the mother of tidings,

As the sea of welles and spriiin;s.

And it was shaped lyke a cage.
" Certes," quod I, " in all mine age,

Ne saw I soch an house a-s this."

And as I wondred me, ywis,

Upon this house tho wai-e was I

How mine ejjie, fust Ijy,

Was perched hie u])on a stone,

And I gan streight to him gone,

And said thus, '• J pray thee.

That thou a while abide mee
For goddes love, and let nie seene
What wonders in that place bene,

For yet, paraunter, I may lere

Some good therein, or somewhat here.

That lefe me wei-c, or that I went."
" Parde, that is now mine entont,"

Quod he to me, " tliei'efore I dwell.

But certaine one thing I thee tell.

That but I bring tliee therin,

Ne shall thou never conne the giu

To come into it out of doubt.

So faste it whirleth, lo, about,

But sith that Joves of his grace.

As I have said, will the solace

Finally with tiiese things,

Uncouth sighes and tidings,

To pas.se with thine hevinesse, V^
Soch routh hath lie of thy di.stresse, '

That thou suffredest debonairly,

And woste they selven utterly,

Desperate of all blisse,

Sith that fortune hath made a misse,

The swete of all thine hertes rest,

Languish and eke in ])oint to bre>t,

But he through his mighty merite,

Wil do thee ease, al be it lite,

And gave in expresse comnuiundement,
To wliicli I am obedient,

To fortlicr thee with all my might.

And wish and teach thee aright.

Where thou maist most tioinj^s here,

Thou .shalt hero many one lere."

With this word he right anone,

Hent mo up bytwene his tone,

And at a window in me brouL'iit,

That in this house was at me thou'jlit,

And therewitliall me thought it stent.

And nothing it about went,

And me set in the floore adoun ;

But such a great coiigregaciomi

Of folke as I sawe rome aljout.

Some within and some without,

N'as never seene, ne shall be eite,

That certes, in this world n'is lefte

So many formed by nature,

Ne need so many a creature.

That wel unneth in that place

Had I a foote brede of space ;

And every wight that I sawe there,

Rowned everich in others eere,

A new tiding prively,

Or els he told it all openly

Right thus, and said, " N'ost nat thou

That is betidde, lo, risjht now? "

v.,'--
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" No," quod he, " tell me what: "

And than he told him this and that.

And swore thereto that it was soth.

Thus hath he said, and thus he doth,

And this shal be, and thus herde I say,

That shal be found that dare I lay :

That all the folke that is on live,

Ne have the conning to diserive

The thinges that I herde there.

What a loude, and what in eei-e;

But all tlie wonder most was this.

Whan one had herd a thing ywis.

He came streight to another wight

And gan him tellen anon right,

The same that him was told

Or it a foi'long way was old.

And gan somewhat for to eche

To this tiding in his speehe.

More than ever it spoken was,

And nat so sone departed n'as

Tho fro him that he ne mette
With the third, and ere he lette

Any stound he told hyra alse,

Where the tidings sothe or false.

Yet wold he tell it natheles,

And evermore with mo enerees,

Than it was erst : thus noi-th and south.

Went every tiding fro mouth to mouth,
And that encreasiiig evermo,
As fire is wont to quicken and go
From a sparcle sprongeu amis,

Till a citie brent up is.

And whan that was full up sproiig,

And waxen more ou every tonge

Than ever it was, and went anoue,

Up to a window out to gone,

Or but it might out there passe,

It gan out crepe at some crevasse,

And flewe forth fast for the nones.

And sometime I saw there at ones,

A leasing and a sadde sothe sawe,

That gonnen of aventure drawe.

Out at a window for to pace.

And whan they metteu in that place,

They were achecked both two.

And neyther of them might out go.

For ech other they gonne so croude
Til ech of hem gan crien loude,
" Let me gone first !"—" nay, but let mee !

And here 1 woll ensuren thee,

With vowes that thou wolt do so.

That I shall never fro thee go,

But be thine owne sworne brother,

We woll meddle us eche in other.

That no man be he never so wrothe.

Shall have one two, but bothe

At ones, as beside his leve.

Come we a morrowe or on eve.

But we cride or still yrowned :"

Thus saw I false and soth compowned.
Togider flie for o tiding.

Thus out at holes gcnne wring,

Every tidyng streight to Fame,
And she gan yeve eche his name,
After her disposiclon.

And yeve hem eke duracion
;

Some to wexe and wane soone.

As doth the faire white Mooue,
And let hem gonne, there might I seen

Winged wonders fast fleen.

Twenty thousand in a route

As Eolus hem blewe abouic.

And lord ! this house in all times

W^as full of shipraen and pilgrimes.

With scrippes bret-full of leasiugs,

Entermelled with tidings,

And eke alone by hemselve.
many thousand times twelve

Saw I eke of these pardoners,

Currours, and eke messaungers.
With boxes crommed full of lies

As ever vessell was with lies.

And as I alder- fastest went
About, and did all mine entent,

Me for to playen and for to !ere,
^ '''^I^"^\

And eke a tiding for to here, -^—. - '

That I had herde of some countree

That shall not now be told for mee.
For it no need is, I'edely

Folke can sing it bet than I,

For al mote out late or rathe,

Ail the slieves in the lathe.

I herde a great noise withall,

In a corner of the liall
;

There men of love tidings told

And I gan thitherward laehold,

For I saw renning every wiglit.

As fast as that they hadden might.

And everich cride, " What thing is tliat V
And some said, " I n'ot never what,"

And whan they were all on a hepe,

Tho behind gone up lepe,

And clamben up on other faste,

And up the noyse on higlien caste.

And treden fast on others heles,

And stampe as men done after eles.

At the last I saw a man,
Which that I nought ne can,

But he seemed for to be
A man of great auctorite.

And therewithal! I abraide

Out of my slepe halfe afraide,

Remembring well what I had sene,

And how hie and ferre I had bene
In my gost, and had great wonder
Of that the god of thonder

Had let me knowen, and began to write

Like as ye have herd me endite,

Wherefore to study and rede alway,

I purpose to do day by day.

Thus m dreaming and in game,
Endeth this litell booke of Fame.

HERE ENDKTH THE BDOKE (iF KilvfJ.
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WifAiN Flora the queeiio of pleasaunce,

Had wliole achieved tholu-isaunce

Of tlio fresh and new season,

Tliorow out every region,

And with her mantle whole covert

Tliat winter made had discovert

Of aventure, withoute lij^ht,

In May, I lay ii])on a nii,dit

Alone, and on my lady tlmujiht,

And how the lord that her wrought,

Couth well entaile in imagery
And shewed had great niaistry,

Whan lie in so little space

Made such a l)ody and a face,

So great beaute with swichc features

More than in other creatures
;

And in my thoughtes as I lay

1 n a lodge out of the way.
Beside a well in a forest,

Where after hunting I tooke rest,

Nature and kind so in me wrought,
That halfe on sleepe they me brought,
And gan to dreame to my thinking.

With mind of knowliche like making,
For what I dreamed, as me thought,
I saw it, and I slept nought

;

Wherefore is yet my full beleeve,

Tiiat some good spirit that eve,

By meane of some curious port.

Bare me, where I saw paine and sport
;

But whether it were I woke or slept,

Well wot I of, I lough and wept.

Wherefore I woU in rcmembraunce.
Put whole the paine, and the pleasaunce,
Which was to me axen and liele,

Would God ye wist it every dele.

Or at the least, ye might o night
Of such another have a sight.

Although it were to you a paine,

Yet on the morow ye would be faine.

And wish it might lunge dure
;

Than might ye say ye had good cure,
-For he that dreames and weues he see,

Much the better yet may hee
Wite what, and of whom, and where,
And eke the lasse it woll hindere
To thinke I see this with mine eene,
Ywis this may not dreame kene.
But signe or signifiauuce

Of hasty thing souning pleasaunce,
For on this wise upon a. night.

As ye have heai'd, without light.

Not all waking, ne full on sleepe.

About such houre as lovers weepe
And cry after their ladies grace,

Befell me this wonder caee,

Which ye shall lieare and all the wise,

So wholly as 1 can devise.

In plaine English evill written.

For sleepe writer, well ye witteii.

Excused is, though he do mis,

More than one that waking is,

Wherefore here of your gentilnesse,

I yf)U re(iuire my boistousnesse

Ye let passe, as thir.ge rude,

And he.areth what I woll conclude
;

And of the enditing taketh no heed,

Ne of the ti'arnies, so God you speed,

But let all passe as nothing were.

For thus befell, as you shall here.

Within an ylo me thouglit 1 was,

Where wall and yate was all of glasse.

And so was closed round about
That leavelesse none come in ne out.

Uncouth and straunge to behold.

For every yate of fine gold

A thousand fanes, aie turning,

Entuned had, and briddes singing,

Divers, and on each fane a jiaire.

With open mouth again thairc ;

And of a sute w^re all the toures,

Subtily corven after floures,

Of uncouth colours during aye,

That never been none scene in May,
With many a small turret hie.

But man on live could I non sie,

Ne creatures, save ladi(;s pliiy,

Which were such of their array

That, as me thought, of goodlihead

They passeden all and womanhead ;

For to behold them daunce and sing.

It seemed like none earthly thing.

Such was their uncouth countinauncc

In every play of right usaunce
;

And of one age everichone

They seemed all, save onely one,

Which had of yeeres suftisaunce.

For she might neither sing ne daunce.

But yet lier countenaunce was so glad,

As she so fewe yeeres had had
As any lady that was there,

And as little it did her dere

Of lustines to laugh and tale

As she had full stuffed a male
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Of disports and new playes :

Faire had she been in her daies,

And maistresse seemed well to be

Of all that lusty companie ;

And so she might, I you ensure,

For one the conningest ci'eature

She was, and so said evericlione,

That ever her knew, there failed none,

For she was sober and well avised,

And from every fault disguised,

And nothing used but faith and truth ;

That she n'as young it was great ruth,

For every where and in ech place.

She governed her, that in grace
She stode alway with poore and riche.

That, at a word, was none her liche,

Ne halfe so able maistres to be
To such a lusty companie.

Befell me so, when I avised

Had the vie that me suffised,

And whole the state every where,
That in that lusty yie was there,

Which was more wonder to devise

Than the joieux paradise,

I dare well say, for floure ne tree,

Ne thing wherein pleasaunce might bee

There failed none, for every wi;:]it

Had they desired, day and night,

Riches, heale, beauty, and ease.

With every thing that them might please,

Thinke and have, it cost no more
;

In such a country there before,

Had I not bene, ne heard tell

That lives creature might dwell.

And when I had thus all about
The yle avised throughout
The state, and how they were arayed.
In my heart I were well payed.
And in my selfe I me assured
That in my body I was well ured,

Sith I might have such a grace
To see the ladies and the place.

Which were so faire, I you ensure.

That to my dome, though that nature
Would ever strive and do her paiue.

She should not con ne mow attains

The least feature to amend,
Though she would all her conning spend.
That to beauty might availe.

It were but paine and lost travaile,

Such part in their nativity

Was them alarged of beauty,

And eke they had a thing notable

Unto their death, ay durable,

And was, that their beauty should dure.

Which was never seene in creature.

Save onely there (as I trow)

It hath not be wist ne know,
Wherefore I praise with their conning,

That during beauty, rich thing.

Had they been of their lives certaine.

They had been quite of every paine.

And when I wende thus all have seene,

The state, the riches, that might beene.
That me thought impossible were
To see one thing more than was there.

That to beauty or glad conning
Serve or availe might any thing

;

All sodainly, as I there stood.

This lady that couth so much good.

Unto me came with smiling chere.

And said, " Benedicite, this yere
Saw I never man here but you.

Tell me how ye come hider no»v ?

And your name, and where ye dwell ?

And whom ye seeke eke mote ye tell.

And how ye come be to this place,

The soth well told may cause you grace.

And else ye mote prisoner be

Unto the ladies here, and me.
That have the governaunce of this yle :"

And with that word she gau to smile,

And so did all the lusty rout

Of ladies that stood her about.
" Madame," (quod I) " this night past,

Lodged I was and slept fast

In a forest beside a well.

And now am here, how should I tell \

Wot I not by whose ordinance,

But onely Fortunes purveiance.

Which puts many, as I gesse.

To travaile, paine, and businesse.

And lettes nothing for their tmth.
But some sleeth eke, and that is ruth.

Wherefore, I doubt her brittilnes.

Her variance and uusteadfastues,

So that I am as yet afraid.

And of my being here aniaid.

For wonder thing seemeth me,
Thus many fresh ladies to see.

So faire, so cunning, and so yong.

And no man dwelling them among :

N'ot I not how I hider come,
Madame," (quod I) " this all and some,

What should I faine a long processe

To you that seeme such a princesse ?

What please you commauud or say,

Here 1 am you to obay.

To my power, and all fulfill,

And prisoner bide at your will,

Till you duly euformed be

Of every thing ye aske me."
This lady there, right well apaid,

Me by the hand tooke, and said,

" Welcome prisoner adventurous,

Right glad am I ye have said thus,

And for ye doubt me to displease,

I will assay to do you ease :"

And with that word, ye anon,

She, and the ladies everichon
Assembled, and to counsaile went.

And after that scone for me sent.

And to me said on this manere.
Word for word, as ye shall here.

"To see you here us thinke marvaile,

And how without bote or saile.

By any subtilty or wyle.

Ye get have eutre in this yle ;

But not for that, yet shall ye see

That we gentill women bee.

Loth to displease any wight.

Notwithstanding our great right,

And for ye shall well understond

The old custome of this lond.

Which hath continued many yere.

Ye shall well wete that with us here

Ye may not bide, for causes twaine.

Which we be purposed you to saine.

" Th'one is this, our ordinance,

Which is ol long continuance,
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And said, tliougli him I never had seen,

Yet liad I long his lady been,

Wherefore I should with him wend,

And he would to his lives end

My servant be, and gan to sing

As one that had wonne a rich thing
;

The were my spii-its fro me gone,

So sodainly everichone.

That in me appeared but death,

For I felt neither life ne breath,

Ne good ne harms none I knew,

The sodaine paine me was so new,

That had not the hasty grace be

Of this lady, that fro the tree

Of her gentilnesse so hied

Me to comfort, I had died,

And of her three apples, one

In mine hand there put anone,

Which brought againe mind and breath.

And me recovered from the death,

Wherefore, to her so am I hold,

That for her all things do I wold.

For she Avas lech of all ray smart.

And from great paine so quite mine hart,

And, as God wote, right as ye heare.

Me to comfort with friendly cheare

She did her prowesse and her might,

And truly eke so did this kni lit.

In that he couth, and oft said,

That of my wo he was ill paid.

And cursed the ship that thera there brought

The mast, the master that it wrought ;

And as ech thing mote have an end.

My sister here your brother frend.

Con with her words so womanly
This knight entreat, and coniiingly.

Fur mine honour and his also.

And said that with her we should go

Both in her ship, where she was brought,

Which was so wonderfully wx-ought,

So cleane, so rich, and so araid,

That we were both content and paid.

And me to comfort and to please.

And mine herte to put at ease.

She toke great paine in little while.

And thus hath brought us to this yle.

As ye may see, wherefore echone,

I pray you tlianke her, one and one.

As heartily as ye can devise.

Or imagine in any wise."

At once there tho men might seen

A world of ladies fall on kneen

Before my lady, that there about

Was left none standing in the rout.

But altogither they went at ones

To kneele, they spared not for the stones,

Ne for estate, ne for their blood,

Well shewed there they couth much good.

For to my lady they made such feast,

With such words, that the least.

So friendly and so faithfully

Said was, and so cunningly.

That wonder was, seing their j'outh.

To here the language they couth,

And wholly how they governed were,

In thanking of my lady there.

And said by will and maundenient.

They were at her commaundement,
Which was to me as great a joy,

As winning of the towae of Troy

Was to the hardy Greekes strong,

Whan they it wan with siege long,

To see my lady in such a place

So received as she was :

And whan they talked had a wliile

Of this and that, and of the yle.

My lady, and the ladies there,

Altogether as they were,

The queene her selfe began to play.

And to the aged lady say :

" Now seemeth you not good it were,

Sith we be altogither hei-e.

To ordaine and devise the best.

To set this knight and me at rest ?

For woman is a feble wight

To rere a warre against a knight.

And sith he here is in this place.

At my list, danger or grace.

It were to me great villany

To do him any tiranny.

But faine I would, now will ye here.

In his owne country that he were.

And I in peace, and he at ease,

This were a way us both to please.

If it might be; I you beseech,

With him hereof you fall in speech."

This lady tho began to smile,

Avising her a little while.

And with glad chere she said anone,
" Madam, 1 will unto him gone.

And with him speake, and of him fele

What he desires every dele :"

And soberly this lady tho.

Her selfe and other ladies two

She tooke with her, and with sad chei-e,

Said to the knight on this manere,
" Sir, the princes of this yle,

Whom for your pleasance many naile

Ye sought have, as I understond.

Till at the last ye have her fond,

Me sent hath here, and ladies twaine.

To heare all thing that ye saine.

And for what cause ye have her sought,

Faine would she wote, and whol your thought,

And why you do her all this wo,

And for what cause you be her fo ?

And why, of every wight unware,

By force ye to your ship her bare.

That she so nigh was agone,

That mind ne speech had she none.

But as a painfull creature.

Dying, abode her adventure,

That her to see indure that paine.

Here well say unto you plaine,

Right on your selfe ye did amisse.

Seeing how she a princes is."

This knight, the which couth his good.

Right of his truth raeved his blood,

That pale he woxe as any lead,

And lookt as he would be dead,

Blood was there none in nother cheke,

Wordlesse he was and semed sicke,

And so it proved well he was.

For without movmg any paas.

All sodainely as thing dying.

He fell at once downe sowning.

That for his wo this lady fraid,

Unto the queene her hied and said,

" Cometh on anon as have you blisse.

But ye be wise, thing is amisse.
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This knight is dead or will be soone,

Lo, wIrtc he lyetli in a swoone,
Without word, or answering
To tiiat 1 have said, any thing :

Wherefore, I doubt that the blame
Might be hindering to jour name,
Whieh floured hath so many yere,

So long, that for nothing here,

I would in no wise he died,

W^lierefore good were that ye hied

His life to save at the least.

And after that his wo be ceast,

Comniaund him void, or dwell,

For in no wise dare I more mtdl

Of thing wherein such jierill is.

As like is now to fall of this
"

This queene right tho full of great feare.

With all the ladies present there.

Unto the knight came where he lay,

And made a iady to him say :

" Lo, here the queene, awake for shame !

What will you doe, is this good game ?

WHiy lye you hei"e, what is your mind ?

Now is well seene your wit is blind.

To see so many ladies here.

And ye to make none other chero,

But as ye set them all at nought;
Arise, for his love that you bought :"

But what she said, a word not one
He spake, ne answer gave her none.

The queene of very pitty tho,

Her worship, and his like also.

To save there she did her paine,

And quokc for feare, and gan to saine

For woe, " Alas, what shall I doe ?

What shall I say this man unto I

If he die here, lost is my name.
How shal I play this perillous game ?

If any thing be here ainisse, •

It shall be said it rigour is,

Whereby my name impayre might.

And like to die eke is this knight :

"

And with that word her hand she laid

Upon his brest, and to him said,

" Awake my knight ! lo, it am I

That to you speake, now tell me why
Ye fare thus, and this paine endure,

Seeing ye be in country sure,

Among such friends that would you heale,

Your hertes ease eke and your weale,

And if I wist what you might ease,

Or know the thing that you might please,

I you ensure it should not faile.

That to your heale you might availe :

Wherefore, with all my herte I pray
Ye rise, and let us talke and play

;

And see! how many ladies here
Be comen for to make good chere."
All was for nought, for still as stone

He lay, and word spoke none.
• Long while was or he might braid.

And of all that the queene had said,

He wist no word, but at the last,

" i\Iercy," twise he cried fast.

That pitty was his voice to heare,

Or to behold his painefuU cheivre,

Which w.is not fained well was to sein.

Both by his visage and his eyn.

Which on the queene at once he cast,

And sighed as he would to brast,

And after that he shright so

That wonder was to sec his wo,
For sith that paine was first named,
Was never more wofull paine atcaiucd,

P'or with voice dead he gan to ))laine.

And to himselfe these words saine,
" I wofull wight full of nialure.

Am worse than dead, and yet dure,
Maugre any paine or death.
Against my will I fell my breath :

Why n'am I dead sith I ne serve,

And sith my lady will me sterve ?

Where art thou Death, art thou agiist

!

Well, shall we meete yet at the last,

Though thou thee hide, it is for nought,
For where thou dwelst thou shalt be sought

;

Maugre thy subtill double face,

Here will 1 die right in this place,

To thy dishonour and mine ease
;

Thy nuumer is no wight to please.

What needs thee, sith I thee seche,

So thee to hide my paine to eche?
And well wost thou I will not live.

Who woulrl me all this world here give,

For 1 have with my cowardise.

Lost joy, and heale, and my servise,

And made my soveraigne lady so.

That while she lives I trow my fo

She will be ever to her end,
Thus have 1 neither joy ne frend

;

Woto I not whether hast or sloth

Hath caused this now by my ti'oth.

For at the hermitage full hii-.

Whan I her saw first with mine eye,

I hied till I was aloft,

And made my ])ace small and soft.

Till in mine amies I had her fast.

And to my ship bare at the last,

Whereof she was displeased so.

That endlesse there seemed her wo.
And I thereof had so great fere.

That me re|)ent that I come there,

Which hast I trow gan her displease.

And is the cause of my disease :
"

And with that word he gan to cry,
" Now Death, Death ! twy or thry.

And motreil wot 1 not what of slouth.

And even with that the queene, of roiith.

Him in her amies tooke and said,

" Now mine owne knight, be not evill apaid

That I a lady to you sent

To have knowledge of your entent,

For, in good faith, I meant but well.

And would ye wist it every dele.

Nor will not do to you ywis ;"

And with that word she gan him ki'sse,

And prayed him rise, and said she W(juld

His welfare, l)y her truth, and told

Him how she was for his disease

Right sory, and faine would him please,

His life to save : these words tho

She said to him, and many mo
In comforting, lor from the jiaine

She would he were delivered faine.

The knight tho up cast his een.

And whan he saw it was tlse queen.

That to him had these words said,

Right in his wo he gan. to braid.

And him up dresses for to knele.

The queene avising wonder wele :
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My life, mine hele, my lech also,

Of every tiling that doth me wo,

My helpe at need, and my surete

Of every joy that longs to me,
My succours whole in all wise.

That may be thought or man devise.

Your grace, madame, such have I found,

Now in my need that I am bound
To you for ever, so Christ me save.

For heale and live of you I have,

Wherefore is reasoun I you serve.

With due obeisaunce till I sterve.

And dead and quicke be ever yours,

Late, early, and at all hours."

Tho came ray lady small alite,

And in plaine English con consite

In words few, whole her eiitent

She shewed me there, and how she ment
To meward in every wise,

Wholly she came at their devise,

Without processe or long travel!,

Charging me to keepe counsell,

As I would to her grace attaine,

Of which commaundement I was faine,

Wherefore I passe over at this time,

For counsell cords not v/ell in rime.

And eke the oth that 1 have swore.

To breake me were better unbore.

Why for untrue for evermore
I should be hold, that nevermore
Of me in place should be i-eport

Thing that availe might, or comfort
To mewards in any wise.

And ech wight would me dispise

In that they couth, and me repreeve,

Which were a thing sore for to greeve,

Wherefore hereof more mencion
Make I not now ne long sermon.
But shortly thus I me excuse.

To rime a councell I refuse.

Sailing thus two dayes or three,

My lady towards her countree,

Over the waves high and greene,

Which were large and deepe betweene.
Upon a time me called, and said

That of my hele she was well paid,

And of the queene and of the yle,

She talked with me long while,

And of all that she there had seene,

And of the state, and of the queene,
And of the ladies name by name.
Two lioures or mo, this was her game.
Till at the last the wind gan rise.

And blew so fast, and in such wise.

The ship that every wight can say,
" Madame, er eve be of this day.

And God tofore, ye shall be there

As ye would fainest that ye were,
And doubt not within sixe hours,

Ye shall be there, as all is yours."
At which words she gan to smile,

And said that was no long while.

That they her set, and up she rose.

And all about the ship she gose.

And made good cheare to every wight.
Till of the land she had a sight.

Of which sight glad, God it wote.

She was abashed and abote,

And forth goeth, shortly you to tell,

Where she accustomed was to dwell,

And received was, as good right,

With joyous cheere and hertes light.

And as a glad new aventure,

Pleasaunt to every creature,

With which landing tho I woke.
And found ray chamber full of smoke.
My cheekes eke unto the eares,

And all my body wet with teares.

And all so feeble and in such wise,

I was, that unneth might I rise.

So fare travailed and so faint.

That neither knew I kirke ne saint,

Ne what was what, ne who vvas who,

Ne avised what way I would go,

But by a venturous grace,

I rise and walkt, sought pace and pace.

Till I a winding staire found,

And held the vice aye in my hond.

And upward softly so gan creepe.

Till I came where I thought to sleepe

More at mine ease, and out of preace.

At my good leisure, and in peace,

Till somewhat I recomfort were
Of the travell and great feare

That I endured had before.

This was ray thought without more.
And as a wight witlesse and faint.

Without more, in a chamber paint

Full of stories old and divers,

More than I can now rehearse,

Unto a bed full soberly.

So as I might full sothly.

Pace after other, and nothing said.

Till at the last downe I me laid.

And as my mind would give me leve.

All that 1 dreamed had that eve,

Before all I can rehearse,

Right as a child at schoole his verse

Doth after that he thinketh to thrive,

Right so did I for all my live,

I thought to have in remembraunce.
Both the paine and the pleasaunce.

The dreame whole, as it me befell,

Which was as ye here me tell.

Thus in my thoughts as I lay.

That happy or unhappy day.

Wot I not, so have I blame.

Of the two which is the name:
Befell me so, that there a thought,

By processe new on sleepe me brought.

And me governed so in a while.

That againe within the yle,

Methought I was, whereof the knight.

And of the ladies I had a sight.

And wei-e assembled on a greene,

Knight and lady, with the queene.

At which assembly there was said.

How they all content and paid

Were wholly as in that thing.

That the knight there should be king.

And they would all for sure witnesse

Wedded be both more and lesse,

In remembraunce without more.

Thus they consent for evermore,

And was concluded that the knight

Depart should the same night.

And forthwith there tooke his voiage,

To journey for his marriage.

And returne with such an host.

That wedded might be least and most,
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This was concluded, written and scaled,

Tliot it might not be I'cpealed

In no wise, but aie be ttrnie.

And all should be within a tearme.

Without more excusation,

Hoth feast and coronation.

This knight which had thereof the charge,

Anon into a little barge
Brought was late against an eve,

Where of ail he tooke his leave
;

Which barge was as a mans thought.

After his pleasure to him brought,

The queene her selfe accustomed aye

In the same barge to play.

It needeth neither mast ne rother,

I have not heard of such another,

No maistcr for the governannce,

Hie savled by thought and pleasaunce,

Without labour, east and west,

All was one, calme or tempest.

And I went with at his request.

And was the first prayed to the fest.

Whan he came in his countree,

And passed had the wavy see,

In an haven deepe and large

He left his rich and noble barge,

And to the court, shortly to tell.

He went, where he wont was to dwell,

And was received as good right.

As heire, and for a worthy knight,

Witli all the states of the lond,

Which came anon at his first soiid,

With glad spirits full of tronth,

Loth to do fault or with a slouth,

Attaint be in any wise
;

•Their riches was their old servise.

Which ever trew had be fond,

Sith first inhabit was tlie lond.

And so received there hir king,

Tliat forgotten was no tiling.

That owe to be done ne might please,

Ne their soveraine lord do case.

And with them, so shortly to sa}-,

As they of custome had done aye,

For seven yere past was and more,
The father, the old wise and bore
King of the land tooke his leve

Of all his barons on an eve.

And told them how his dayes past

Were all, and comen was the last,

And hertily prayed hem to remember
His Sonne, which yong was and tender.

That borne was their prince to be,

If he returne to that countree
Might, by adventure or grace.

Within any time or space.

And to be true and friendly aye.

As they to him had l)enc alway :

Thus he them prayd, without more.
And tooke his leave for evermore.
Knowen was how, tender in age,

This young prince a great viage

Uncouth and straunge, honoure to seeche,
Tooke in hond with little speeche.
Which was to seeke a princes

That he desired more than riches.

For her great name that floured so,

That in that time there was no mo
Of her estate ne so well named.
For borne was none that ever her blamed :

Of whieli princes somewhat before.

Here liave I spoke, and some will more.
So thus befcii as ye shall hearc,

Unto their lord they made such cheare.
That joy was there to be present
To see their troth and how they ment,
So very glad they were ech one.
That them among there was no one,
That desired more riches.

Than for their lord stich a princes,

That they might please, and that were faire,

For fast desired they an he'ire,

And said great surety were ywis
And as they were speaking of this.

The ])rince himselfe him avised.

And in plaine English undisguised.
Them shewed hole his journey,
And of their counsell gan them prey.
And told how he ensured was.
And liow his day lie might not passe.

Without diffame and great blame,
And to him for ever shame.
And of their counsell and avise.

There he pi-ayth them once or twisc,

And that they would within ten daies,

Avise and ordaine him such waies,

So that it were no displeasaunce,

Ne to this realme over great grievannce.
And that he have might to his feast,

Sixty thousand at the least.

For his intent within short while
Was to returiH! unto his yle

That he came fro, and kepe his day.
For nothing would he be away.
To counsailc tho the lords anon.
Into a chamber everychone,
Togither went, them to devise.

How they might best and in what wise.

Purvey for their lords pleasaunce
And the realmes continuaunce
Of honor, which in it before

Had continued evermore.
So, at the last, they found the waies.

How within tho next ten daies,

All might with paine and diligence

Be done, and cast what the dispence

Might draw, and in conclusion.

Made for ech thing provision.

Whan this was done, wholly tofore

The prince, the lords all V)efore

Come, and shewed what they had done.

And how they couth by no reason
Find that within the ten daies,

He might depart by no waies.

But would be fifteene, at the least,

Or he returne might to his feast

:

And shewed him every reason why
It might not be so hastily,

As he desired, ne his day
He might not keepe by no way,
For divers causes wonder great

:

Which, whan he heard, in such an heat

He fell, for sorow and was .seke,

Still in his bed whole that weke,

And nigh the tother for the shame.
And for the doubt, and for the blame
That might on him be aret.

And oft upon his brest he bet,

And said, " Alas, mine honour for aye,

Have I here lost eleane this day,
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Dead would I be ! alas, my name
Shall aye be more henceforth in shame,
And I dishonoured and repreved,

And never more shall be beleeved :

"

And made swieh sorow, that in trouth,

Him to behold it was great routh :

And so endured the dayes fiftene,

Till that the lords on an even

Him come, and told they ready were,

And shewed in few words there,

How and what wise they had purveyd
For his estate, and to him said.

That twenty thousand knights of name,
A ud fourty thousand without blame,

All come of noble liguee,

Togider in a companee,
Were lodged on a rivers side,

Him and his pleasure there t'abide.

The prince tho for joy up rose,

And where they lodged were, he goes

Without more that same night,

And these his supper made to dight.

And with them bode till it was dey,

And forthwith to take his journey,

Leving the streight, holding the large,

Till he came to his noble barge ;

And when this prince, this lusty knight,

With his people in armes bright,

Was comen where he thought to pas,

And knew well none abiding was
Behind, but all were there present.

Forthwith anon all his intent

He told them there, and made his cries

Through his hoste that day twise,

Commaunding every lives wight,

There being present in his sight,

To be the morow on the rivage.

Where he begin would his viage.

The morrow come, the cry was kept,

Few was there that night that slept,

But trussed and purveied for the morrow-,

For fault of ships was all their sorrow,

For save the barge, and other two,

Of ships there saw I no mo :

Thus in their doubts as they stood,

Waxing the sea, commiug the flood.

Was cried, " To ship goe every wight,''

Than was but hie, that hie might.

And to the barge me thought echone

They went, without was left not one.

Horse, male, trusse, ne bagage,

Salade, speare, gard-brace, ne page.

But was lodged and roome ynough,

At which shipping me thought I lough.

And gan to marvaile in my thought,

How ever such a ship was wrought.

For what people that can encrease,

Ne never so thicke might be the prease.

But all had roome at their will.

There was not one was lodged ill.

For as I trow, my selfe the last

Was one, and lodged by the mast,

And where I looked I saw such rome.
As all wei-e lodged in a towne.

Forth goth the ship, said was the creed,

And on their knees for their good speed,

Downe kneeled every wight a while,

And praied fast that to the yle

They might come in safety.

The prince and all the company.

With worship and without blame.
Or disclaunder of his name,
Of the promise he should retourne.

Within the time he did sojourne.

In his lond biding his host.

This was their prayer of least and most

;

To keepe the day it might not been.

That he appointed liad with the queen.
To returne without slouth

And so assured had his trouth.

For which fault this prince, this knight,

During the time slept not a night,

Such was his wo and his disease.

For doubt he should the queene displease.

Forth goeth the ship with such speed,

Right as the prince for his great need
Desire would after his thought.

Till it unto the yle him brought.

Where in hast upon the sand,

He and his people tooke the land,

With hertes glad, and chere light,

Weening to be in Heaven that night

:

But or they passed a while,

Entring in toward that yle.

All clad in blacke with chere piteous,

A lady which never dispiteous

Had be in all her life tofore.

With sory chere, and herte to tore,

Unto this prince where he gan ride,

Come and said, " Abide, abide.

And have no hast, but fast retourne.

No reason is ye here sojourne.

For your untruth hath us discried.

Wo worth the time we us allied

With you, that are so soone untrew,

Alas, the day that we you knew !

Alas, the time that ye were bore,

For all this lond by you is lore !

Accursed be he you hider brought,

For all your joy is turnd to nought,

Your acquaintance we may complaine,

Which is the cause of all our paine."
" Alas, madame," quoth tho this knight.

And with that from his horse he light.

With colour pale, and cheekes lene,

" Alas, what is this for to mene ?

What have ye said, why be ye wroth ?

You to displease I would be loth.

Know ye not well the promesse

I made have to your princesse.

Which to pei-fourme is mine intent.

So mote I speed, as I have ment,
And as I am her vei-y trew.

Without change or thought new.
And also fully her servand.

As creature or man livand

May be to lady or princesse.

For she mine Heaven and whole richesse

Is, and the lady of mine heale.

My worlds joy and all my weale,

What may this be, whence coms this speech

Tell me, madame, I you beseech,

For sith the first of my living.

Was I so fearfull of nothing,

As I am now to heare you speake ;

For dout I feele mine herte breake
;

Say on, madame, tell me your will,

The remenaunt is it good or ill ?

"

" Alas," (quod she) " that ye were bore,

For, for your love this land is lore !
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And to the barge a long mile,

They bare her forth, and in a while

All the ladies one and one,

By companies were brought echone,

And past the sea and tooke the land,

And in new herses on a sand,

Put and brought were all anon^

Unto a citj' closed with stone.

Where it had been used aye

The kings of the land to lay,

After they raigned in honours,

And writ was which were couquerours,

In an abbey of nunnes which were blake,

Which accustomed were to wake,
And of usage rise ech a night

To pray for every lives wight

;

And so befell as in the guise,

Ordeint and said was the servise.

Of the prince and of the queen.

So devoutly as might been,

And after that about the herses,

Many orisons and verses,

Without note full softely,

Said were and that full heartily,

That all the night till it was day.

The people in the church con pray
Unto the holy Trinity,

Of these soules to have pity.

And whan the night past and ronne
Was, and the new day begonne.
The yong morrow with rayes red.

Which from the Sonne over all con spred,

Atempered clere was and faire.

And made a time of wholsome aire.

Befell a wonder case and strange.

Among the people and gan change
Soone the word and every woo
Unto a joy, and some to two :

A bii-d, all fedred blew and greene.

With bright rayes like gold betweene,

As small thred over every joyut.

All full of colour strange and coiut,

Uncouth and wonderfull to sight,

Upon the queens herse con light.

And song full low and softely,

Three songs in her harmony,
Unletted of every wight,

Till, at the last, an aged knight

Which seemed a man in great thought
Like as he set all thing at nought,

With visage and eyen all forwept

And pale, as man long unslept,

By the herses as he stood

With hasty hondiing of his hood
Unto a prince that by him past

Made the bridde somewhat agast.

Wherefore he rose and left his song,

And depart from us among.
And spread his wings for to passe

By the place he entred was,

And in his hast, shortly to tell,

Him hurt, that backeward downe he fell.

From a window richly peint

With lives of many divers seint,

And bet his wings and bled fast,

And of the hurt thus died and past,

And lay there well an houre and more,
Till, at the last, of briddes a scoi'e

Come and sembled at the place

Where the window broken was.

And made swiche waimentacioun,
That pity was to heare the soun.

And the warbles of their tlii'otes,

And the complaint of their notes.

Which from joy cleane was reversed,

And of them one the glas soone persed.

And in his beke of coloui's nine.

An herbe he brought flourelesse, all greene.

Full of small leaves and plaine,

Swart and long with many a vaine,

And where his fellow lay thus dede,

This hearbe down laid by his hede,

And dressed it full softUy,

And hong his head and stood thereby.

Which hearb, in lesse than halfe an houre,

Gan over all knit, and after floure

Full out and wexe ripe the seed,

And right as one another feed

Would, in his beake he tooke the graine.

And in his fellowes beake certaine

It put, and thus, within the third.

Up stood and pruned him the bird.

Which dead had be in all our sight,

And both togither forth their flight

Tooke singing from us, and their leve.

Was none disturb hem would ne greve
;

And whan they parted were and gone
Th'abbesse the seeds soone echone
Gadred had, and in her hand
The herb she tooke, well avisand

The ieafe, the seed, the stalke, the floure,

And said it had a good savour.

And was no common herb to find.

And well approved of uncouth kind,

And than other more vertuouse.

Who so have it might for to use

In his need, flowre, Ieafe, or graine.

Of their heale might be certaine
;

And laid it downe upon the herse

Where lay the queene, and gan reherse,

Echone to other that they had seene.

And taling thus the sede wex greene.

And on the di-y herse gan spring,

Which me thought a wondi-ous thing.

And after that floure and new seed,

Of which the people all tooke heed,

And said, it was some great miracle,

Or medicine fine more than triacle.

And were well done there to assay,

If it might ease in any way
The corses, which with torch light.

They waked had there all that night.

Soone did the lords there consent.

And all the people thereto content,

With easie words and little fare.

And made the queenes visage bare,

Which shewed was to all about.

Wherefore in swoone fell whole the rout,

And wei-e so sory, most and least,

That long of weeping they not ceast,

For of their lord the reniembraunce
Unto them was such displeasaunce.

That for to live they called a paine.

So were they very true and plaine
;

And after this, the good abbesse

Of the graine gan chese and dresse

Three, with her fingers cleane and small.

And in the queenes mouth by tale.

One after other full easily.

She put and full conningly.
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And dure a thousand yeare and ten,

In her good will, aiiieu, amen.

Fairest of faire, and goodliest on live.

All my secret to you 1 plaine and shrive,

Requiring grace and of complaint,

To lie healed or martyred as a saint,

For liy my tnmth I swearc, and by this booke.

Ye may both heale and slee me with a looke.

Go forth mine owne true herte innocent.

And with humblesse, do thine observaunce.

And to thy lady on tiiy knees present

Thy servise new, and think how great pleasance

It is to live under th'obeisance

Of her that may with her looks soft

Give thee the blisse that thou desirest oft.

I Be diligent, awake, obey, and drede,

And not too wild of thy countcnaunce,
But niceke and glad, and thy nature feed,

To do each thing that may her pleasance.

Whan thou shalt sleep, have aie in remembrance
Th'image of her which may with lookcs soft

Give thee the blisse that thou desirest oft.

And if so be that thou her name find

Written in booke, or els upon wall,

Looke that thou, as servaunt true and kind,

Thine obeisaunce, as she were there withall
;

Faiuing in love is breeding of a fall

From the grace of her, whose lookes soft

May give the blisse that thou desirest oft.

Ye that this ballade read shall,

I I pray you keepe you from the fall.

THE FLOWER AND THE LEAF.

A gentlewoman out of an arbour in a grove, seeth a great companie of knights and ladies in a daunce upon the
greene grasse : the which being ended, they all kneele downe, and do honour to the daisie, tome to the flower, and
some to the leafe. Afterward this gentlewoman learnetli by one of these ladies the meaning hereof, which is this :

They which honour the flower, a thing fading with every blast, are such as looke after beautie and worldly pleasure.

But they that honour the leafe, which abideth with the roiit, notwithstanding the frosts and winter stormcs, are
they which follow vertue and during qualities, without regard of worldly respects.

V. 1—56

WnAN that Phebus his chair of gold so hie

Had whirled up the sterry sky aloft.

And in the Boole was entred certainly.

When shoures sweet of raine descended soft.

Causing the ground fele times and oft.

Up for to give many an wholsome aire.

And every plaine was clothed faire

With new greene, and maketh small floures

To springen here and there in field and in mede.
So very good and wholsome be the shoures,

That it renueth that was old and dede.

In winter time ; and out of every sede

Springeth the hearbe, so that every wight

Of this season wexeth glad and light.

And I so glad of the season swete,

Was happed thus upon a certaine night.

As I lay in my bed, sleepe full unmete
Was unto me, but why that I ne might
Rest, I ne wist : for there n'as earthly wight
As I suppose had more herts ease

Than I j for I n'ad sicknesse nor disease.

Wherefore I mervaile greatly of my selfe,

That I so long withouten sleepe lay.

And up 1 rose three houres after twelfe,

About the springing of the day.

And on I put my geare and mine array.

And to a pleasaunt grove I gan passe.

Long er the bright Sunne up risen was.

In which were ekes great, straight as a Hne,

Under the wliich the grasse so fresh of hew,
Was newly sprong, and an eight foot or nine
Every tree well fro his fellow grew,
With brandies brode, laden with leves new,
That sprongen out ayen the sunne-shene.

Some very red, and some a glad light grene.

Which as me thought was right a pleasant sight,

And eke the briddes songe for to here.

Would have rejoiced any earthly wight,

And I that couth not yet in no manere
Heare the nightingale of all the yeare,

Ful busily herkened with herte and with eare.

If I her voice perceive coud any where.

And, at the last, a patii of little brede
I found, tliat greatly had not used be.

For it forgrowen was with grasse and weede,

That well unneth a wigjite might it se :

Thought I, this path some whider goth, parde
;

And so I followed, till it me brought

To right a pleasaunt herber well ywrought,

That benched was, and with turfes new
Freshly turved, whereof the grene gras.

So small, so thicke, so short, so fresh of hew.

That most like unto green wool wot I it was:
The hegge also that yede in compas.
And closed in all the greene herbere.

With sicamour was set and eglatere ;
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Wrethen iu fere so well and cunningly,

That every branch and leafe grew hy mesure,

Plaine as a bord, of an height by and by,

I sie never thing 1 you ensure,

So well done ; for he that tooke the cure

It to make ytrow, did all his peine

To make it passe all tho that men have seine.

And shapen was this herber roofe and all

As a prety parlour ; and also

The hegge as thicke as a castle wall.

That who that list without to stond or go,

Though he would all day prien to and fro,

He should not see if there were any wight

Within or no ; but one within well might

Perceive all tho that yeden there without

In the field, that was on every side

Covered with corn and grasse, that out of doubt.

Though one would seeke all the world wide,

So rich a fielde coud not be espide

On no coast, as of the quantity.

For of all good thing there was plenty.

And I that all this pleasaunt sight sie,

Thought sodainly I felt so sweet an aire

Of the eglentere, that certainely

There is no hert, I deme, in such dispaire,

Ne with thoughts froward and conti-aire.

So overlaid, but it should soone have bote,

If it had ones felt this savour sote.

And as I stood and cast aside mine eie,

I was ware of the fairest medler tree,

That ever yet in all my life I sie,

As full of blossomes as it might be,

Therein a goldfinch leaping pretile

Fro bough to bough ; and, as him list, he eet

Here and there of buds and floures sweet.

And to the herber side was joyning
This faire tree, of which I have you told,

And at the last the brid began to sing.

Whan he had eaten what he eat wold
;

So passing sweetly, that by manifold

It was more f)leasauut than I coud devise.

And whan his song was ended in this wise.

The nightingale with so raeriy a note
Answered him, that all the wood rong
So sodainiy, that as it were a sote,

I stood astonied, so was I with tlie song
Thorow ravished, that till late and long,

I ne wist in what place I was, ne where
;

And ayen, me thought, she song ever by mine ere.

Wherefore I waited about busily

On every side, if I her might see
;

And, at the last, I gan full well aspy
Where she sat in a fresh greue laurer tree,

Ou the further side even right by me.
That gave so passing a delicious smell,

According to the eglentere full well.

Whereof I had so inly great pleasure.

That, as me thought, I surely ravished was
Into I'ax'adise, where my desii'e

Was for to be, and no ferther passe
As for that day, and on the sote grasse
I sat me downe, for as for mine entent.
The birdes soug was more convenient,

And more pleasaunt to me by many fold.

Than meat or drinke, or any other thing,

Thereto the herber was so fresh and cold,

The wholesome savours eke so comforting,

That, as I demed, sith the beginning

Of the world was never seene er than

So pleasaunt a ground of none earthly man.

And as I sat the birds barkening thus.

Me thought that I heard voices sodainly.

The most sweetest and most delicious

That ever any wight I trow truly

Heard in their life, for the armony
And sweet accord was in so good m.usike,

That the voice to angels most was like.

At the last, out of a grove even by,

That was right goodly and pleasaunt to sight,

I sie where there came singing lustily

A world of ladies ; but, to tell aright

Their great beauty, it lieth not in my might,

Ne theh' array ; neverthelesse I shall

Tell you a part, though I speake not of all.

The surcotes white of velvet wele sitting.

They were in cladde ; and the semes echoue,

As it were a manere garnishing.

Was set with emerauds one and one,

By and by ; but many a riche stone

Was set on the purfiles, out of dout.

Of colors, sieves, and traines round about.

As great pearles round and orient,

Diamonds fine, and rubies red.

And many another stone of which I went
The names now ; and everich on her head
A rich fret of gold, which without dread

Was full of stately riche stones set.

And every lady had a chapelet

On her head of [branches] fresh and grene.

So wele wrought and so mervelously.

That it was a noble sight to sene.

Some of laurer, and some full pleasauntly

Had chapelets of woodbind, and sadly

Some of agniis castus were also

Chapelets fresh ; but there were many of tho

That dauneed, and eke song full soberly,

But all they yede in manner of compace.
But one there yede in mid the company,
Sole by her selfe, but all followed the pace

That she kepte, whose heavenly figured face

So pleasaunt was, and her wele shape person.

That of beauty she past hem everichon.

And more richly beseene, by many fold

She was also in every maner thing,

On her head fuP pleasaunt to behold,

A crowne of golde rich for any king,

A braunch of agnus castus eke bearing

In her hand ; and to my sight truly.

She lady was of the company.

And she began a roundell lustely.

That " Sii.se le foyle, devers moy^^ men call,

" Siene ct moii joly couer est endorray"
And than the company answered all,

With voices sweet entuned, and so small.

That me thought it the sweetest melody
That ever I heard in my life soothly.
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And thus they came, dauncing and singing

Into tiie middes of the niede echone,

Before the herber where I was sitting,

And, God wot, me thought I was wel bigonc,

For than I might avise hem one by one,

Who fairest was, who coud best dance or sing.

Or who most womanly was in all thing.

They had not daunced but a little throw,

Whan that I hearde fei-re oflf sodainly,

So great a noise of thundering trunipes blow,

As though it should have departed the skie
;

And after that witliin a while I sie.

From the same grove where the ladies come out,

Of men of ai'mes comming such a rout.

As all the men on earth had been assembled

In that place, wele horsed for the nones,

Stering so fast, that all the earth trembled:

But for to speake of riches and [of] stones.

And men and horse, I trow the large wones.

Of Pretir John, ne all his tresory,

Might not unueth have boght the tenth party

Of their array : who so list heare more,
I shall rehearse, so as I can, a lite.

Out of the grove, that I spake of before,

I sie come first all in their clokes white,

A company, that ware for their delite,

Chapelets fresh of okes seriall.

Newly sprong, and trumpets they were all.

On every trumpe hanging a broad banere
Of fine tartarium were full richely bete,

Every trumpet his lords armes here,

About their neckes with great pearles sete

Collers brode, for cost they would not lete.

As it would seem, for their schochones echone,

Were set about with many a precious stone.

Their horse hameis was all white also.

And after them next in one company.
Came kings of armes, and no mo.
In clokes of white cloth of gold richly ;

Chapelets of grecne on their heads on hie,

The crowns that they on their scochones Ijere,

Were set with pearle, ruby, and saphere,

And eke gi-cat diamondcs many one
;

But all their horse harneis and other geare
Was in a sute according everichone,

As ye have heard the foresaid trumpets were
;

And by seeming they were nothing to lere,

And their guiding they did so mancrly.
And after hem came a great company

Of heraudes and pursevauntes eke,

Arraied in clothes of white velvet.

And hardily they were no tiling to seke,

How they on them should the harneis set

;

And every man had on a chapelet
;

Scochones and eke horse hai'neis indede.
They had in sute of hem that 'fore hem yede.

Next after hem came in armour bright
All save their heades, seemely knightes nine.

And every claspe and naile, as to my sight.

Of their harneis were of red ^olde fine.

With cloth of gold, and furred witli ermine
Were the trappoures of their stedes strong.

Wide and large, that to the ground did hong

And every bosse of bridle and paitrell

That they had, was worth, as 1 would wene,
A thousand pound ; and on their heades well

Dressed were crownes of laurer grene,
The best made tliat ever 1 liad sene,

And every knight had after him riding

Tliree henchemen on him awaiting.

Of which every [first] on a short tronchoun
His lordes helme bare, so richly diglit.

That the worst was worthe the ransoun
Of [any] king ; the second a shield bright
Bare at his backe ; the thred bare upright
A mighty spere, full sharpe ground and kene,
And every childe ware of leaves grene

A fresh chapelet upon his haires bright

;

And clokes white of fine velvet they ware.
Their steeds trapped and raicd right

Without difference as their lordes were,
And after hem on many a fresh corsere.

There came of armed knights such a roHt,

That they bespread the large field about.

And all they ware after their degrees
Chapelets newe made of laurer grene.

Some of [the] oke, and some of other trees.

Some in their bonds bare boughes shene,

Some of laurer, and some of okes kene,

Some of hauthornc, and some of [the] woodbind.
And many mo which I had not in mind.

And so they came, their horses freshly stering,

With bloody sownes of hir trompes loud ;

There sie I many an uncouth disguising

In the array of these kuightcs proud.
And at the last as evenly as they coud.

They took their places in middes of the medo.
And every knight turned his horses hede

To his fellow, and lightly laid a spere
In the rest ; and so justes began
On every part about here and there

;

Some brake his spere, some drew down hors and
About the field astray the steedes ran ;

[man.
And to behold their rule and governaunce,
I you ensure it was a great pleasaunce.

And so the justes last an houre and more ;

But tho, that crowned were in laurer grene.

Wan the prise ; their dints were so sore,

That there was none ayenst hem might sustene.

And the justing all was left off clene.

And fro their horse the ninth alight anone.
And so did all the remnant everichone.

And forth they yede togider, twain and twaiu;

That to behold it was a worthy sight.

Toward the ladies on the greene plain,

That song and daunced as I said now right

:

The ladies as soone as they goodly might,
They brake of both the song and dance.
And yede to meet hem with ful glad semblaunce.

And every lady tooke full womanly
By the bond a knight, and forth they yede
Unto a faire laurer that stood fast by.

With leves lade the boughes of great brede :

And to my dome there never was indede
Man, that had scene halfe so faire a tre

;

For underneath there might it well have be
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An hundred persons at tlieir owne plesaunce

Shadowed fro the heat of Phebus bright,

So that they should have felt no grevaunce

Of raine ne haile that hem hurte might,

The savour, eke, i-ejoice would any wight

That had be sicke or meiancolious
;

It was so very good aud vertuous.

And with great reverence they enclined low

To the tree so soot and faire of hew :

And after that, within a little throw,

They began to sing and daunce of new,

Some song of love, some plaining of untrew,
Environing the tree that stood upright

;

And ever yede a lady and a knight.

And at the last I cast mine eye aside,

And was ware of a lusty company
That came roming out of the field wide,

Hond in bond a, knight and a lady ;

The ladies all in surcotes, that rii-hely

Purtiled were with many a rich stone.

And every knight of green ware mantles on,

Embrouded well so as the surcotes were,

And everich had a chapelet on lier hed.

Which did right well upon the shining here.

Made of goodly floui-es white and red,

The knightes eke, that they in honde led,

In sute of hem ware chapelets everichone,

Aud before hem went minstrels many one,

As harpes, pipes, lutes, and sautry

Alle in greene ; and on their heades bare
Of divers floures made full craftely,

All in a sute goodly chapelets they ware
;

And so (launcing into the mede they fare,

In mid the which they found a tuft that was
All oversprad with floures in compas.

Whereto they enclined everichone

With great reverence, and that full humbly ;

And, at the last, there began, anone,

A lady for to sing right womanly,
A bargaret in praising the daisie

;

For as me thought among her notes swete,

She said " Si douce est la Margarete."

Than they alle answered her in fere.

So passingly well, and so pleasauntly,

That it was a blisful noise to here.

But I n'ot how it happed, suddainly,

As about noone, the Sonne so fervently

Waxe bote, that the prety tender floures

Had lost the beautj- of hir fresh coloures.

Forshronke with heat, the ladies eke to-brent.

That they ne wist where they hem might bestow

The knightes swelt for lack of shade nie sheut,

Aud after that, within a little throw,

The wind began so sturdily to blow.

That down goeth all the floures everichone,

So that in all the mede there left not one ;

Save such as succoured were among the leves

Fro every storme that might hem assaile,

Growing under [the] hegges and thicke greves
;

And after that, there came a storme of haile.

And raine in fere, so that withouteu faile.

The ladies ne the kniglites n'ade o threed
Drie on them, so dropping was hir weed.

And whan the storm was cleane passed away
Tho in white that stood under the tree,

They felt nothing of the great affray.

That they in greene without had in ybe,

To them they yede for routh and pile.

Them to comfort after their great disease.

So faiue they were the helplesse for to ease.

Than I was ware how one of hem in grene
Had on a crowne rich and well sitting.

Wherefore I denied well she was a queue,

And tho in greene on her were awaiting ;

The ladies then in white that were comming
Toward them, and the knights in fere

Began to comfort hem, aud make hem chere.

The queen in white, that was of great beauty,

Took by the hond the queen that was in grene.

And said, " Suster, I have right gi-eat pity

Of your annoy, aud of the troublous tene.

Wherein ye and your company have bene
So long, alas ! and if that it you please

To go with me, I shall do you the ease,

-' In all the pleasure that I can or may ;"

Whereof the other humbly as she might,

Thanked her ; for in right ill array
She was with storm and heat I you behight,

And every lady then anone right

That were in white, one of them took in grene
By the hond, which whan the knights had sene.

In like wise ech of them tooke a knight

Cladde in greene, and forth with hem they fare,

To an hegge, where they anon right,

To make their justs they would not spare
Boughes to hew down, and eke trees square,

Wherwith they made hem stately fires great.

To dry their clothes that were wringing weat.

And after that of hearbes that there grew.

They made for blisters of the Sunne brenning.

Very good and wholesome ointments new,

Where that they yede the sick fast anointing
;

And after that they yede about gadering

Pleasaunt salades which they made hem eat.

For to refresh their gi'eat unkindly heat.

The lady of the Leafe than began to pray
Her of the Floure (for so to my seeming
They should be as by their array)

To soupe with her, aud eke for any tiling,

That she should with her all her people bring
;

And she ayen in right goodly manere,
Thanketh her of her most friendly cheare.

Saying plainely, that she would obay
With all her hert all her commaundement

;

And then, anon, without lenger delay

The lady of the Leafe hath one ysent

For a pall'ray, after her intent.

Arrayed well and fau'e in harneis of gold,

For nothing lacked, that to him long shold.

And after that to all her company
She made to purvey horse and every thing

That they needed, and than full lustily,

Even by the herber where I was sitting

They passed all so pleasantly singing.

That it would have comforted any wight

;

But then I sie a passing wonder sight.
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For thin the nightinsjale, tliat all the day
Had ill the laurer sate, and did her inijTht

The whole service to sim^ loii^jiiig to May,
AH sodaiiily began to take her tllglit

;

And to the lady of tlie Leafe forthright

She flew, and set her on her hond softly,

Which was a thing I marveled of gi-eatly.

The goldfinch eke, that fro the mcdler tree

Was fled for heat into the bnshes cold,

Unto the lady of the Flower gan flee,

And on her hond he set him as he wold,

And pleasauntly his winges gan to fold
;

And for to sing tiiey pained hem both as sore,

As they had do of all the day before.

And so these ladies rode forth a great pace.

And all the rout of knightes eke in fere ;

And I that had seen all this wonder case,

Thought I would assay in some manerc,
To know fully the trouth of this matere ;

And what they were that rode so pleasantly

:

And whan they were the herber passed by,

I drest me forth, and happed to mete, anone.
Right a faire lady, I do you ensure

;

And she came riding by herselfe alone,

AUe in white, with semblance ful demure ;

I sained her, and bad good aventure
Might her befall, as I coud most humbly

;

And she answered, " My doughtcr, gramercy !"

" Madame," quoth I, " if that I durst enquere
Of you, I would faine of that company
Wite what they be that past by this arbere ?"

And she ayen answered riglit friendly
;

" My iiiire doughter, all tlio that passed here by
In white clothing, be siTvaunts evei'ichone

Unto the Leafe, and I my selfe am one.

" See ye not lier that crowned is," quoth she,
" All in white ?"—" Madame," quoth I, " yes :"

" That is Diane, goddesse of chastite,

And for because that she a maiaen is.

In her hond the braunch she bcareth this,

That ayniis castus men call properly
;

And all the ladies in her company,

" Which ye se of that hearbc chapelets weare.
Be such as han kept alway liir maidenheed :

And all they that of laurer chapelets beare.

Be such as hardy were and manly in deed.

Victorious name which never may be dede !

And all they were so worthy of hir hond.
In hir time that none might hem withstond,

" And tho that weare chapelets on their hede
Of fresh woodbind, be such as never were
To love untrue in word, thought, ne dede,

But aye stedfast, ne for pleasiiunce, ne fere.

Though that they should their hertes all to-tere.

Would never flit but ever were stedfast.

Till that their lives there asunder brast."

" Now faire raadame," quoth I, " yet I wouldpray
Your ladiship, if that it mightebe.
That I might knowe by some maner way,
Sith that it hath liked your beaute.

The trouth of these ladies for to tell me,
What that these knightes be in rich armour.
And what tho be in grene and weare the flour ?

* And why that somo did reverence to that tre,

And some unto tlie plot of flourcs faire V
" Witii right good will my fair doii filter," quoth she,
" Sith \our desire is good and deljonaire

;

Tlio nine crowned be very exempiaire.

Of all honour longing to chivalry,

And those certaiue be called the Nine \\'orthy,

" Which yo may see [now] riding all before,

Tiiat in hir time did many a noble dede,

And for their wortiiines lull oft have bore

The crowne of laurer leaves on their hede,

As ye may in your old bookes rede
;

And how that he that was a conquerour.

Had by laurer alway his most honour.

" And tho that beare bowcs in their hond
Of the precious laurer so notable.

Be such as were, I well ye understond.

Noble knightes of the round table.

And eke the Douseperis honourable.
Which they beare in signe of victory;

It is witnesse of their deeds mightily.

" Eke there be knightes old of the garter,

That in hir time did right wtu-thily,

And the honour tlicy did to the laurer.

Is for by it they have their laud wholly.

Their triumph eke, and martiail glory
;

Which unto them is more partite richesse,

Than any wight imagine can or gesse.

" For one leafe given of that noble tree

To any wight that hath done worthily.

And it be done so as it ought to be,

Is more honour than any thing earthly ;

Witnes of Rome that founder was truly

Of all knighthood and deeds marvelous.

Record I take of Titus Livius.

" And as for her that crowned is in greene,

It is Flora, of these floures goddesse,

And all that here on her awaiting beene,

It are such folk that loved idlcnesse,

And not dclite in no businesse.

But for to hunt and hauke, and pley in modes.

And many other suchlike idle dedcs.

And for the great delite and pleasaunce

They have to the floure, and so reverently

They unto it do such obeisaunce

As ye may se."—" Now faire Madame," quoth I,

" If I durst aske wl:at is the cause and why.

That knightes have the cnsigno of honour.

Rather by the leafe than the flour?"

« Soothly doughter," quod slie, " this is the trouth

;

For knightes ever should be persevering,

To seeke honour without feintise or slouth ;

Fro wele to better in all manner thing ;

In signe of which with leaves aye lasting.

They be rewarded after their degre.

Whose lusty green May may not appaired be,

" But aie keping their beautie fresh and greene.

For there n'is storme that may hem deface,

Ilaile nor snow, winde nor frosts kene,

Wherfore they have this property and grace;

And for the floure, within a little space

Woll be [all
J

lost, so simple of nature

They be, that they no greevance may endure.
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" And every storme will blow them soone away,

Ne they last not but for a season
;

That is the cause, the very trouth to say.

That they may not by no way of reason

Be put to no such occupation."
" Madame," quoth I, " with all mine whole servise

I thanke you now, in my most humble wise,

" For now I am ascertained throughly,

Of every thing [that] I desired to know."
" I am right glad that I have said sothly,

Ought to your pleasure, if ye will me trow,"

Quod she ayen, " but to whom do ye owe
Your service ? and which will ye honour,

Tel me I pray, this yere ? the Leafe or the Flour?

"

" Madame," quoth I, " though I least worthy.

Unto the Leafe I owe mine observaunce :

"

" That is," quod she, " right well done certainly
;

And I pray God to honour you avaunce,

And kepe you fro the wicked remembraimce
Of Malebouch, and all his crueltie.

And all that good and well conditioned be.

" For here may I no lenger now abide,

I must follow the great company,
Tliat ye may see yonder before you ride."

And forth as I couth most humbly,
I tooke my leve of her, as she gan hie,

After them as fast as ever she might,

And I drow homeward, for it was nigh night.

And put all that I had seene in writing,

Under support of them that lust it to rede.

little booke, thou art so unconning.

How darst thou put thy self in prees for drede 1

It is wonder that thou wexest not rede !

Sith that thou wost full lite who shall behold

Thy rude langage, full boistously unfold.

THE LEGEND OF GOOD WOMEN.

V. 1—71

PROLOGUE.

A THOUSAND times I have heard men tell.

That there is joy in Heaven, and pain in Hell,

And I accord it wele that it is so,

But nathelesse yet wote I wele also.

That there n'is non dwelling in this countre.

That either hath in Heaven or in Hell ybe,

Ne may of it none other waies witten.

But as he heard sayd, or found it written.

For by assay there may no man it preve.

But God forbede but men should leve

Wei more thing than they have seen with eye,

Men shall nat weuen every thing a lie

But if himself he seeth, or els it dooth.

For, God wote, thing is never the lesse soth,

Though every wight ne may it not ysee.

Bernardo the monke ne saugh all, parde.

Than mote we to bookes that we find,

(Through which that old things ben m mind)

And to the doctrine of the old wise,

Yeve credence, in every skilful wise.

That tellen of the old appreved stories.

Of holines, of reignes, of victories.

Of love, of hate, and other sundry things,

Of which I may not make rehearsings :

And if that old bookes were away,

Ylorne were of all remembraunce the kay.

Well ought us than, honouren and beleve

These bookes, there we ban none other preve.

And as for me, though that I can but lite,

On bookes for to rede I me delite.

And to hem yeve 1 faith and full credence.

And in mine herte have hem in reverence

So hertely, that there is game none.

That fro my bookes maketh me to gone.

But it be seldome on the holy daie.

Save certainly, whan that the month of May
Is comen, and that I heare the foules sing.

And that the floures ginneu for to spring,

Farwell my booke, and my devotion.

Now have I than eke this condition,

That of all the floures in the mede,
Than love I most these floures white and rede,

Soch that men callen daisies in our touu.

To hem I have so great aSectioun,

As I sayd erst, whan comen is the May,
That in my bcdde there daweth me no day.

That I nam up and walking in the mede.
To seen this floure ayenst the Sunne sprede.

Whan it up riseth early by the morrow.
That blisfuU sight softeneth all my sorow,

So glad am I, whan tliat I have presence

Of it, to done it all reverence.

As she that is of all floures the floure,

Fulfilled of all vertue and honoure.

And every ylike faire, and fresh of hewe,

And ever I love it, and ever ylike newe.

And ever shall, till that mine herte die.

All sweare I not, of this I woll not lie.

There loved no wight hotter in his life.

And whan that it is eve I reune blithe.

As sone as ever the Sunne ginneth west.

To seen this floure, how it woll go to rest.

For feare of night, so hateth she derkenesse.

Her chere is plainly spred in the brightnesse

Of the Sunne, for there it woll unclose :

Alas, that I ne had English rime, or prose

Sufiisaunt this floure to praise aright.

But helpeth ye, that han conning and might,

Ye lovers, that can make of sentemeut,

In this case ought ye be diligent.

To forthren me somewhat in my labour.
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\\'hethcr ye been with the lefe or with the flour,

i ir well I wote, that ye han here het'oriie

I f making ropen, and had alway the corne,

And I come after, gleiiiDg here and there,

\nd am full glivd if 1 may find an eare,

( 't' any goodly worde that ye hau left.

And though it happen nie to rehearsen eft,

'I'liut ye han in your freshe songes sayd,

I'orbeareth me, and heth not evill apayd,

ISith that ye se, 1 doe it in the honour
Of love, and eke of service of the flour.

Whom that I serve, as I have wit or might.

She is the clerenesse and the very light,

That in this dei'ke world me wint and ledeth ;

The herte within my sorowfull brest you dredeth,

And loveth so sore, that ye ben verily

The maistres of my wit, and nothing I,

My word, my workcs, is knit so in your bonde
That as an harpe obeieth to the honde,

And make it soune after his fingering.

Right so mowe ye out of mine herte bring,

Soch voice, right as you list, to laugh or pain
;

Be ye my guide, and lady soveraui !

As to mine yearthly God, to you I call.

Both in this werke, and my sorowes all.

But wherefore that I spake to yeve credence
To old stories, and done hem reverence.

And that men musten more thing bileve

That men may seen at eye or els prove,

That shall I sein, whan that I see ray time,

I may nat all atones speake in rime

;

My busie ghost, that thursteth alway new,
To seen this flour so yong, so fresh of hew,
Constrained me, with so gredy desire,

That in my herte I fele yet the fire,

That made me rise ere it were day.

And this was now the first morow of May,
With dreadful! herte and glad devotion

For to been at the resurrection

Of this floure, whan that it should unclose

Again the Sunne, that rose as redde as rose,

That in the brest was of the beast that day,

That Angenores daughter ladde away :

And doune on knees, anon, right I me sette.

And as I could, this fresh floure 1 grette,

Kneeling alway, till it unclosed was,
Upon the small, soft, swete gras,

Tliat was with floures swete erabrouded all,

Of such swetenesse, and soch odour over all,

That for to speake of gomme, herbe, or tree.

Comparison may not jTnaked be,

For it surmounteth plainly all odoures,
And of riche beaute of floures :

Forgotten had the yearth his poore estate

Of Winter, that him naked made and mate,
And with his sword of cold so sore greved

;

Now hath the attempre sunne al that releved
That naked was, and clad it new again

;

The small foules of the season fain.

That of the panter and the net been scaped,

Upon the fouler, that hem made awhaped
In Winter, and destroied had hir brood,
In his dispite hem thought it did hem good
To sing of hini, and in hir song dispise

The foule chorle, that for his covetise,

Had hem betraied with his sophistrie,

ThLs was hir song, " The fouler we defie.

And all his craft :" and some songen clere,

Laies of love, that joy it was to here,

In worshipping and praysing of hir make.

And for the new blisfull Somers sake.

Upon tile braunches full of blosmes soft,

In hir dilito, they tourned iiem ful oft,

And songen, " Blissed be Sainct Valentine,
For on his day I chese you to be mine,
Withouten repenting mine lierte swete ;"

And therewitliall hir bekes gonncu mete,
Yelding honour, and humble obi-isaunce

To love, aixl didden hir otlier observaunce
That longeth unto love, and unto nature,
Constrewe that as you list, I do no cure :

And tho that had done unkindnesse.
As doeth the tidife, for new fangleuesse,

Besought mercy of hir trespasing.

And humbly song hir repenting.

And sworen on the blosmes to be true.

So that hir makes would upon hem rue,

x\^nd at the last maden hir acorde.

All found they Daunger for the time a lord,

Yet Pitc, through his strong gentill might,
Foryave, and made Jlercy passen right

Through Innocence, and ruled Curtesie :

But I ne cleape it nat innocence folie,

Ne false pite, for vertue is the meane,
As eticke sayth, in soch manor I meane.
And thus these foule, voide of all malice,

Acordeden to love, and laften vice

Of hate, and song all of one acorde,
" VVelcome Soramer, our governour and lorde."

And Zephirus, and Flora gentelly,

Yave to the floures soft and tenderly,

Hir swote breth, and made hem for to sprede,

As god and goddesse of the flourie mede.
In which me thoughte I might day by day,

Dwellen alway, the joly month of May,
Withouten slepe, withouten meat or druike :

Adowno full softly I gan to sinke.

And leaning on my elbow and my side.

The long day I shope me for to abide.

For nothing els, and [ shall nat lie,

But for to looke upon the daisie,

That well by reason men it call may
The daisie, or els the eye of the day,
The emprise, and floure of floures all,

I pray to God that faire mote she fall.

And all that loven floures, for her sake :

But nathelcsse, ne wene nat that I make
In praising of the floure againe the lefe,

No more than of the corne againe the shefe :

For as to me n'is lever none ne lotlier,

I n'am witholden yet with never nother,

Ne I not who serveth lefe, ne who the floure.

Well broukcn they hir service or laboure,

For this thing is all of another tonne.

Of old storic, er soch thing was begonne.
Whan that the Sunne out the south gan west.

And that this floure gan close, and gan to rest.

For derknes of the night, the which she dred.

Home to mine house full swiftly I me sped

To gone to rest, and earely for to rise.

To scene this floui'e to sprede, as I devise.

And in a little herber that I have.

That benched was on turves fresh ygrave,

I bad men shoulde me my cnuche make.
For deintie of the newe Sommers sake,

I bad hem strawen floures on my bedde ;

Whan I was laid, and had mine eyen hedde,

I fell a slepe, and slept an houre or two.

Me met how I lay in the niedow tho.

To sean this floure, that I love so and drcde.
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And from a ferre came walking in the mede
Tlie god of love, and in his hand a queene,

And she was clad in royall habite grene,

A fret of golde she had next her heere,

And upon that a white croune she beare,

With Hourouns small, and I shall not lie,

I'or all the world right as a daisie

Ycrouned is, with white leaves lite,

So were the florouns of her croune white,

For of o perle fine oi-ientall,

Her white croune was ymaked all,

For which the white croune above the grene

Made her like a daisie for to seme,

Considred eke her fret of gold above :

Yclothed was this mighty god of love

In silke, embroided full of grene greves.

In which a fret of redde rose leves.

The freshest sens the world was first begun
;

His gilt heere was ci-ouned with a sun,

In stede of gold, for hevinesse and weight,

Therwith, me thought, his face shone so bright

That well unnethes might I him behold,

And in his hand, me thought, I saw him hold

Two firie dartes, as the gledes rede,

And angelike his winges saw I sprede :

And all be that men sain that blinde is he,

Algate, me thought, that he might se.

For sternely on me he gan behold.

So that his loking doeth mine herte cold.

And by the hand he held this noble queene,

Crouned with white, and clothed al in greene.

So womanly, so benigne, and so meke.
That in this worlde though that men wold seke,

Halfe her beaute should they not finde

In creature that formed is by kinde,

And therfore may I sain as thinketh me,
This song in praising of this lady fre.

" Hide, Absolon, thy gilte tresses clere,

Hester lay thou thy mekenesse all adoun.

Hide, Jonathas, all thy frendly manere,
Penelopee, and Marcia Catoun,

Make of your wifehode no coniparisoun,

Hide your beauties, Isoude and Helein,

My lady cometh, that all this may distain.

" Tliy faire body let it not appere,

Lavine, and thou Luci'ece of Rome toim.

And Polixene, that boughten love so dere.

And Cleopatras, with all thy passioun.

Hide your trouthe of love, and your renoun,
And thou Tishe, that hast of love such pain.

My lady commeth, that all this may distain.

" Hero, Dido, Laodomia, al yfere,

And Phillis, hanging for Demophoun,
And Canace, espied by thy chere,

Hipsiphile betrayed with Jasoun,
Maketh of your trouth neither boste ne soun,

Nor Hipermistre, or Ariadne, ye twain.

My lady coraeth, that all this may distain."

This balade may full well ysongen be.

As I have sayd erst, by my lady fre.

For certainly, all these mowe not suffice,

To apperen with my lady in no wise,

For as the Sunne woll the fire distain.

So passeth all my lady soverain.

That is so good, so faire, so debonaire,
I pi'ay to God that ever fall her faire.

For nad comforte ben of her presence.

I had ben dead, withouten any defence.

For drede of Loves wordes, and his chere,

As whan time is, hereafter ye shall here.

Beiiind this god of love upon the grene,

I saw coming of ladies ninetene.

In roiall habit, a full easie pace.

And after hem came of women such a trace,

That sens that God Adam had made of yerth.

The third part of mankinde, or the ferth,

Ne wende I nat by possibilite.

Had ever in this wide world ybe.

And true of love, these women were echon :

Now, whether was that a wonder thing or non,

That right anon, as that they gonne espye
This floure, which that I clepe the daysie,

Full sodainly they stinten all at cues.

And kneled doune, as it were for the nones.

And songen with o voice, " Heale and honour
To trouth of womanhede, and to this flour.

That beareth our alderprise in figuring.

Her white croune beareth the witnessing."

And with that word, a compas enviroun.

They sitten hem ful softely adoun :

First sat the god of love, and sith his quene.
With the white croune, clad all in grene,

And sithen al the remnaunt by and by,

As they were of estate, full curtesiy,

Ne nat a worde was spoken in the place

The mountenance of a furlong way of space.

I, kneling by this floure, in good entent

Abode to knowen what this people nient.

As still as any stone, till, at the last,

This god of love, on me his eyen cast,

And said, " Who kneleth there ? " and I answei-de

Unto his asking, whan that I it herde.

And sayd, " Sir, it am I," and come him nere.

And salued him : quod he, " What doest thou here

So nigh mine owne floure, so boldly ?

It were better worthy truely,

A worme to nighen nere my floure than thou."
" And why sir," quod I, " and it like you ?

"

" For thou," quod he, '* art therto nothing able.

It is my relike, digne and delitable.

And thou my fo, and all my folke werriest,

And of mine old servaunts thou missaiest.

And hindrest hem with thy translation,

And lettest folke from liir devocion.

To serve me, and boldest it folic

To serve Love, thou mayst it nat denie,

For in plain text, withouten nede of glose,

Tliou hast ti'anslated the Romaunt of the Rose,

That is an heresie ayenst my law.

And makest wise folke fro me withdraw
;

And of Creseide, thou hast said as the list,

That maketh men to women lesse trist,

That ben as trev/e as ever was any stele :

Of thine answere avise thee right wele.

For though tliou renied hast my lay,

As other wretches have done many a day.

By seint Venus, that my mother is.

If that thou live, thou shalt repenten this.

So cruelly, that it shall well be sene."

Tho spake this lady, clothed all in greene.

And Faied, " God, riglit of your curtesie,

Ye mote lierken if he can replie

Ayenst all this that ye have to him meved;
A God ne shulde nat be thus agreved,

But of his deite he shal be stable.

And there gracious and mei'ciable :

And if ye n'ere a God that knowen all.
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Than might it be as I you tellcn shall,

I' his man to you may f'alsolv l)cn accused,

That as by right him ought ben excused,

Idr in your court is many a losengcour,

Ami many a queinte totoler aceusour,

Tluit tabouren in your cares many a soun,

Right after hir imaginatioun,

'i'n have your daliaunce, and for envio,

Tliose ben the causes, and 1 shall nat lie,

I'.iivic is lavender of the court alway.

For she ne parteth neither night ne day,

( Hit of the house of Ciesar, thus saith Dant,
\\ iio so that goeth algate she wol nat want.

" And ckc, peraunter, for this man is nice,

lie might done it, gessing no malice,

iUit for he useth thinges for to make.
Him rccketh nought of what mater he take.

Or him was boden make thilke twey,
( If some persone, and durst it nat withsey :

( »!• him repenteth utterly of this,

lie ne hath nat done so grevously amis.

To translaten that old clerkcs writen,

As though that he cf malice would enditen,

l)ispite of Love, and had himself it wrought :

Tiiis shold a rightwise lord have in his thought,

And nat be like tiraunts of Lombardie,
That lian no reward but at tyrannic,

I'or he that king or lorde is nature!!,

llim ought nat be tiraunt ne cruel!,

As is a fermonr, to done the harme he can,

He must thinke it is his liege man.
And is his tresour, and his gold in eofer,

This is the sentence of the philosopher :

A king, to kepe his lieges in justice,

Withouten doute that is his ofhce,

All woU he kepe his lordes in hir degree,

As it is right and skil, that they bee
Enhaunsed and honoured, and most dere.

For they ben halfe goddes in this world here.

Yet mote he done both right to poore and riche,

All be that hir estate be nat both yhche,
And have of poore folke comi)assion.

For lo, the gentill kinde of the lion.

For whan a Hie offendeth him or biteth.

He with his taile away the Hie smiteth,

Al easily, for of his gcntrie

Him deineth nat to wreke him on a flie,

As doeth a curre, or els another beest

;

In noble corage ought ben areest.

And waien every thing by equite.

And ever have regard unto his owne degre :

For, sir, it is no maistrie for a lord

To dampne a man, without answere of word.
And for a lorde, that is full foulc to use ;

And it so be, he may him nat excuse,

But asketh mercy with a dreadful! herte.

And profereth him, right in his bare sherte.

To ben right at your owne judgement.
Than ought a God by short avisement,
Consider his owne honour, and his trespace.
For sith no cause of death lieth in this case,

You ought to ben the lightlier merciable,
Letteth your ire, and bethe somewhat tretable :

The man hath served you of his conninges.
And forthred well your law in his makiuges,
All be it that he can nat well endite, ' \

Yet hath he made leude folke delite \^
*•' .^"

To serve you, in preising of your name.
He made the boko, that hight, the House of Fame,
And eke the Death of Blaunche the Duchesse,

And the Parliament of Foulcs, as I gossc,

And al the Love of I'alamon and Arcite

Of Thebes, thougli tlie storic is knowen lite,

And many an hinqme, for your holy dales,

That highten Balades, Rondels, Virelaies ;

And for to speake of other holincsse.

He hath in prose translated Boece,
And made the Life also of Saint Cecile :

He made also, gone is a great while,

Origenes upon the ^laudelainc :•• . ^
.

Him ought now to have the lesse painc.
He hath made many a ley, and many a thing.

" Now as ye be a God, and eke a king,

I your Alceste, whilom queue of Trace,
I aske you this man right of your grace.
That ye him never hurt in al his live,

And he shal sweai-en to you, and that blive.

He shal never more agilten in this wi.se,

But shal maken as ye well devise.

Of women trcwe in loving al hir life.

Where so ye woll, of maiden or of wife.

And forthren you as much as he misseido.

Or in the Rose, or eles in Creseide."

The god of love answei'de her thus anon,
" Madame," quod he, " it is so long agon.
That I you knew, so charitable and trcwe.

That never yet, sens the world was newe.
To me ne found I better none than ye,

If that I woll save my degree :

I may nor woll nat werne your request,

Al Jietli in you, doth with him as you lest.

" I al foi-yeve withouten lenger space,

For who so yeveth a yefte or dotJi a grace.

Do it betime, his thanke shall be the more ;

And demetli ye what ye shal do therfore!
" Go tiianke now my lady here," quod ho.

I rose, and doun I set me on my knee,

And said thus : " Madame, the God above
Foryelde you that the god of love

Have maked me his wrath to foryeve.

And grace so longe for to live.

That 1 may know sothely what ye be.

That have n)c holpen, and jiut in this degi'c :

But trewly I wende, as in this caas

Nought have a gilte, ne done to love trespas,

For why ? a trewe man withouten drede
Hath nat to parten with a theves dede.

" Ne a trewe lover ought me nat to blame,

Though that I speke a false lover some shame :

They ought rather with me for to hold,

For that I of Creseide wrote or told,

Or of the Rose, what so mine author raent,

Algate, God wotte, it was mine entent

To forthren trouth in love, and it cherice.

And to ben ware fro falscnesse and fro vice.

By which ensample, this was my mening."

And she answerde, '" Let be tl)ine arguing.

For love ne wol not counterpleted be.

In right ne wrong, and lerne that of me :

Thou hast thy grace, and hold the rigiit thereto ;

Now woll I saine what penance thou shalt do

For thy trespace, understand it here :

Thou shalt while that thou livest, yere by yere,

Tiie most partie of thy time spende.

In making of a glorious legende.

Of good women, raaidenes and wives.

That weren trewe in loving all hir lives.

And tell of false men that hem betraieii.

That al hir life ne do nat but assaien

How many women they may done a shamp.
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For in your world that is now hold a game :

And though thee like nat a lover be,

SpeUe wel of love, this penance yeve I thee,

And to the god of love I shal so praj'.

That he shal charge his servaunts by any way,

To forthren thee, and wel thy labour quite.

Go now thy waie, this penaunce is but lite :

And whan this boke is made, yeve it the queue

Ou my behalfe, at Eltham, or at Shene."

The god of love gan smile, and than he said :

" Wost thou," quod he, " where this be wife ormaid,

Or queene, or countesse, or of what degree.

That hath so littell penaunce yeven thee,

That hast deserved sore for to smart,

But pite renneth sone in gentle herte :

That maist tliou seue, she kitheth what she is."

And I answerde, " Naie, sir, so have I blis.

No more, but that 1 see well she is good,"
" That is a trewe tale, by mine hood,"

Quod Love, " and thou knowest wel, parde,

If it be so that thou avise the :

Hast thou nat in a booke in thy cheste.

The great goodnesse of the quene Alceste,

That turned was into a dayesie,

She that for her husband chese to die,

And eke to gone to Hell, rather than he,

And Hercules rescued her, parde,

And brought her out of Hel agaiue to blis ?"

And I answerde againe, and said " Yes,

Now know I her, and is this good Alceste,

The dayesie, and mine owne hertes reste ?

Now fele I well the goodnesse of this wife,

That both after her death, and in her life,

Her great bounte doubleth her renoun,

Wel liatli she quit me mine affectioun,

That I have to her floure the dayesie.

No wonder is though Jove her stellifie,

As telleth Agaton, for her great goodnesse,

Her white corowne bearetli of it witnesse :

For all so many vertues had she,

As smal fiorounes in her corowne be.

In remembraunce of her, and in honour,

Cibylla made the dayesie and the floure,

Ycrowned al with white, as men may se.

And Mars yave to her a corowne reed, parde,

In stede of rubies set among the white :
"

Therewith this quene woxe red for shame alite.

Whan she was praysed so in her presence.

Than said Love, " A full great negligence

Was it to thee, that ilke time thou made,
* Hide Absolon thy ti'esses,' in balade.

That thou forget in thy songe to sette,

Sith that thou art so greatly in her dette.

And wost well that kalender is she

To any woman, that woll lover be :

For she taught all the craft of trewe loving.

And namely of wifehode the living.

And all the bondes that she ought keepe
;

Thy litel witte was thilke time asleepe :

But now I charge thee upon thy life,

That in thy legende thou make of this wife,

Whan thou hast other smale ymade before :

And fare now well, I charge thee no more.
But er I go, thus much I will the tell,

Ne shal no trewe lover come in Hell.

" These other ladies sitting here a rowe,

Ben in thy balade, if thou const hem know.
And in thy bokes al thou shalt hem find,

Have hem now in thy legende al in mind,
I meane of hem that ben in thy knowing,

For here ben twenty thousand mo sitting

Than thou knowest, good women all.

And trewe of love, for ought that may befall

:

Make the metres of liem as thee lest,

I mote gone home, the Sunne draweth west,

To Faradis, with all this companie,
And serve alway the fresh dayesie.

At Cleopati-as I woll that thou begin,

And so forth, and my love so shalt thou win

;

For let see now, what man, that lover be,

Wol done so strong a paine for love as she.

I wote well that thou maist nat all it rime,
That suche lovers did in hir time :

It were too long to reden and to here,

Suffiseth me thou make in this manere,
That thou reherce of al her life the great.

After these old authours listen for to treat.

For who so shall so many a story tell,

Sey shortely or he shall too longe dwell :"

And with that worde my bookes gan I take.

And right thus on my legende gan I make.

THDS ENDETH THE PROLOGUE.

HERE BEGINNF.TH

THE LEGENDE OF CLEOPATRAS,
©uccne of lEgppt.

After the death of Ptholome the king,

That all Egypt had in his governing.

Reigned his queene Cleopataras,

Till ou a time bifel there such a caas.

That out of Rome was sent a senatour.

For to eonqueren realmes and honour,

Unto the tonne of Rome, as was usauuce.

To have the world at her obeisaunee.

And soth to say, Antonius was his name.
So fil it, as fortune him ought a shame.
Whan he was fallen in prosperite.

Rebel unto the toune of Rome is he,

And over al this, the suster of Cesare

He left her falsely, er that she was ware,

And would algates han another wife,

For which he toke with Rome and Cesar strife.

Nathelesse, forsoth, this ilke senatour,

Was a full worthy gentill werriour.

And of his deth it was ful great damage.
But Love had brought this man in such a rage

And him so narow bouuden in his laas.

And all for the love of Cleopatras,

That al the world he set at no value,

Him thought there was nothing to him so due,

As Cleopatras for to love and serve
;

Him thought that in amies for to sterve

In the defence of her, and of her right.

This noble quene, eke loved so this knight,

Through his desert, and for his chevalrie,

As certainly, but if that bokes lie.

He was of person, and of gentilnesse,

And of discretion, and of hardinesse.

Worthy to any wight that liven may,
And she was faire, as is the rose in May ;

And, for to maken shorte is the best.

She woxe his wife, and had him as her lest.

The wedding and the feast to devise,

To me that have ytake such emprise.

And so many a storie for to make.

It were to longe, lest that I should slake
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Of thi.ig that boarcth more effect and charge,

For men may overlade a ship or barge,

And fjrthy, to cti'ect than woll I skippe.

And al the reninauiit I woll let it sii])pe.

Octavian, that wood was of this dede,

Shope him an hooste ou Antony to ledc,

Al utterly for his destruction,

With stoute Roraaincs, cruell as lion
;

To ship they went, and thus I let hem saile.

Antouius was ware, and woll nat faile

To meten with these Romaines, if he may,
Toke eke his rede, and both upon a day,

His wife and he, and all his host forth went

To ship anone, no longer they ne stent,

And in the see it happed hem to mete
;

Up goeth the trumpe, and for to shoute and shete,

And painen hem to set on with the Sunne,

With grisly sown out goeth the gi-eat gunne,
And hertely they hurtlen in all at ones,

And fro the top doune cometh the great stones,

In goeth the gi-apcnel so full of crokes.

Among the ropes ran the shering hokes,

In with the polaxe preaseth he and he.

Behind the maste beginneth he to flee.

And out againe, and driveth him over borde.

He sticketh him upon his speares orde,

He rent the saile with hookcs like a sith.

He bringeth the cup, and biddeth hem bo blith,

He poureth peesen upon the hatches slider.

With pottes full of lime, they gone togider,

And thus the longe day in fight they spend,

Till at the last, as every thing hath end,

Antony is shent, and put him to the flight.

And all his folke to go, that best go might,

Fleeth eke the queue, with all her purple saile.

For strokes which that went as thicke as haile,

No wonder was, she might it nat endure :

And whan that Antony saw that aventure,
" Alas," quod he, " the day that I was borne,

My worship in this day thus liave I lorne,"

And for dispaire out of his wit he start.

And rofe himselfe, anon, throughout the herte,

Ere that he ferther went out of the place :

His wife, that could of Cesar have no grace.

To Egipt is fled, for drede and for distresse.

But hei'keneth ye that speken of kindnesse.

Ye men that falsely swearen many an oth.

That ye woll die if that your love be wroth,
Here may ye seene of women such a trouth.

This woful Cleopatra had made such routh.

That there n'is tonge none that may it tell.

But on the morow she woll no lenger dwell.

But made her subtill werkmen make a shrine

Of all the rubies and the stones fine

In all Egipt that she coulde espie,

And put full the shrine of spiccrie.

And let the corse enbaumc, and forth she fette

This dead corse, and in the shrine it shette.

And next the shrine a pit than doth she grave,
And all the sci-pcntes that she might have.
She put hem in that grave, and thus she scid :

" Now love, to whom my sorowfull herte obeid,

So ferforthly, that fro that blisfull hour
That I you swore to ben all freely your,
I meane you, A.ntonius my knight.

That never waking in the day or night.

Ye n'ere out of mine hertes remembraunce.
For wele or wo, for carole, or for daunce,
And in my selfe this covenaunt made I tho.

That right such as ye felten wele or wo..

As ferforth as it in my power lay,

I'ni'cprovable unto 7ny wif'fhood aye,
Tho same would I felcn, life or death.
And thiike covenaunt while me lasteth breath
I woll fulfill, and that shall well be seene.
Was never unto her lov(> a truer ((uecne :

"

And with that word, naked, with full good hei'te,

Among the serpents in the i)it she start.

And there she chese to have her burying.
Anone the neders goinic her for to sting,

And she her death reeiiveth with good ehere.
For love of Antony that was her so dere.

And this is storiall, sooth it is no fable

:

Now ere I find a man thus true and stable,

And woll for love his death so fi-eely take,

I pray God let our hedes never aJie.

THE LEGEND OF TISBE OF BABILON.

At Babiloine whylome fill it thus.

The whiche toun the queen Simiramus
Let dichen al about, and walles make
Full liio, of liarde tiles well ybake :

There wei'e dwelling in this noble toun.

Two lorde^ which that were of great renoun.

And woneden so nigh upon a grene.

That there nas but a stone wal hem between,

As oft in great tounes is the wonne :

And sothe to saine, that one man had a sonne,

Of all that lend one of the lustiest,

That other had a doughtcr, the fairest

That cstward in the world was tho dwelling
;

The name of everiche gan to other spring,

By women that were neighbours aboute,

For in that countre yet withouten doute,

Maidenes ben ykept for jelousie

Ful straite, lest they didden some folic.

This yonge man was cleped Piramus,
Thi.sbe liight the maide, (Naso saith thus)

And thus by report was hir name yshove.

That as they woxe in age, so woxe liir love

:

And certaine, as by reason of hir age,

Ther might have ben betwixt hem manage,
But that hir fathers n'olde it nat assent.

And bothe in love ylike sore tliey brent.

That none of all hir friendcs might it lette,

But prively sometime yet they mette

By sleight, and sjiaken some of hir desire,

As wrie the glede and liotter is the fire.

Forbid a love, and it is ten times so wode.

This wal, which that betwixt hem both stode.

Was cloven atwo, right fro the top adoun,

Of old time, of his foundatioun.

But yet this clift was so narrow and lite

It was nat seene, dere inough a mite,

But what is that, that love cannot espie ?

Ye lovers two, if that I shall not lie,

Ye founden first this little narrow clift.

And with a sound, as soft as any shrift.

They let hir wordes through the clifte pace.

And tolden, while that they stoden in the place,

All hir complaint of love, and all hir wo,

At every time whan they dux'st so.

On that one side of the wall stood he,

And on that other side stood Tisbe,

Tlie sweet soune of otlier to receive.

And thus hir wardeins would they disceive,
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And every daie this wall they would threte,

And wish to God that it were doun ybete,

Thus wold they sain, " Alas, thou wicked wall,

Through thine envie thou us lettest all,

Why nilt thou cleave, or fallen all atwo,

Or at the least, but thou wouldest so,

Yet wouldest thou but ones let us mete,

Or ones that we might kisrien svvete.

Than were we cured of our cares cold,

But nathelesse, yet be we to thee hold.

In as much as thou suffrest for to gone,

Our words through thy lime and eke thy stone,

Yet ought we with thee ben well apaid."

And whan these idle wordes weren said,

The cold wall they woulden kisse of stone,

And take hir leave, and foi'th they wolden gone.

And this was gladly in the eventide.

Or wonder erly, least men it espide.

And long time they wrought in this manere.
Till on a day, whan Phebus gan to clere,

Aurora with the stremes of her hete,

Had dried up the dew of herbes wete.

Unto this clift, as it was wont to be.

Come Piramus, and after come Tisbe,

And plighten trouthe fully in hir fay.

That ilke same night to steale away.
And to beguile hir wardeins everychone.

And forth out of the citie for to gone.

And for the fieldes ben so brode and wide.

For to mete in o place at o tide,

They set markes, hir meetings should be
There king Ninus was graven, under a tree.

For old paynims, that idoUes heried,

Useden tho in fields to ben buried,

And fast by his grave was a well,

And shortely of this tale for to tell,

This covenaunt was affirnied wonder fast,

And long hem thought that the Sunne last,

That it nere gone under the see adoun.
This Tisbe hath so great afFeetioun,

And so great liking Piramus to see,

That whan she saw her time might be,

At night she stale away full prively.

With her face iwimpled subtelly,

For all her friends (for to save her trouth)

She hath forsake alas, and that is routh.

That ever woman woulde be so trew.

To trusten man, but she the bet him knew

:

And to the tree she goeth a full good pace.

For love made her so hardy in this case.

And by the well adoun she gan her dresse,

Alas, than commeth a wild lionesse

Out of the wood, withouten more arrest,

With bloody mouth, strangling of a beast,

To drinken of the well there as she sat.

And whan that Tisbe had espied that,

She rist her up with a full di-ery herte.

And in a cave, with dreadfull foot she start,

For by the Moone she saw it well withall.

And as she ran, her wimple let she fall,

And toke none hede, so sore she was awhaped.
And eke so glad that she was escaped,
And that she sat, and lurketh wonder still

:

Whan that this lionesse hath dronke her fill,

About the well gan she for to wind,

And right anon the wimple gan she find.

And with her bloody mouth it all to rent.

Whan this was done, no lenger she ne stent.

But to the wood her way than hath she noma.
And, at the last, this Piramus is come.

But all too long, alas, at home was bee,

The Moone shone, men might well ysee.

And in his way, as that he come full fast.

His eyen to the ground adoun he cast.

And in the sonde, as he beheld adoun,
He saw the steppes brode of a lioun.

And in his herte he suddainly agrose,

And pale he wext, therwith his herte arose,

And nere he came, and found the wimple torne,
" Alas," quod he, " the day that I was borne !

This o night woll both us lovers slee
;

How should I asken mercy of Tisbee,

Whan I am he that have you slaine ? alas

!

My bidding hath you slaine in this caas.

Alas, to bidde a woman gone by night

In place thereas perill fallen might,

And I so slow, alas, I ne had be
Here in this place a furlong way ere ye !

Now, whnt lion that is in this forrest.

My body mote he rente, or what beast

That wild is, gnawen mote he mine herte."

And with that word he to the wimple start.

And kist it oft, and wept on it full sore.

And said, " Wimple, alas, there n'is no more.
But thou shalt feele as well the blood of me,
As thou hast felt the bleeding of Tisbe :"

And with that word he smote him to the lierte.

The blood out of the wound as broad start.

As water, whan the conduit bi'oken is.

Now Tisbe, which that wist nat this.

But sitting in her drede, she thought thus,

" If it so fall out that my Piramus
Be comen hithei', and may me nat yfind.

He may me holden false, and eke unkmd :"

And out she commeth, and after him gan espien.

Both with her herte and with her eien,

And thought, " I woll him tellen of my drede.

Both of the lionesse and of my dede."

And, at the last, her love than hath she found.

Beating w^ith his heeles on the ground,

All bloody, and therewithal! abacke she start,

And like the wawes, quappe gan her herte.

And pale as boxe she woxe, and in a throw
Avised her, and gan him well to know,
That it was Piramus her herte dere.

Who could write whiche a deadly chere

Hath Tisbe now, and how her haire she rent,

And how she gan her selfe to turment,

And how she lieth and swouneth on the ground.
And how she wept of teares full his wound,
How medleth she his blood with her complaint,

How with her blood her selven gan she paint.

How clippeth she the red corse, alas I

How doth this wofuU Tisbe in this caas !

How kisseth she his frosty mouth so cold !

" Who hath don this ? and who hath ben so bold

To sleen my lefe ? o speake Piramus,
I am thy Tisbe, that thee calieth thus,"

And therwithali she lifteth up his head.

This wofuU man that was nat fully dead.

Whan that he herd the name of Tisbe crien.

On her he cast his heavy deadly eyen,

And doun againe, and yeeldeth up tiie ghost.

Tisbe rist up, without noise or host.

And saw her wimple and his empty sheath.

And eke his swerd, that him hath done to death,

Than spake she thus, " I\Iy woful hand," quod she,

" Is strong ynough in such a werke to me,

For love shall yeve me strength and hardinessSj

To make my wound large ynough I gesse.
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1 woll thee ibllowen dead, and I woll be

Felavv, and cause eke of thy death," quod she,

"And thou^^h tliat nothing sjive the death only,

Might thee fro me depart, trewly

Thou shalt no more departc now fro me
Than fro the death, for I woll go with tlice.

"And now ye wretched jelous fathers our,

We that weren whylome children your,

We praien you, witliouten more envie,

That in o grave wc moten lie,

Sens love hath brought us to this pitous end
;

And right wise God, to every lover send,

That loveth trewly, more prosperitc

Than ever had I'iramus and Tisbe,

And let no gentill woman her assure

To putten her in sucli an aventure,

But God forbid but tiiat a woman can
Ben as true and loving as a man,
And, for my part, I shall anon it kithe :"

And with that word, his swerde she tooke swithe.

That wannc was of her loves blood, and bote,

And to the herte she her selven smote.

And thus are Tisbe and Piranms ago
;

Of true men I find but few mo
In all my bookes, save this Piramus,
And therefore have I spoken of him thus

;

For it is deintie to us men to find

A man that can in love bo true and kind.

Here may ye scene, wliat lover so he be,

A woman dare and can as well as he.

THE LEGEND OF DIDO,

(!^ueene of (Sartage.

Gloky and honour, Virgile Mantuan,
Be to thy name, and I shall as I can
Follow thy lanterno, as thou goest beforne,
How Eneas to Dido was forsworne.

In thine Eneidc, and Naso woll I take
The tenour and the great effects make.
Whan Troy brought was to destruction

By Grekcs sleight, and namely by Sinon,

Faining the horse ofi'red unto Minerve,
Through which that many a Trojan must sterve,

And Hector ha<l after his death apered.
And fire so wood it might nat ben stered,

In all (he noble toure of IHon,
That of the citie was the cheefe dungeon,
And all the country was so low ybrought.
And Priamus the king fordone and nought,
And Eneas was charged by Venus
To flien away, he tooke Ascanius
That was his son, in his right hand and fled,

And on his backe he bare and with him led

His old father, cleped Anchiscs,
And by the way his wife Creusa he lees.

And mokell sorrow had he in his mind.
Ere that he coulde his fellawship find :

But, at the last, whan he had hem found,
He made hem redy in a certaine stouud,
And to the sea full fast he san him hie.

And saileth forth with all his conipanie
Towards Itaile, as would destineo :

But of his aventures in the see,

N'is nat to purpose for to speke of here.
For it accordeth nat to my matere,

But, as I said, of him and of Dido
Shall be my tale, till that 1 have do.

So long he sailed in the s:ilt see,

Till in Liijie uniietb arrived he,

So was he with the tenijiest all to shake,
And whan that he the haven had ytake,

He had a knight was called Achatees,
And him of all his fellowship he cliees,

To gone with him the country for t'espie,

He tooke with him no more conipanie.

But forth they gon, and left his ships ride,

His feere and he, witjiouten any guide.

So long he walketh in this wildernessc,

Till at the last he met an hunteresse,
A bow in bond, and arrowcs had she.

Her clothes cutted were unto the knee,
But she wiis yet the fairest creature
That ever was yformcd by nature,

And Eneas and Achates she gret.

And thus she to hem spake, whan she hem met.
" Saw ye," quod she, " as ye ban walked wide,

Any of my sustren walke you beside,

With any wild bore or other beast.

That they have hunted into this forrcst,

Ytucked up with arrowes in lier caas ?"

" Nay, sothly, lady," quod this Eneas,
" But by thy beautie, as it thinketh me,
Thou mightest never yearthly woman be.

But Phebus suster art tlicm, as I gesse.

And if so be that thou be a goddesse,

Have mercy on our labour and our wo."
" I n'am no goddesse soothly," qnod she tho.

For maidens walken in this country here.

With arrows and with bow, in this manere :

This is the realme of Libie there ye been,

Of which that Dido lady is and queen,"

And sh"i"tly told ail the occasion

Why Dido came into that region.

Of which as now me listeth nat to rime,

It ncdeth nat, it nere but losse of time,

For this is all and some, it was Venus,

His owne mother, that spake with him thus,

And to Cartage she bade he should him digl'.t.

And vanished anon out of his sight.

I could follow word for word Vergile,

But it would lasten all to longe while.

This noble queen that cleped was Dido,

That whylorn was the wife of Sicheo,

That fairer was than the bright Sunne,

This noble toun of Carthage hath beguime,

In which she reigneth in so great honour.

That she was hold of all queues Hour,

Of geutillesse, of freedome, and of beaute.

That well was him that might her ones se.

Of kings and loi'des so desired.

That all the world her beautie had yfired,

She stood so well in every wights grace.

Whan Eneas was come unto the placi;,

Unto the maister temple of all the toun,

There Dido was in her devotioun.

Full prively his way than hath he nomc .

Whan he was in the large temple come,
I caimot saine if that it be possible, i-uJ.-o « ^^'^

But Venus had him maked invisible, ^ t,^.t;ltji*

Thus sayth the booke, witliouten any lees.

And whan this Eneas and Achates
'

'

Haddon in this temple ben over all, ^^
Than found they depainted on a wall.

How Troy and all the land destroyed was,

" Alas, that I was borne !" quod Eneas,

A U^

tiA
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" Tlirnugh tlie woi'id our shame is kid so wide,

Now it is painted upon every side :

We that wcren in prnsperite,

Ben now disclaundred, and in such dogre.

No lenger for to Hven I ne kepe ;"

Aud with that word he hrast out for to weue.

So tenderly that routh it was to seene.

This fresh lady, of the citie queen,

Stood in the temple, in her estate roiall,

So richely, and eke so faire withall.

So yong, so lustie, witli her even glade,

That if that God that Heaven and yearth made.

Would have a love, for beauty and goodnesse,

And womanhede, trouth, and semelinesse.

Whom should he loven but this lady swete ?

There n'is no woman to him halfe so mete :

Fortune, that hath the world in governaunce.

Hath sodainly brought in so new a chaunce.

That never was there yet so fremed a eaas.

For all the company of Eneas,

Which that we wend have lorne in the see,

Arrived is nought ferre fro that citee.

For which the greatest of his lords, some,

By aventure ben to the citie come
Unto that same temple for to seke

The queene, and of hir socour her beseke.

Such renonie was ther sprung of her goodnes.

And whan they liad tolde all hu- distresse,

And all hir tempest and all hir hard caas.

Unto the queene appeai'ed Eneas,

And openly beknew that it was he
;

Who had joy than, but his meine,

That hadden found hir lord, hir governour ?

The quene saw they did him such honour,

And had heai-d of Eneas, ere tho,

And in her herte had routh and wo,

That ever such a noble man as he

Shall ben disherited in such degi'e.

And saw the man, that he was like a knight.

And suffisaunt of person and of might,

And like to ben a very gentilman.

And well his wordes he besette can.

And had a noble visage for the nones.

And formed well of brawne and of bones,

And after Venus had such fairenesse

That no man might be halfe so faire I gesse.

And well a lord him semed for to be.

And for he was a straunger, somewhat she

Liked him the bet, as God do boote,

To some folke often new thing is soote ;

Anon her lierte hath pitee of his wo.

And with pitie love came also.

And thus for pitie and for gentilnesse,

Refreshed must he ben of his distresse.

She said, certes, that she sorry was.

That he hath had such peril! and such caas.

And in her friendly speech, in this manere
She to him spake, and sayd as ye may here.

" Be ye nat Venus sonne and Anchises ?

In good faith, all the worship and enerees

That I may goodly done you, ye shall have,

Your shippes and your meine shall I save ;"

And many a gentle word she spake him to,

And coramaunded her messengers to go

The same day, withouten any faile,

His shippes for to seeke and hem vitaile ;

Full many a beast she to the ships sent.

And with the wine slie gan hem to present.

And to her roiall paleis she her sped,

Aud Eneas she alway with her led.

What nedeth you the feastes to discrive.

He never better at ease was in his live,

Full was the feast of deinties and richesse,

Of instruments, of song, and of gladnesse,

And many an amorous looking and devise.

This Eneas is come to Paradise

Out of the swolowe of Hell, and thus in joy

Remerabreth him of his estate in Troy,

To dauneing chambers full of parameuts.

Of rich beds, and of pavements.

This Eneas is ledde after the meat.

And with the queene whan that he had seat.

And spices parted, and the wine agon.

Unto his chamber was he lad anon.

To take his ease, and for to have his rest

With all his folke, to done what so him lest,

Ther nas courser well ybridled none,

Ne stede for the justing well to gone,

Ne large palfrey, easie for the nones,

Ise Jewell fret full of rich stones,

Ne sackes full of gold, of large wight,

Ne ruble none that shineth by night,

Ne gentill hautein faukon heronere,

Ne hound for hart, wild bore, or dere,

Ne cup of gold, with floreins new ybette,

That in the loud of Libie may ben gette.

That Dido ne hath Eneas it ysent.

And all is payed what that he hath spent.

Thus can this honorable quene her gestes call,

As she that can in freedonie passen all.

Eneas sothly eke, without lees.

Hath sent to his shippe by Achates
After his sonne, and after rich things.

Both scepter, clothes, broches, and eke rings,

Some for to weare, and some to present

^

To hei', that all these noble things him sent,

I And bad his sonne how that he should make
! The presenting, and to the quene it take.

Repaired is this Achates againe,

1

And Eneas full blisfuU is and faine

To seene his yong sonne Ascanius,

For to him it was reported thus.

That Cupido, that is the god of love,

At prayer of his mother high above.

Had the likenesse of the child ytake.

This noble queene enamoured for to make
On Eneas ; but of that scripture

Be as he may, I make of it no cure
;

But soth is this, the queen hath made such chere

Unto this child, that wonder was to hei-e,

And of the present that his father sent,

She thanked him oft in good entent.

Thus is this queen in pleasaunce and joy.

With all these new lustie folke of Troy,

And of the deeds hath she more enquired

Of Eneas, and all the story lered

Of Troy, and all the long day they tway
Entendeden for to speake and for to play.

Of which there gan to breden such a fire,

That sely Dido hath now such desire

With Eneas her new guest to deale,

That she lost her hew and eke her heale.

Now to th'efteet, now to the fruit of all.

Why I have told this story, and tellen shall.

Thus 1 begin ; it fell upon a night.

Whan that the Mone upreised had her light,

This noble queene unto her rest went.

She sighed sore, and gon her selfe tourment.

She walkeih, waloweth, and made many braide.

As done these lovers, aa I have heard saide.
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And, :it the last, unto her suster Anne
.She made Iter inone, and right thus spake she than.

" Now dcre suster mine, what may it be

That nie agasteth in my ih-euio," qund she,
>• i'liis iliie new Trojan is so in nsy tliouglit,

r that me thinlceth he is so wel iwrought,

1 eke so likely to ben a man,
mI therwith so niikell good he can,

at all my love and life lieth in his cure
;

iiave ye nat heard him tell his aventure ?

" Now certes, Anne, if that ye I'ede me,
I woll faine to him ywedded be,

This is the effect, what should I more seine ?

Ill him lieth all, to do me live or deine."

ller suster Anne, as she that coud her good,

Said as her thought, and somdele it withstood,

J')Ut hereof was so long a sermoning,

I

I

were to long to make rehearsing :

Hut, finally, it may not be withstoude,

Love woll love, for no wight woll it woude.

'I'iie dawning uprist out of the see,

Tills amorous tjuene chargeth )ier meino
'I'he nettes dresse, and spores brode and kciie,

In hunting woll this lustie fresh (juene,

.So pricketh lier this new jolly wo.
To horse is all her lustie folke ygo,

Into the court the houndes ben ybrought,

And up on courser, swift as any thought,

ller yong knights heven all about,

And of Iier women eke an huge rout.

Upon a thicke palfray, paper white.

With saddle redde, embrouded with delite,

Of gold the barres, up eiibossed high.

Sate Dido, all in gold and perrie wrigh,

And she is faire as is the bright morrow,
That healeth sicke folkes of nights sorrow

;

Upon a courser, startling as the fii'e.

Men might tourne him with a little wire.

But Eueas, like Phebus to devise,

So was he fresh arrayed in his wise,

The fomie bridle, with the bitte of gold,

Governeth he right as himselfe hath would
;

And forth this noble quccne, this lady ride

On hunting, with this Trojan by her side.

The herd of hartes founden is anon.
With " Hey, go bet, pricke thou, let gon, let gon,
Why n'ill the lion comen or the beare.

That I might him ones meten with this spear 1"

Thus saine this yong folke, and up they kill

The wild hartes, and have hem at hir will.

Emong all this, to roniblen gan the Heven,
The thunder rored with a grisly Steven,

Doun come the rain, with haile and sleet so fast.

With Heavens fire, that made so sore agast

This noble queene, and also lier meine.
That echo of hem was glad away to flie,

And shortly, fro the tempest her to save,

She fled her selfe into a little cave.

And with her went this Eneas also,

I n'ot with liem if there went any mo,
The authour niaketli of it no mention :

And here began the deepe affection

Betwixt hem two, this was the first morrow
Of her gladnesse, and ginning of her sorrow.
For there hath Eneas ykneled so.

And told her all his hurt and all his wo,
And sworne so deepe to her to be true.

For wele or wo, and chaungc for no new,
And as a false lover so well can plaine,

That sely Dido rewed on his paine,

And toke Iiini for husbond, and became liis wife

For evermore, while that hem last life
;

And after this, whan that the tempest stent.

With mirth out as they came, liunie they went.

The wicked fame up rose, and that anou,
How Eneas hatii with the queene ygon
Into tlie cave, and denied as liem list :

And whan the king (that Yarbas hight) it wist.

As he that had her loved ever his life,

And woed her to have her to his wife,

Such sorrow as he hath maked, and sach clierc,

It is a routh and jiitie for to here.

But as in love, alday it liappeth so,

That one shall laughen at anothers wo.
Now laughed Eneas, and is in joy.

And more richesse than ever was in Troy.
O sely woman, full of innocence.

Full of pitie, of truth, and continence.

What maked you to men to trusten so ?

Have ye such routh upon liir fained wo.

And have such old ensamples you beforne 1

See ye nat all how they ben forsworne ?

Where see ye one, that he ne hath laft his lefe.

Or ben unkind, or done her some mischefe.

Or pilled her or bosted of his dede ?

Ye may as well it scene, as ye may rede.

Take hede now of this great gentihnan.

This Trojan, that so well her please can.

That faiiieth him so true and obeysing.

So gentill, and so privie of his doing,

And can so well done all his obeysaunce
To her, at feastes and at daunce,

And wlian she goeth to temple, and home agayn.

And fasten till he liath his lady seyn.

And bearen in his devises for her sake,

N'ot I nat what, and songes would he make,
Justcn, and done of armes many things.

Send her letters, tokens, brooches, and rings.

Now herkneth how he shal his lady serve

:

There as he was in perill for to sterve

For hunger and for mischefe in the see.

And desolate, and fled fro his couiitree,

And all his folke with tempest all to driven.

She hath her body and eke her realme yeven

Into his bond, there she might have been

Of other land than of Cartage a queen.

And lived in joy inough, what would ye more ?

This Eneas, that hath thus deepe yswore.

Is wearie of his craft witliin a throw.

The bote earnest is all overblow,

And prively he dothe his ships dight,

And shapeth him to steale away by night.

This Dido hath suspection of this.

And thouijht well that it was al amis.

For in his bed he lieth a night and siketh.

She asketh him anon, wliat him misUkcth,
" My dere lierte, which that 1 love most."

« C'-rtes," quod lie, " this night my fathers ghost

Hath in my slope me so sore tourmented,

And eke Mercury his message hath presented.

That needes to the conquest of Itaile

My destinie is soone for to saile,

For which, me thinketh, brosten is mine herte :

"

Therwith his false teares out they start.

And taketh her within his armes two.
" Is that in earnest," quod she, " woll ye so 1

Have ye nat sworne to wife me to take ?

Alas, what woman woll ye of me make 2

I am a gcntyl woman, and a queen.

Ye woll not fro your wife thus foule fleen ?

E k2
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That I was borno, alas ! what shall I do ?"

To tellen in short, this noble queen Dido
She seeketh halowes, and doth saci-ifise,

She kneeleth, crieth, that routb is to devise,

Conjureth liini, and profereth him to be
His thrall, his servaunt, in the best degre,

She falleth him to foot, and sowneth there,

Dischevile with her briglit gilt heere,

And saylh, " Have mercy, let me with you ride,

These lordes, which that wonnen me beside,

Woll me destroyen, only for your sake :

And ye woll me now to wife take,

As ye have sworne, than woll I yeve you leva

To sleen me with your swei-d now sone at eve,

For than yet shall I dien as your wife
;

1 am with child, and yev^e my child his life !

Mercy lord, have pitie in your thought!"

But all this thing availeth her right nought !

And as a traitour forthe gan to saile

Toward the large countrey of Itaile,

And thus hath he laft Dido in wo and pine,

And wedded there a ladie hight Lavine.

A cloth he laft, and eke his sword standing,

Whan he fro Dido stale in her sleeping.

Right at her beds head, so gan he hie.

Whan that he stale away to his navie.

Which cloth, whan selie Dido gan awake,

She hath it kist full oft for his sake,

And said, " sweet cloth, while Jupiter it lest,

Take my soule, unbind me of this uurest,

I have fulfilled of fortune all the course."

And thus, alas, withouten his socourse,

Twentie time yswouned hath she than.

And whan that she unto her suster Anne
C(}mplained had, of which I may not write

So great routh I have it for to endite,

And bad her norice and her sustren gone
To fetchen fire, and other things anone.

And sayd that she would sacrifie.

And whan she might her time well aspie,

Upon the fire of sacrifice she start,

And with his sword she rofe her to the herte :

But as mine authour saith, yet this she seide.

Or she was hurt, beforne or she deide,

She wrote a letter anon, and thus began.
" Right so," quod she, " as the white swan

Ayenst his death beginneth for to sing,

Right so to you I make my complaining,

Not that I trow to getten you againe,

For well 1 wote it is all in vaine.

Sens that the gods ben contrarious to me,
But sin my name is lost through you," quod she,
" I may well lese a word on you or letter.

Albeit I shall be never the better.

For thilke wind that lilew your sliip away,
The same wind hath blow away your fay:

"

But who so woll all this letter have in mind,

Rede Ovide, and in him he shall it find.

THE LEGEND OF PHPSIPHILE AND MRDEA.

Thou root of false lovers, duivc Jason.
Thou sleer, devourer, and confusion
Of gentyl women, gentle creatures,

Thou madest thy reclaiming and th.y lures

To ladies of thy scathliche apparaunee.
And of thy wordes farsed with pleasaunce,

And of thy fained trouth, and thy manere.
With thine obeysaunce and humble chere.

And with thine counterfeited paine and wo,
There other falsen one, tliou falsed two,

oft swore thou that thou wouldest die

For love, whan thou ne feltest maladie.

Save foule delite, which thou callest love
;

H that I live, thy name shall be shove
In English, that thy deceit shaO be know,
Have at thee Jason, now thine honor is blow.

But certes, it is both routh and wo,

That love with false lovers werketh so,

For they shall have well better love and chere
Than he that hath bought love full dere.

Or had in armes many a bloodie boxe,

For ever as tender a capon eateth the foxe.

Though he be fals, and hath the foule betraied,

As sliall the good man that therefore paied,

Although he have to the capon skill and right,

The false foxe woll have his part at night.

On Jason this ensample is well yseene,

By Hipsiphile and Medea the qu'eene.

In Thessalie, as Ovide telleth us.

There was a knight, that hight Peleus,

That had a brother, wliich that hight Eson,

And whan for age he might unnethes gon.

He yave to Peleus the governing

Of al his I'eign, and made him lord and king,

Of which Eson, this Jason getten was.

That in his time in all that land there nas

Nat such a famous knight of gentillesse,

Of freedome, of strength, and of lustinesse
;

After his fathers death ke bare him so.

That there nas none that list ben his fo.

But did him all honour and companie.

Of which this Peleus hath great envie,

Imagining that Jason might be
Enhaunsed so, and put in such degre.

With love of lordes of his regioun.

That from Ids reigne he may be put adoun.

And in his wit a night compassed he
How Jason might best destroyed be,

Withouten slaunder of his compasment;
And, at the last, he tooke avisement.

That to send him into some ferre countre,

There as this Jason may destroyed be ;

This was his wit, all made he to Jason
Great chere of looke, and of affection,

For di'ede least his lords it espide.

So fell it, as fame ronneth wide.

There was such tiding over all, and such loos,

That in an isle, that called was Colcos,

Beyond Troy eastward in the see,

That thei'e was a ram, that men might see,

That had a flees of gold that shone so bright.

That no where was there such another sight
;

But it was kept alway with a dragoun.

And many other mervailes up and doun.

And with two buUes maked all of bras.

That spitten fire, and much thing there was,

But this was eke the tale nathelees.

That who so would winnen thilke flees,

He must both, or he it winnen might.

With the buls and the dragon fight.

And king Otes lord was of that isle :

This Peleus bethought upon this wile.

That he his nephew Jason would exhort

To sailen to that loud, him to disport.

And sayd, " Nephew, if it might bee,

That such worship might fall thee,
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T'i:it thou this famous trcasui'e might win,

\ li'l Lring it my region within,

It were to me great plcasauiice and lionour,

Tlian were I hold to (juite thy hibour,

And all thy costes I woll my selfe make,
And chose what folke thou wolt with thee take,

Let see now, darste thou taken this voyage ?"

Jason wasyongc, and lustie of corage,

And inidcrtooke to done this ilke emprise
;

Anon, Argus his ships gan devise.

With Jason went the strong Hercules,

And many another, that he with liini dies,

iliit who so asketh who is with him gou,
l.'t him rede Argonaiiticon,
1' ii- he woll tell a tali; long ynough.
I'iiiloctetes anon the saile up drough,
U'lian the wind was good, and gan him hie
I >ut of his countrey, called Tliessalie.

S" long they sayled in the salt see,

i'ill in the isle of Lemnon arrived hee.

All be this nat rehearsed of Guido,
W't saieth Ovide in his Epistles so,

And of this isle lady was and quene,
Tiie faire yong Hipsiphile the shene,

That whilom Thoas doughter was, the king.

Hipsiphde was gone in her playing,

And, roming on the clevis by the see,

I iider a banke, anone, espied she
\\iu're lay the ship that Jason gan arrive:
< 'f her goodnesse adoune she sendeth blivc,

'I'd wcten if that any straunge wight
With tempest thider were yblow anight,

To done him succour, as was her usaunce.
To I'urtheren every wight, and done pleasaunoe
Of very bountie and of courtesie.

This messenger adoune him gan to hie.

And found Jason and Hercules also.

That in a cogge to loud were ygo,

Hem to refreshen and to take the aire.

The morning attempre was and faire.

And in hir way this messenger hem mette
;

Full cunningly these lordes two he grette,

And did his message, asking hem anon.

If that they wei-e broken, or aught wo begou,

Or had need of lodesmen, or vitaile.

For socoure they shoulde nothing faile.

For it was utterly the queenes will.

Jason answerde meeliely and still

:

" My lady," quod he, " thauke I hertely

Of her goodnesse ; us needeth truly

Nothing as now, but that we weary be,

And come for to play out of the sec.

Till that the wind be better in our way."
This lady rometh by the cliffe to play

With her meinie, endlong the strond,

And findeth this Jason and this other stond

In speaking of this thing, as I you told.

This Hercules and Jason gan behold
Howe that the queene it was, and faire her grete,

Anone, right as they with this kdy mete,
And she tooke heed, and knew by hir mauere,
By hir array, by wordes, and by chere.

That it were gentyl men of great degree.

And to the castle with her leadeth she
These straunge folk, and doth hem great honour.
And asketh hem of travaile and of labour
That they have sufFred in the salte see.

So that within a day, two or three,

She knew by the folke that in his shippes be.

That it was Jason, full of reuomee,

And llercules, that had tlie great loos,

That soughtcn the avenlures of Colcos,

And did hem honour more than before.

And with hem deal<id ever longer the more.
For they lien worthy folki-, withoiiten lees.

And namely most she si)ake with Hercules,
To him her herte bare, he shoulde be
Sadde, wise, and true, of words avisee,

Withouten any other affection

Of love, or any other imagination.

This Hercules liath this Jason praised,

That to the Sunne he hath it up raiseti,

That halfe so true a man there n'as of love

Under the cope of Heaven that is abovi'.

And he was wise, hardie, secrete, and riclie.

Of these three points there nas none him liclie,

Of frcedome pjussed he, and lustyhead,

All tho that liven, or ben dead
;

Thereto, so great a gentyl man w.as he.

And of Thessalye likely king to be,

Ther n'as no lacke, but that he was agast

To love, and for to speake shaniefast.

Him had lever himselfe to murder and die,

Than that men should a lover him espie.

As would God that 1 had iyeve

My blood and Hesh, so that I might live

With the bones, tliat he had aught where a wift

For his estate, for such a lustie life;

She shoulden lede with this lustie knight.

And all this was compassed on the night

Betwixe liim Jason, and this Hercules,

Of these two here was a shrend lees.

To come to house upon an innocent.

For to bedote this (jueene was liir entent

:

And Jason is as coy as is a maid.
He looketh i)itously, but naught he sayd,

But freely yave he to her counsailers

Yeftes great, and to her officers.

As woulde God that I leyser had and time,

By processe all his wrong for to rime :

But in this house, if any false lover be.

Right as himselfe now doth, right so did he.

With faining, and with every subtill dede.

Ye get no more of me, but ye woll rede

Th'original, that telleth all the caas.

The sooth is this, that Jason wedded was
Unto this queene, and tooke of her substaniice

What so him list unto his purveyaunce.
And upon her begate children two.

And drough his saile, and saw her never mo :

A letter sent she him certaine,

Which were too long to writcn and to saine,

And him reproveth of his great untrouth,

And praieth him on her to have scmie ronth.

And on his chihlren two, she sayd him this.

That they be like of all thing ywis

To Jason, sjive they couth nat beguile.

And prayd God, or it were long while.

That she that had his herte yreft her fro.

Must linden him untrue also :

And that she must both her children spill,

And all tho that suffreth him his will:

And true to Jason was she all her life,

And ever kept her chast, as for liis wife,

Ne never had she joy at her hart,

But died for his love of soiTowes smart.

To Colcos come is this duke Jason,

That is of love devourer and dragon,

As matire appeteth forme alway.

And from forme to forme it passen mayj
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Or as a well that were bottomles,

Right 30 can Jason have no pees,

For to desiren through his appetite

To (lone with gentyl women his delite
;

This is his lust, and his felicitie.

Jason is ronied forth to the citie,

That whylorae cleped was Jasonicos,

That was the master toune of all Colcos,

And hath ytold the cause of his comming
Unto Otes, of that countrey kin.g,

Praying him that he must done his assay

To get the iieese of gold, if that he may ;

Of which the king assenteth to his booue,

And doth him honour, as it is doone.

So ferforth that his doughter and his heire,

Medea, which that was so wise and faire,

That fairer saw there never man with eie,

He made her done to Jason companie
At meat, and sitte by him in the hall.

Now was Jason a seemely man withall,

And like a lord, and had a great renoun,

And of his looke as royall as a lioun.

And godly of his speech, and famillere,

And eoud of love all the craft and art plenere

Withouten booke, with everiche observaunce.

And as fortune her ought a foule raischaunce,

She woxe enamoured upon this man.
" Jason," quod she, " for ought I see or can,

As of this thing, the w hich ye bea about.

Ye and your selfe ye put in much dout.

For who so woU this aveuture atcheve

He may nat wele asterten, as I leve,

Withouten death, but I his helpe be,

But nathelesse, it is my will," quod she,
" To forthren you, so that ye shall nat die,

But turnen sound home to your Thessalie."
" My right lady," quod this Jason, " the

That ye have of my death or my wo
Any regard, and done me this honour,

I wot well that my might, ne my labour.

May nat deserve it my lives day,

God thanke you, there I ne can ne may.
Your rnan am I, and lowly you beseech

To ben my heipe, withouten more speech,

But certes, for my death shall I not spare."

Tho gan this Medea to him declare

The perill of this case, fro point to point

Of his batayle, and in what disjoint

He mote stonde, of which no creature.

Save only she, ne might his life assure :

And sh(n-te!y, right to the point for to go.

They ben accorded fully betwixe hem two.

That Jason shall her wedde, as trewe knight.

And terme yset to come soone at night

Unto her chambre, and make there his othe

Upon the goddes, that he for lefe or lothe

Ne shulde her never falsen, night ne day,

To ben her husband whyle he live may.
As she that from his deth him saved here.

And here upon at night they mete j'fere,

And doth his othe, and gothe with her to bedde,
And on the morow upward he him spedde.

For she hath taught him how he shall nat faile

The flees to winne, and stinten his bataile.

And saved him his life and his honour,
And gate him a name as a couquerour.
Right through the sieight of her enchantment.
Now hath Jason the fleese, and home is went
With Medea, and treasours fell gi-eat wonne,
But unwist of her father she is gonne

To Thessalie, with duke Jason her lefe,

That afterward hath broglit her to mischeife,

For as a traytour he is from her go.

And with her left yonge children two,

And falsely hath betraied her, alas

!

And ever in love a chefe traytour he was.
And wedded yet the thirde wife anon.
That was the doughter of king Creon

This is the meede of loving, and guerdon
That Medea received of duke Jason
Right for her Irouth, and for her kinduesse,

That loved him better than her selfe I gesse.

And left her father, and her heritage.

And of Jason tliis is the vassalage.

That in his dayes na*^ never none yfound
So false a lover going on the ground.

And therfore in her letter thus she said,

First whan she of his falsenesse him upbraid :

" Why liked thee my yellow haire to see.

More than the boundes of mine honestie ?

Why liked me thy youth and thy fairenesse.

And of thy tong the infinite graciousnesse ?

haddest thou in thy conquest dead ybe,

Ful mikel untrouth had there died with thee."

Well can Ovide her letter in verse endite,

Which were, as now, too long for to write.

THE LEGEND OF LUCRECE OF ROME,

Now mote I saine th'exiling of kings

Of Rome, for hir horrible doings

Of the last kinge Tarquinius,

As saith Ovid, and Titus Livius,

But for that cause tell I nat this storie.

But for to praysen, and drawen in memorie

I

The very wife, the very Lucresse,

I

That for her wifehood, and her stedfastnesse,

Nat only that these paynims her commend.
But that cleped is in our legend

The great Austyn, that hath compassioun
Of this Lucrece, that starfe in Rome toun.

And in what wise I woll but shortly treat,

And of this thing I touch but the great.

\A'hen Ardea besieged was about
With Romanes, that full sterne were and stout,

Full long lay the siege, and little wroughten,

So that they were halfe idle, as hem thoughten.

And in his play Tarquinius the yonge,

Gan for to yape, for he was light of tonge.

And said, that " it was an idle life.

No man did there no more than his wife.

And let us speke of wives that is best.

Praise every man his owne as him lest,

And with our speech let us ease our herte."

A knight (that hight Colatin) up stert.

And sayd thus, " Nay, sir, it is no nede
To trowen on the word, but on the dede

:

I liave a wife," quod he, " that as I trow

Is holden good of all that ever her know
;

Go we to Rome to night, and we shull see."

Tarquinius answerde, " That liketh mee."
To Rome they be comen, and fast hem diglit

To Colatins house, and downe they light,

Tarquinius, and eke this Colatine
;

The husbond knew the efters well and fine.

And full prively into the house they gone,

Nor at the gate porter was thej-e none,
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1 at the chamber dore tliey abitle :

;^ noble wife sate by her beds side

-cheveled, for no inallice she ne thou{;ht,

1 I soft wooll, sayth Livie, that she wrought,
Ue]>e her from sloutli and idlenesse,

d bad her servaunts done hir businesse,

1 iisketh hem, " What tidings lieren ye ?

I inw ^lyth men of the siege, liow shall it be ?

(iid would the wals were fallen adoun,
\liMe husbond is too long out of this toun,

r which drede doth nie sore to smart,

_'lit as a sword it stiugetli to mine herte,

W lian I thinke on this or of that place,

(i(Hl save my lord, 1 pray him for his grace :"

And therwitliall so tenderly she gan weepc.

And of her werke she tooke no more keepe,

But raeekely she let her eyen fall,

.\nd thilke semblant sate her well withall,

\iid eke her teares full of lieavinesse,

Kinbelessed her wifely chastnesse.

Hrr countenaunee is to her herte digne.

For they acordeden in deed and signe,

And with that word her Imsbond, Coiatin,

Or she of him was ware, came stertling in.

And said, " Drede thee nat, for 1 am here ;"

And she anone up rose, with blisfuU chere.

And kissed him, as of wives is the wonne.
Tarquinius, this proud kings Sonne,

Conceived hath her beautie and her chere.

Her yellow haire, her bountie, and her manere,
Her hew, her words, that she hath complained,

And by no craft her beautie was nat faiued,

And caught to this lady such desire,

That ill his herte he brent as any fire.

So woodly tliat his wit was all forgotten.

For well thought he she should nat be gotten.

And aye the more he was in dispaire.

The more coveiteth, and thought her faire ;

His blind lust was all his coveiting.

On morrow, whan the bird began to sing.

Unto the siege he commeth full prively.

And by himselfe lie walketh soberly,

The image of her recording alway new,
Thus lay her hair, aud thus fresh was her bev>-.

Thus sate, thus span, this was her cliere.

Thus fair she was, and this was her manere :

All this conceit his herte hath new ytake.

And as the see witli tempest all to shake,

That after whau the storme is all ago.

Yet woU the water quajipe a day or two.

Right so, though that her forme were absent.

The pleasaunce of her forme was present.

But nathelesse, nat pleasaunce, but delite.

Or an uurightfuU tiilent with dispite :

" For, maugre her, she shall my lemraan be
;

Hap helpeth hardy man alway," quod he,
" What end that I make, it shall be so,"

And girt him with his sword, and gan to go.

And he forthright, till to Rome he come.
And all alone his way that he hath nome
Unto the house of Coiatin full right

;

Doun was the Sunne, and day hath lost his light.

And in he come unto a privie halke,

And in the night full theefely gan he stalke.

Whan every wight was to his rest bi'ought,

Ne no wight had of treason such a thought,

Whether by window, or by other gin.

With swerd ydraw, shortly he commeth in

There as she lay, this noble wife Lucresse,

Aud as she woke, her bedde she felt presse

.

" What beast is tliat," quod she, " that wayetli
" I am the kings sonne Tarquinius," [thus ?"

Quod he, " but and thou eric, or any noise make,
Or if thou any creature awake,
l{y thilke God that formed man of live,

.

This swerd thnmgh thine herte shall 1 rive ;"

And therwitliall unto lier throte lie stert,

And set the swerd all shariie on her herte :

No word she spake, she hath no might therto,

W'hat shall she saine ? her wit is all ago
;

Right as whan a wolfe findeth a lamli alone,

To whom shall she complaine or make monel
What, shall she fight with an hardy knight?
Well wote men a woman hath no might :

What, shall she erie, or how shall slie astert.

That hath her by the throte, with swerd at liertal

She asketh grace, and said all that she can.
" No wolt thou nat,'' quod this cruell man,

" As wisely Jupiter my soule save,

I shall in thy stable slee thy knave.
And lay him in thy bed, and K>ud crie.

That 1 thee find in such avoutrie.

And thus thou shalt be dead, and also lese

Thy name, for thou shalt nat chese."

This Romans wives loveden so her name
At thilke time, and dreden so the shame.
That what for fere of slander, and drede of deatii

She lost both at ones wit and breath.

And in a swough she lay, and woxe so dead.

Men mighten smite off lier arme or iiead.

She feleth nothing, neither foiile ne faire.

Tarquinius, that art a kings lieire,

And shouldest, as by linage and by right,

Done as a lord and a very knight,

Why hast thou done dispite to chivalrie ?

Why hast thou done this lady villanie ?

Alas, of thee this was a villanous dede.

But now to the purpose : in the story I rede,

Whan he was gon, and this mischauncc is fall,

This lady sent after her frieiides all.

Father, mother, and husbond, ail yfere.

And discheveled with her haire elere,

In habite such as women used tlio

Unto the burying of hir freiids go.

She sate in hall, with a sorowfull sight
;

Her friends asken what lier aylen might.

And who was dead '. and she sate aye wee])ing,

A word for sliame ne may she f()rth out bring,

Ne upon hem she durst nat behold,

But, at the last, of Tarquiny she hem told

This rufuU case, and all this thing horrible.

The wo to tell were impossible

That she and all her friends make at ones ;

All had folkes hertes lien of stones.

It might have maked hem upon her rew.

Her herte was so wifely and so trew ;

She said, that for her gilt ne for her blame

Her husbond should nat have the foule name.

That would she nat suH'reii by no way :

And they answerde all unto her fay.

That they foryave it her, for it was right,

It was no gilt, it lay nat in her might.

And saiden her ensamples many one.

But all for naught, for thus she said anone :

" Be as be may," quod she, " of forgiving,

I will nat have no forgift for nothing ;"

But prively she couglit forth a knife.

And therwitliall she raft her selfe her life.

And as she fell adowne she cast her looke,

And of lier clothes yet heed she tooke,
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For in her falling, yet she had a care

Least that her feet or such things lay bare,

So well she loved cleannesse, and eke trouth
;

Of her had all the towne of Rome routh,

And Brutus hath by her chast blood swore

That Tarquin should ybanished be therfore,

And all his kinne ; and let the people call,

And openly the tale he told hem all,

And openly let carry her on a here

Through all the town, that men may see and here

The horrible deed of her oppressioun,

Ne never was there king in Rome toun

Sens thilke day, and she was holden there

A saint, and ever her day yhallowed dere,

As in hir law : and thus endeth Lucresse,

The noble wife, Titus beareth witnesse :

I tell it, for she was of love so trew,

Ne in her will she chaunged for no new.

And in her stable herte, sadde and kind,

That in these women men may all day find

There as they cast hir herte, there it dwelleth,

For well I wote, that Christ himselfe telleth

That in Israel, as wide as is the lond.

That so great faith in all the lond he ne fond

As in a woman, and this is no lie.

And as for men, looke ye, such tyrannic

Tiiey doen all day, assay hem who so list,

The truest is full brotell for to trist.

THE LEGEND OF ARLA^DNE OF ATHENS.

Judge infernall, Minos, of Crete king,

Now commeth thy lot, thou commest on the ring
;

Nat for thy sake only written is this storie,

But for to clepe ayen unto memorie.
Of Theseus the great untrouth of love.

For which the gods of Heaven above
Ben wroth, and wrath have take for thy sinne

;

Be red for shame ! now 1 thy life beginue.

Minos, that was the mighty king of Crete,

That had an hundred cities strong and grete,

To schoole hath sent his soune Androgens
To Athens, of the which it happed thus.

That he was slaine, learning phylosophie,

Right in that citie, nat but for envie.

The great ]\linos, of the which I speke,

His sonnes death is come for to wi-eke,

Alcathoe he besieged hard and long.

But nathelesse, the walles be so strong,

And Nisus, that was king of that cite.

So chivalrous, that little dredeth he
;

Of Minos or his host tooke he no cure,

Till on a day befell an aventure.

That Nisus doughter stood upon the wall,

And of tlie siege saw the manner all

:

So happed it, that at scarmishing
She cast her herte upon Minos the king,

For his beautie, and his chevalrie,

So sore that she weude for to die.

And shortly of this processe for to pace.

She made Minos wiunen thilke place,

So that the citie was all at his will.

To saven whom him list, or els spill

;

But wickedly he quit her kindnesse.

And let her drench in sorrow and distresse,

N'ere that the gods had of her pite.

But that tale were too long as now for me.

Athenes wan this king Minos also,

As Alcathoe, and other townes mo.
And this the effect, that Minos hath so driven

Hem of Athenes, that they mote him yeven
Fro yere to yere her owne children dere

For to be slaine, as ye shall after here.

This Minos hath a monster, a wicked best.

That was so cruell, that without areest,

Whan that a man was brought into his pi'esence.

He would him eat, there helpeth no defence :

And every third yeare, withouten dout,

They casten lotte, as it came about.

On rich and poore, he must his sonne take,

And of his childe he must present make
To Minos, to save him or to spill,

Or let his beast devour him at his will.

And this hath Minos done right in dispite,

To wreke his sonne was set all his delite,

And make hem of Athenes his thrall

Fro yei-e to yere, while he liven shall

;

And home he saileth whan this toim is wonne.
This wicked custome is so long yronue,
Till of Athenes king Egeus
Mote senden his owne sonne Theseus,
Sens that the lotte is fallen him upon
To ben devoured, for grace is there non.

And forth is ladde this wofull yonge knight
Unto the country of king Minos full of might,
And in a prison fettred hist is he.

Till the time he should yfreten be.

Well maist thou wepe, O wofull Theseus,
That art a kings sonrie, and damned thus.

Me thinketh this, that thou art depe yhold

To whom that saved thee fro cares cold,

And now if any woman helpe thee.

Well oughtest thou her servaunt for to bee,

And ben her true lover, yere by yere,

But now to come ayen to my matere.

The toure, there this Theseus is throw,

Down in the bottome derk, and wonder low,

Was joyuing to the wall of a foreine

Longing unto the doughtren tweine

Of Minos, that in hir chambers grete

Dwelten above the maister strete

Of the towne, in joy and in sollas

:

Not I n'at how it happed, j)ercaas,

As Theseus complained him by night.

The kings doughter, that Ai'iadne hight,

And eke her suster Phedra, herden all

His complaint, as they stood on the wall

And looked upon the bright Mooue,
Hem list nat to go to bed so soone

:

And of his wo they had compassion
A kings Sonne to be in such prison,

And ben devoured, thought hem great pite :

Than Ariadne spake to her suster free,

And said : " Phedra, lefe suster dere,

This wofull lords sonne may ye nat here.

How pitously he complainetli his kin.

And eke his poore estate that he is in,

And guiltlesse, certes, now it is routh.

And if ye woU assent, by my trouth.

He shall ben holpen, how so that we do."

Phedra answerde, " Ywis me is as wo
For him as ever I was for any man.
And to his helpc the best rede I can
Is that we done the gailer prively

To come and speke with us hastely.

And done this wofull man with him to come
For if he may this monster overcome.
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Than were lie <iuit, there is none other boot,

I. it us well taste liini at his herte root,

Tliat if so be that he a weapon have.

Where that lie his life dare kepe or save,

Fi;;hton with this fiend, and hiin defend,

lor in the prison, here as he shall diseend,

\ . wute well, that the beast is in a place

That is not derke, and hath roume and eke space
I " welde an axe or swerde, statle or knife,

> that me thinketh he should save his life,

i 1 'hat he be a man, he shall do so :

\ih1 we shall make him balles eke also
(

'1 ucxe and towe, that whan he gapeth fast,

l)itci the beestes thi'ote he shall hem cast,

III sleke his honger, and eneomber his teeth,

Aii.i right anon, whan that Theseus seeth

The beest acheked, he sliall on him leepe
III slt-eu him, or they comeu more to keepe

;

This weapen slial the gailer, or tliat tide,

lull prively within tlie prison hide:

And, for the house is erencled to and fro.

And hath so queint waies for to go.

For it is shapen as the maso is wrought,
Thereto have I a remedy in my thought.

That by a clewe of twine, as he hath gon
The same way he may returne anon,

Folowing alway the threde, as lie hath come.
And whan this beest is overcome.
Than may he Hien away out of this stede.

And eke the gailer may ne with him lede,

And liiin avaunce at home in his countre,

Sens that so great a lordes sonne is he :

This is my rede, if that ye dare it take."

What shold I longer sermon of it make ?

The gailer cometh, and with him Theseus,

Whan these things ben accorded thus.

Downe sate Theseus upon his knee,
" Tiie right lady of my life," quod he,

" I sorowfull man, ydamned to the dcth.

Fro you, whiles that me lasteth breth,

I wol iiat twiune, after this aventure,

But in your service thus 1 woll endure.

That as a wretch unknow I woll you serve

For evermore, till that mine herte sterve.

Forsake I woll at home mine heritage,

And, as I said, ben of your court a page,

If that ye vouchsafe that in this place

Ye graunt me to have soche a grace

That 1 may have nat but my meate and drinke.

And for my sustinaunce yet woll I swinke.

Right as you list, that Minos, no no wight,

Sens that he saw me never with eyeu sight,

Ne no man else shall me espie.

So slily and so well I shal me grie.

And me so wel disfigure, and so low.

That in this world there shall no man me know.
To have my life, and to have presence
Of you, that done to me this excellence

;

And to my father shall I sende here
This worthy man, that is your gaylere,

And him so guerdon that he shall well be
One of the greatest men of my countre,

And if I durst saine, my lady bright,

1 am a kings sonne, and eke a knight,

As wold God, if that it might be.

Ye weren in my countrey all thre.

And I with you, to beare you companie.
Than shuld ye sene if that I thereof lie

;

And if that I prefer you in lowe raanere
To beu your page, and serven you right here,

But I you serve as lowly in that place,

1 pray to Mars to ycveine suche grace
Tliat shames death on me thrre iiiDti- fall,

And dfath and poverto to my frinds all.

And that my sprite by night mote go.

After my death, and waike to and iro,

That I mote of traitour have a name,
For whicii my sprit mote go, to do me shame.
And if I clayme ever other degree,
But ye vouchsafe to yeve it niee.

As I have sjiid, of shames death I dey,
And mercy, lady, I can naught else sey."

A semely knight was this Theseus to see.

And yongc, but of twenty yere and three,

But who so had ysene his countenance.
He wold have wept for routh of his penance

:

For whicli this Ariadne in this nianere,

Answerde to his profie and to his ehere.
" A kings Sonne, and eke a knight," quod site,

" To ben my servaunt in so lowe degree,

God shilde it, for the shame of women all,

And lene me never soch a case befall.

And sonde you grace, and sleight of herte also.

You to defend, and knightly to sleeii your foe.

And lene hereafter I may yei" find

To me, and to my suster here, so kind.

That I ne repent nat to yeve you life,

Yet were it better I were your wife,

Sith yo ben as gentill borne as I,

And iiavc a reahne nat but fast by,

Than that I suffred your gentillesse to sterve.

Or that 1 let you as a page serve

;

It is no profite, as unto your kinrede,

But what is that, that man woll nat do for dred ?

And to my suster, sith that it is so.

That she mote gone with me, if that I go.

Or els sufi're death as wel as I,

That ye unto your sonne as trewly,

Done her be wedded, at your home coming.

This is the finall end of all this thing.

Ye swere it here, upon all that may be sworne ?"

" Ye, lady mine," quod he, " or els to torne

Mote I be with the Minotaure or to morrow.
And haveth here of mine herte blood to borow.

If that ye woll, if I had knife or spcare,

I would it letten out, and thereon sweare.

For than at erste, I wot ye would me leve,

By Mars, that is chiefe of my beleve.

So that I might liven, and nat faile

To morow for to taken my bataile,

I noldc never fro this place {lie.

Till that ye should tlie very profe se,

For now, if that the soth I shall you say,

I have loved you full many a day.

Though ye ne wist nat, in my countre.

And aldermost desired you to see,

Of any earthly living creature.

Upon my truth I sueare and you assure.

This seven yere I have your servaunt be,

Now have I you, and also have ye me.

My dere herte, of Athenes duchesse."

This lady smileth at his stedfastnesse.

And at his hertely wordes, and at his chere,

And to her suster said iu this nianere :

" And sothly, suster mine," quod she,

" Now be we duchesses, both I and ye.

And sikerde to tlie regals of Athenes,

And both hereafter likely to be queenes,

And saved fro his death a kings sonne,

I
As ever of gentill women is the wonne,
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To save a gentil man, enfortli hir might.

In honest cause, and, namely, in his right.

Me thinketh no wight ouglit us herof blame,

Ne bearen us therefore an jvel name."

And shortly of this mater for to make,

This Theseus of her hath leave ytake,

And every point was performed in dede,

As ye have in this covenaunt herde me rede,

His wepen, his clewe, his thing that I have said,

Was by the gailer in the house ylaid,

There as the Minotaure hath his dwelling.

Right fast by the dore, at his entring,

And Theseus is lad unto his dethe,

And forth unto this Minotaure he gethe,

And by the teaching of this Adriane,

He overcame this beest, and was his bane,

And out he cometh by the clewe againe

Ful prively, whan he this beest hath slaiue,

And the gailer gotten hath a barge,

And of his wives treasure gau it charge.

And toke his wife, and eke her suster free,

And by the gailer, and with hem al three

Is stole away out of the loud by night.

And to the countre of Enupie him dight.

There as he had a frende of his knowing,

There feesten they, there daunsen they and sing.

And in his amies hath this Adriane,

That of the beest hath kept liim fro his bane.

And get him there a noble barge anoue.

And of his countrey folke a ful great woue,

And taketh his leave, and homeward saUeth hee,

And in an yle, amidde the wilde see,

There as there dwelt creature none.

Save wild beestes, and that full many one,

He made his shippe a londe for to sette.

And in that yle halfe a day he lette,

And said, that on the londe he must him rest.

His mariners have done right as him lest,

And for to tell shortly in this caas.

Whan Ariadne his wife a slepe was,

For that her suster fayrer was than she,

He taketh her in his honde, and forth goeth he
To ship, and as a traitour stale away,
While that this Ariadne a slepe lay.

And to his countrey warde he sailed blive,

A twenty divel way the winde him drive.

And found his father drenched in the see.

Me list no more to speke of him, parde.

These false lovers, poison be hir bane.

But I wol turne againe to Adriane,

That is with slepe for werinesse ytake,

Ful sorowfully her herte may awake.
Alas, for thee mine hcrte hath pite,

Right in the dawning awaketh she,

And gropeth in the bed, and fond right nought

:

" Alas,'' quod she, " that ever I was wrought,

I am betrayed," and her heere to rent,

And to the stronde barefote fast she went.

And cried : " Theseus, mine herte swete.

Where be ye, that I may nat with you mete ?"

And might thus with beestes ben yslaine.

The holowe rockes answerde her againe,

No man she saw, and yet shone the moone.
And hie upon a rocke she went soone,

And sawe his barge sayling in the see.

Cold woxe her herte, and right thus said she :

" Meker then ye find I the beestes wilde."

Hath he nat sinne, that he her thus begilde ?

She cried,," turne againe for routhe and sinne.

Thy barge hath uat all his meinie in !"

Her kerchefe on a pole sticked she,

Ascaunce he should it well yse.

And him remembre that she was behind,

And turne againe, and on the stronde her find.

But all for naught, his way he is gone.

And downe she fel a swowne on a stone.

And up she riste, and Idssed in all her care
The steppes of his feete, there he hath fare,

And to her bed right thus she speketh tho :

" Thou bed," quod she, " that hast received two,
Thou shalt answere of two, and not of one,
Where is the greater parte away gone ?

" Alas, wher shal I wretched wight become ?

For though so be that bote none here come,
Home to my countrey dare I nat for drede,
I can my selfe in this case nat rede."

What should I tell more her complaining ?

It is so long, it were an heavy thing
;

In her epistle, Naso telleth all.

But shortly to the end tell I shall.

The goddes have her holpen for pite,

And in the sigue of Taurus men may see

The stones of her crowne shine clere,

I will no more speake of this matere.

But thus this false lover can begile

His trew love, the divel quite him his wile.

THE LEGEND OF PHILOMENE.

Thou yever of the formes, that hast wrought
The fayre world, and bare it in thy thought

Eternally, er thou thy werke began,

M'hy madest thou unto the slaunder of man,
Or all be that it was not thy doing.

As for that end to make suche a thing.

Why suffredest thou that Tereus was bore.

That is in love so false and so forswore.

That fro this world up to the first Heven,
Corrumpcth, whan that folke his name neven ?

And as to me, so grisly was his dede.

That whan that I this foule storie rede

Mine eyen wexen foule, and sore also.

Yet lasteth the venime of so longe ago.

That enfecteth him that wolde behold

The storie of Tereus, of which I told,

Of Trace was he lord, and kin to Marte,

The cruel god that stante with blody darte.

And wedded had he with blisfuU chere

King Pandionis faire doughter dere,

That hight Progne, floure of her countre,

Though Juno list not at the feast be,

Ne Hymeneus, that god of wedding is.

But at the feast ready ben, ywis,

The furies three, with all hir mortall bronde.

The oule all night above the balkes wonde,

That prophete is of wo and of miscliaunce
;

This revell, full of song and full of daunce.

Last a fourtenight, or little lasse
;

But shortly of this storie for to passe,

(For I am weary of him for to tell)

Five yere his wife and he togither dwell.

Till on a day she gan so sore long

To scene her suster, that she saw not long,

That for desire she n'ist wliat to say.

But to her husbond gan she for to pray

For Gods love, that she mote ones gone

Her suster for to seeue, and come ayen anoue.
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( If else, but she mote to her wend,

>he pvaied hi:n that he would after her send :

And this was, day \>y day, all hei jjrayere,

^\'ith al huiublesse of wifehood, word and ehere.

This Tereus let make his ships yare,

And into Greee himselfo is forth yfare,

Into his father-in-law gan he pray.

To VGUclisafe, that for a moneth or tway,

That Philomene his wives suster might
( 111 Progno his wife but ones have a sight,

• And she shall come to you again, anon,

My selfe with her, I will both come and gon,

And as my liertes life I will her kepe."

This (Id Pandion, this king gan wepe
I'or tendernesse of herte, for to leve

I lis doughter gon, and for to yeve her leve
;

(Mall this world he loved nothing so,

Hut, at the last, leave hath she to go,

For Pliilomene, with salt teares eke,

I lau of her father grace to beseke

i'o seene her suster, that her longeth so,

And him embraceth with her amies two
;

And there also yong and fairo was she.

That whan that Tereus saw her beaute.

And of array, that there was none her liche,

And yet of beautie was she. to so riche,

He cast his fierie herte upon her so.

That he woll have her, how so that it go,

And with his wiles kneled, and so praied,

Till at the last Pandion thus saied.

" Now Sonne," quod he, " that art to me so dcre,

I thee betake my yong doughter dcre.

That beareth the key of all mine hertes life,

And grete well my doughter and thy wife.

And yeve her leave sometime for to pley.

That she may seen me ones, or I deie "

And sothly he hath made him riche feast,

And to his folke, the most and eke the least,

That with him came : and yave him yefts great,

And him conveieth through tlie master streat

Of Athencs, and to the sea him brought.

And tourneth home, no malice he ne thought.

The ores pulleth furth the vessell fast,

And into Trace avriveth at the last,

And up in to a forest he her led.

And to a cave prively he him sped.

And in this darke cave, if her lest

Or list nought, he had her for to rest.

Of w hich her herte agrose, and saied thus :

" Where is my suster, brother Tereus V
And therewithal! she wept tenderly.

And quoke for feare, pale and pitiously.

Right as the lambe, that of the wolfe is bitten.

Or as the culver, that of the cgle is smitten.

And is out of his clawes forth escaped,

Yet it is aferde, and awapcd.
Lest it be heut eftsones : so sate she,

But utterly it may none other be,

By force hath this traitour done a deede.

That he hath reft her of her maidenhede,
Miiugre her hciid, by strength and by his might.
Lo, here a deede of men, and that aright.

She crieth, " Suster !" with full loude steven,

And, " Father dei'e ! Helpe me God in Heven ! ''

Al! helpeth not, and yet this false thefe

Hath done this lady yet a more misehefe,

For feare lest she should his sliame crie,

And done him openly a villanie.

And with his sweard her long of kerfe he.

And in a casteU made her for to be.

Full prively in ])risoii evoiTiiore,

And kept her to his usage and to his store.

So that she ne might never more astarte.

O sely Pliilomene, wo is in thine herte,

Huge been thy sorowes, and wondiT smart !

God wreke thee, and sonde thee tiiy boone 1

Now is time I make an end soone.

This Tereus is to his wife ycome,
And in his arnies iiath his wife ynomo,
And pitiously he wept, and shoke iiis hedde,
And swore her that he found her suster de<lde,

For which this selie Progne hath socli wo,
That nigh her sorowfuU lierte brake a two.
And thus in teares let I Progne dwell,

And of her suster forth I woll you tell.

This wofull hu'y ylearned had in youth.
So that she workon and enbrauden couth,

And weaven in stale the radcvore.

As it of women hath be woved yore,

And sothly for to saine, she hath her fill

Of meate and drinke, of clothing at her will,

And couthe eke rede well ynough and endite.

But with a penne she could not write.

But letters can she weave to and fro,

So that by the ycre was all ago.

She had woven in a flames large.

How she was brought fro Athens in a barge.

And in a cave how that she was brought.

And all the thing that Tereus wrought,
She wave it wel, and wrote the i-torie above.

How she was served for her susters love.

And to a man a ring she yave anon,

And praied him by sigues for to gon
Unto the quecne, and bearen her that clothe,

And by signe swore many an othe

She should him yeve what she gettcn mi^rht.

This man, anon, unto the queene him (light.

And toke it her, and all the manor told,

And whan that Progne hath this thing behold.

No worde she spake, for sorow and eke for rage,

But fained her to gon on pilgrimage

To Baccus temple, and in a little stound

Her dombc suster sitting hath she iound
Weeping in the castell, her selfe alone

;

Alas, the wo, constraint, and the mone
That Progne upon her dombe suster maketh,

In amies everich of hem other taketli.

And thus I let hem in hir sorow dwell
;

The remnaunt is no charge to tell.

For this is all and some, thus was she served

That never agilte, ne deserved

Unto this cruell man, that she of wist.

Ye may beware of men, if that you list,

For all be that he woll not for shame
Doen as Tereus, to lese his name,
Ne servo you as a murtherer or a knave.

Full little while shull ye trew him have,

That wol I sain, al were he now my brother,

But it so be that he may have another.

THE LEGENDE OF PHILIPS.

By prove, as well a-s by auctorite.

That wicked fruite comnieth of a wicked tree.

That may ye find, if that it liketh you.

But for this end, I spcake this as now,

To tell you of false Dein(.plion :

In love a falser heard 1 never noji.
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But it were his father, Theseus,

God for his grace fro soch one kepe us.

Thus tliese women praien, that it here,

Now to the effect tourne I of my matere.

Destroied is of Troie the citee,

This Demophon came sayling in the see

Toward Athenes, to his paleis large.

With him came many a ship and many a barge

Full of folke, of which full many one

Is wounded sore, and sicke and wo begone.

And they have at the siege long ylaine.

Behind him came a winde, and eke a raine.

That shofe so sore his saile might not stonde.

Him were lever than all the world a londe,

So hunted him the tempest to and fro,

So darke it was he could no where go.

And with a wave brusten was his stere,

His ship was rent so lowe, in such manere,

That carpenter could it not amende.
The see by night as any torche brende

For wood, and posseth him up and doun.

Till Neptune hath of him compassioun.

And Thetis, Chorus, Triton, and they all.

And maden him up a londe to fall,

Wherof that Phillis lady was and queene,

Lycurgus doughter, fairer unto scene

Than is the floure again the bright Sonne.

Unneth is Demophon to londe ywonne,
Weake and eke werie, and his folke forpined

Of weriuesse, and also enfamined,

And to the death he was almost ydriven,

His wise folke cousaile have him yeven,

To seken helpe and succour of the queene,

And loken what his grace might bene,
'

And maken in that lande some chevesaunce,

And kepen him fro wo, and fro mischaunce.

For sicke he was, and almost at the death,

Uuneth might he speake, or drawe breath.

And lieth in Rhodopeia him for to rest.

Whan he may walk, him thought it was best

Unto the countrey to seeken for succour,

Men knew him wele, and did him honour,

For at Athenes duke and lord was he.

As Theseus his father hath ybe.

That in his time was great of reaoun,

No man so great in all his regiouu,

And like his father of face and of stature.

And false of love, it came him of nature,

As doth the foxe Renarde, the foxes Sonne,

Of kinde he coulde his old father womie
Without loi'e, as can a drake swimme.
Whan it is caught and carried to the larimme :

This honorable queen Phillis doth him chere,

Her liketh well his sporte and his manere.
But I am agroted here beforne.

To write of hem that in love been forsworne,

And eke to haste me in my legende.

Which to performe, God me grace sende
;

Therfore, I passe shortly in this wise,

Ye have well heard of Theseus the gise,

In the betraiyng of faire Adriane,
That of her pitee kept him fro his bane

;

At short v.'ordes, right so Demophon,
The same way, and the same paihe hath gon
That did his false father Theseus,
For unto Phillis hath he sworne thus.

To wedden her, and her his trouth plight.

And piked of her all the good he might.
Whan he was hole and sound, and had his rest.

And doth with PhiUis what so that him lest.

As well I could, if that me list so,

Tellen all his doing to and fro.

He sayd to his countrey mote him saile,

For there he would her wedding appar^ile.

As fill to her honour, and his also.

And openly he tooke his leave tho.

And to her swore he would not sojourns,

But in a month again he would retourne.

And in that londe let make his ordinaunce.

As very lorde, and tooke the obeisaunce

Well and humbly, and his shippes dight.

And home he goeth the next way he might.

For unto Phillis yet came he nought.

And that hath she so harde and sore ybought,

Alas, as the storie doth us record,

She was her owne death with a corde.

Whan that she saw that Demophon her traied.

But first wrote she to him, and fast him praied

He would come, and deliver her of pain,

As I rehearse shall a worde or twain.

Me liste not vouchsafe on him to sw'inke,

Dispenden on him a penne full of ynke,

For false m love was he, right as his su"e,

The Devill set hu' soules both on a fire :

But of the letter of Phillis woll 1 write,

A worde or twain, although it be but lite.

" Thine hostesse," quod she, " Demophon,
Thy Phillis, which that is so wo begon.

Of Rhodopeie, upon you mote complain.

Over the terme set betwixt us twain.

That ye ne holdeu forward, as ye sayd :

Your ancre, which ye in our haven layd,

Hight us, that ye would comen out of doubt.

Or that the Moone ones went about.

But times fower the Moone hath hid her face

Sens thilke day ye went fro this place,

And fower times light the world again,

But for all that, yet shall I sothly sain.

Yet hath the streme of Scython not brought

From Athenes the ship, yet came it nought.

And if that ye the terme reken would,

As I or other true lovers doe should,

I plain not, God wot, before my day."

But al her letter writen I ne may,
By order, for it were to me a charge,

Her letter was right long, and therto large.

But here and there, in rime, I have it layd

There as me thought that she hath wel sayd.

She sayd, " The sailes commeth not again,

Ne to the word there n'is no fey certain.

But I wot why ye come not," quod she,

" For I was of my love to you so fre.

And of the goddes that ye have swore,

That hir vengeaunce fall on you therfore,

Ye be not suffisaunt to beare the pain.

Too moche trusted I, well may I sain,

Upon your linage, and your faire tong.

And on your teares falsely out wrong,

How coud ye wepe so by craft I" quod she,

" May there suche teares fained be ?

" Now, certes, if ye would have in memory.
It ought be to you but little glory,

To have a sely maide thus betrayed.

To God," quod she, " pray I, and oft have prayed,

That it be now the greatest price of all,

And most honour that ever you shall befall,

And whan thine old aunceters painted bee.

In which men may hir worthinesse see.

Than pray I God, thou paiuted be also.

That folke may reden, forth by as they go,
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"'Lo, this is he, tliat wltli his flattery

Betrai'?d iiath, and done lier villany,

Tliat was his true love, in thought and dredc'
" But sotiiiy, of o point yet may they rede,

That ye been like your father, as in this,

For he begiled Ariadne, ywis.

With such an arte, and such subtelte,

As then thy sclven hast begiled me :

As in that poinct, although it be not feire,

Thou folowest certain, and art his heire.

But sens thus sinfully ye me begile.

My body mote ye sene, within a while.

Right in the haven of Athenes fleeting,

AVithouten sepulture and burying,

Though ye been harder than is any stone."

And whan this letter was forth sent, anone,

And knew how brotell and how fals he was,

She for dispaire fordid her selfe, alas !

Such sorow hath she, for he beset her so.

Beware ye women of your subtill fo,

bens yet this day men may ensample se,

And trusteth now in love no man but me.

THE LEGENDE OF IIYPERMESTRE.

In Grece, whilom, were brethren two
Of which that one was called Danao,
That many a son hath of his body wonne,

As such false lovers ofte conne.

Emong his sonnes all there was one,

That aldermost he loved of everychone,

And whan this child was borne, this Danao
Shope him a name, and called him Liuo,

That other brother called was Egiste,

That was of love as false as ever him liste,

And many a daughter gate he in his life,

Of whicli he gate upon his riglit wife,

A doughter dere, and did her for to call,

Hy]>ermestra, yongest of hem all,

Tlie which child of her nativite.

To all good thewes borne was she.

As liked to the goddes or she was borne,

That of the shefe she sliould be the corne.

The werdes that we clepen destine,

llath shapen her, that she must needes be
Pitous, sad, wise, true as stele,

And to this woman it accordetb wele,

For though that Venus yave her great beaute,

With Jupiter compowncd so was she.

That conscience, trouth, and drede of shame.
And of her wifehode for to kepe her name.
This thought her was felieite as hero,

And reed Mars, was that time of the yere
So feble, that his malice is him raft.

Repressed hath Venus his cruell craft.

And what with Venus, and other oppression

Of houses. Mars his venirae is adon,
Tliat Hypermestre dare not handle a knife.

In malice, though she should lese her life ;

But nathelesse, as Heaven gan tho turne.

Two bad aspectes hath she of Saturne,

That made her to die in prison.

And 1 shall after make mencion,
Of Danao and Egistes also.

And though so be that they were brethren two,

For thilke tyrae n'as spared no linage.

It liked hem lo makeu mariage

Betwixt Hypermestre, and him Lino,
And casten socli a day it shall be so,

And full accorded w;us it utterly.

The aray is wrougiit, the time is fast by,

And thus Lino hath of liis fatlicrs brother,
The dougiiter wedded, and ecli of hem bath other;
The torches brennen, and the lamps bright,

The sacrifice been full ready (light,

Th'ensence out of the fire reketh soote,

The floure, the leefe, is rent up by the roote,

To maken garlandes and crounes hie,

Full is the place of sound of miusti-alcie.

Of songes amourous of mariage.
As thilko tyme was the plain usage.

And tills was in the paleis of Egiste,

That in his iious was lord, right as him liste :

And thus that day they driven to an end.
The frendes taken leve, and home they wend.
The night is come, the bride shall go to bed,
Egiste to his chamber fast him sped.

And prively let his doughter call,

Whan that the house voided w-as of hem all,

He looked on his dougiiter with glad chere.

And to her spake, as ye shall after here.
" My right doughter, tresour of mine hertc,

Sens first that day that shapen was my shert.

Or by the fatall suster had my dome,
So nie mine herte never thing ne come,
As thou, Hypermestre, doughter dere.

Take hede what thy father sayth thee here.

And werke after thy wiser ever mo,
For alderfirst doughter I love thee so.

That all the world to me n'is halfe so lefe,

Ne n'olde rede thee to thy niischefe.

For all the good under the cold Mone,
And what I meane, it shall be said right soue,

With protestacion as sain these wise,

That but thou doe as I shall thee devise.

Thou shalt be ded, by him that all hath wrought.
At short wordes, thou ne scapest nought
Out of my paleis, or that thou be deed.

But thou consent, and werke after my reed.

Take this to the fearfull conclusioun."

This Hypermestre cast her eyen doun.

And quoko as doth the leefe of ashe greno.

Deed wext her hew, and like ashen to sene,

And sayd : " Lord and fathei-, all your will.

After my might, God wote, 1 will fulfill.

So it be to me no confusion."
" I n'ill," quod he, " have none excepcion,"

And out he caught a knife, as rasour kene,
" Hide this," quod he, " that it be not yscne,

And whan thine husbond is to bed go,

While that he slepeth, cut his throte atwo.

For in my dremc it is warned me.
How that my nevewe shall my banc be,

But whicli I n'ot, wherfore I woU be siker,

If thou say nay, we two shall have a inker,

As I have said, by him that I have sworn."

This Hipermestre hath nigh her wit forlorn.

And for to passcn harmelesse out of that pLice,

She graunted him, there was none other grace :

And withall a costrell taketh he tho,

And sayd, " Hereof a draught or two,

Yeve him drinke, whan he goeth to rest,

And he shal slepe as long as ever thee lest,

The narcotikes and apies been so strong.

And go thy way, lest that him thinke to long."

Out cometh the bride, and with full sobre chere.

As is of maidens oft the mauere,
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To chamber brought with revel and with song,

And shortly, leste this tale be to long,

This Lino and she beth brought to bed,

And every wight out at the doore him sped,

The night is wasted, and he fell aslepe,

Full tenderly beginneth she to weepe,

She rist her' up, and dredfully she quaketh,

As doth the braunch that Zephirus shaketh,

And husht were all in Argone that citee.

As cold as any frost now wexeth shee.

For pito by the herte strained her so,

And drede of death doth her so nioche wo,

That thrise doune she fill, in suche a were,

She riste her up, and stakereth here and there,

And on her handes fast looketh she,

" Alas, shall mine hands bloudie be 1

I am a maide, and as by my nature,

And by my semblaunt, and by my vesture,

Mine hands been not shapen for a knife.

As for to reve no man fro his life.

What devill have I with the knife to do ?

And shall I have my throte corve a two ?

Than shall I blede, alas, and be shende.

And nedes this thing mote have an ende.

Or he or I mote nedes lese our life.

Now certes," quod she, " sens I am his wife,

And hath my faith, yet is bette for me
For to be dedde in wifely honeste,

Than be a traltour living in my shame.

Be as be may, for earnest or for game,
He shall awake, and rise and go his way
Out at this gutter er that it be day :

"

And wept full tenderly upon his face,

And in her armes gaii him to embrace,

And him she joggeth, and awaketh soft.

And at the window lepe he fro the loft.

Whan she hath warned him, and done him bote

This Lino swift was and light of foote,

And from her ran a full good paas.

This sely woman is so weake, alas,

And helplesse, so that er she ferre went.

Her cruell father did her for to hent.

Alas, Lino ! why art thou so unkind ?

Why ne hast thou remembred in thy mind.

And taken her, and led her forth with thee ?

For whan she saw that gone away was hee.

And that she might not so fast go,

Ne folowen him, she sate doune right the,

Untill she was caught, and fettred in prison :

This tale is sayd for this conclusion.

HEFIE ENDETH THE LEGENDS OF GOOD WOMEN.

THE COMPLAINT OF IMARS AND VENUS.
>\4,nv»^<

.M.'K*^?3^^
V. 1—56

Gladeth ye lovers in the morowe graie, '-^

Lo, Venus risen among yon rowes rede.

And floures freshe honour ye this dale,

For whan the Sun uprist than wold they sprede,

But ye lovers that lie in any drede,

Flieth, least wicked tongues you aspie,

Lo, yonde the Sun, the candell of jelousie.

With tears blew, and with a wounded herte

Taketh your leve, and, with saint John to borow,
Apeseth somewhat of your paines smert.

Time cometh eft, that cessen shall your sorrow.

The glad night is worth an heavy morow,
'

t Saint Valentine, a foule thus heard I sing,

Upon thy day, or Sunne gan up spring.

Yet sang this foule, " I rede you all awake.
And ye that have not chosen, in humble wise,

Without repenting, cheseth your make.
Yet at the least, renoveleth your service :

And ye that have full chosen, as I devise,

Confermeth it perpetually to dure.

And paciently taketh your aventure."

And for the worehip of this high feast.

Yet woll I in my birdes wise sing.

The sentence of the complaint at the least,

That wofull IMars made at the departing
Fro fresh Venus in a morowning,
Whan Phebus with his firie torches rede,

Ransaked hath every lover in his drede.

Whilome, the three Heavens lorde above,

As well by heavenlich revolucion.

As by desert, hath wonne Venus his love.

And she hath take him in subjection.

And as a maistresse taught him his lesson,

Commaunding him never in her service.

He were so bold no lover to dispise.

For she forbade him jealousie at all.

And cruelty, and boste, and tyranny.

She made him at her lust so humljle and tall,

That when she dained to cast on him her eye,

He tooke in patience to live or die,

And thus she bridleth him in her maner.
With nothing but with scorning of her chere.

Who reigneth now in blisse but Venus,
That hath this worthy knight in governance ?

Who singeth now but Mars, that serveth thus

The faire Venus, causer of pleasaunce 2

He bint him to perpetuel obeysaunce,
And she binte her to love him for ever.

But so be that his trespace it discever.

Thus be they knit, and reignen as in Heven,
By loking most, as it fell on a tide.

That by hir both assent was set a steven

That Mars shall enter, as fast as he may glide.

In to her next palais to abide.

Walking his course till she had him ytake.

And he pi-ayed her to hast her for his sake.
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Than said he thus, " Mine hcrtes lady sweete,

Ye know well my mischief in that place,

For sikerly, till that I with you nieete,

My lil'e slant there in aventure and grace,

But whan I Kee the heaute of your face,

There is no dreile of death may do mo smert,

For all your luste is case to mine lierte."

She hath so great compassion of her knight.

That dwelleth in solitude till she come,
For it stode so, that ilke time, no wight
Counsailed him, ne said to him welcome.
That nigh her wit for sorow was overcome.
Wherefore, she spedded as f;i>.t in her way,
Almost iu one day as he did in tway.

The great joy that was betwix hem two.

Whan they be melte, there may no tong tel.

There is no more but unto bcdde they go.

And thus in joy and blisse I let hem dwell.

This worthy Mai's, that is of knigiithood well.

The floure of fairnesse happeth in his arms.
And Venus kisseth Mars, the god of arms.

Sojourned hath this Mars, of which I rede,

In cliambre amidde the palais prively,

A certaine time, till him fell a drede
Through Phebus, that was common hastely,

Within the palais yatcs sturdely,

With torch in bond, of which the streraes bright

On Venus chambre kuockeden ful liglit.

The chambre there as lay this fresh queene,

Depainted was with white boles grete,

And by the light she knew that shon so shene.

That Phebus cam to bi-en hem with his bete
;

This sely Venus, ny dreint in teares wete,

Eubraseth Mars, and said, " Alas, I die,

The torch is come that al this world wol wrie."

Up sterte Mars, liim list not to sleepe.

Whan he his lady horde so complaine.

But for his nature was not for to weepe,

Instede of teares, from his eyen twaine

The firy sparcles sprongen out for paine,

And hente his hauberke that lay him beside,

FHe wold he nought, ne might himself hide.

He throweth on his helme of liuge weight,

And girt him with his swerde, and in his honde
His mighty speare, as he was wont to feight.

He shaketh so, that it almost to wonde.
Full hevy was he to walken over londe,

He may not hold with Venus company,
But bad her tiie least Phebus her espy.

woful Mars, alas ! what maist thou sain,

That in the palais of thy disturbaunce
Art left behind in peril to be slain ?

And yet there to is double thy penaunce,
For slie that hath tliine herte in governance,
Is passed halfe the stremes of thine eyen,

That thou nere swift, wel maist thou wepe and crien.

Now flieth Venus in to Ciclinius tour.

With void coi-se, for fear of Phebus light,

Alas, and there hath she no socour.

For slie ne found ne sey no maner wight,

And eke as there she had but littel might.
Wherefore her selven for to hide and save,

Within the gate she flcdde in to a cave.

Darke was this cave, and smoking as the liell,

Nat but two paas within the yate it stood
;

A nature! day in darke I let licr dwell
;

Now wol I speake of Mars, furious and wood.
For sorow lie wold have si'cne liis herte blood,

Sith that he might have done her no company.
He ne rought not a mite for to die.

So feble he wext for hete, and for his wo,
Tiiat nigh he swelt, he might umieth endure,
He passeth but a sterre in dales two.

But nevertheles, for al his hevy arnuire,

He foloweth her that is his lives cure.

For whose departing he tookc greater ire.

Than for his brenning in the fire.

After lie walketh softly a paas.

Complaining that it jiitie was to here.

He saide, " lady bright, Venus, alas.

That ever so wide a coni])as is my sphere,

Alas, whan shall 1 mete you herte dere ?

This twelve dayes of April I endure,
Tlirougii jclous Phebus this misaventure."

Now God helpe sely Venus alone.

But, as God wold, it happed for to be.

That while the we])ing Venus made her mone,
Ciclinius, riding in his ehivachee,

Fro Venus Valanus miglit this palais sec,

And Venus he salveth, and maketh chore,

And her receiveth as his frende full dere.

Mars dwelleth forth in his adversite,

Cimiplaining ever in her departing.

And what his complaint was remembreth me,
And therefore in this lusty morowning,
As I best can, I woll it saine and sing.

And after that I woll my leave take,

And God yeve every wight joy of his make.

€:ije Complaint of iHars.

The order of complaint requireth skilfully.

That if a wight shal plainc pitously,

There mote be cause whcrfore that lie him ])lnin.

Or men may dome he plaineth folily.

And causeles : alas, that do not I.

Whcrfore the ground and cause of al my pain.

So as my troubled wittc may it attain,

I wol reherse, not for to have redresse,

But to declare my ground of hevinesse.

The first time, alas, that I was wrought.

And for certain effects hider brought.

By him that lorded each intelligence,

I yave my trew service and my thought.

For evernio, how dere I have it bought,

To her that is of so great excellence.

That what wight that sheweth first her offence.

Whan she is wroth and taketh of Iiim no cure,

He may not long in joy of love endure.

This is no fained mater that I tell,

My lady is the very sours and well

Of beautc, luste, fredome, and gentilnesse.

Of rich array, how dere men it sell.

Of all disport in which men frendly dwell.

Of love and play, and of benigne humblesse,

Of sowne of instruments of al swoctnessc.

And thereto so well fortuned and thewed.

That through the world her goodnes is shewed.
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What wonder is than though that I be set

My service on soch one that may me knet

To wele or wo, sith it lithe in her might,

Therfore mine herte for ever I to her hette,

Ne trewly, for my death shall I not lette

To ben her trewest servauut and her knight,

I flatter not, that may wete every wight,

For this day in her service shall I dye.

But grace be, I see her never with eye.

To whom shall I plaine of my distresse.

Who may me help, who may my heart redi-esse
'

Shall I complaine unto my lady free ?

Nay, certes, for she hath such heaviness^.

For feare and eke for wo, that, as I gesse,

In littel time it would her bane bee.

But were she safe, it were no force of mee,
Alas, that ever lovers mote endure

For love, so many perilous aventure.

For though so be that lovers be as trewe.

As any metal that is forged newe.

In many a case him tideth oft sorowe
;

Somtime hir ladies woll nat on hem rewe
;

Somtime, if that jalousie it knewe.

They might lightly lay hir heed to borowe

;

Somtime envious folke with tonges horowe,
Depraven hem ; alas ! whom may they please !

But he be false, no lover hath his ease.

But what availeth such a long sermoun
Of aventures of love up and doun ?

I wol retourne and speaken of my paine
;

The point is this, of my distruction,

My right lady, my salvacioun.

Is in affray, and not to whom to plaine
;

O herte swete, lady soveraine.

For your disease I ought wel swoun and swelt,

Though I none other liarme ne drede felt.

To what fine made the God that sit so hie,

Benetli him love [or] other companie,
And straineth folke to love mauger hir heed ?

And than hir joy, for aught I can espie,

Ne lasteth not the twinckling of an eye.

And some have never joy till they be deed :

What meaneth this ? what is this mistiheed ?

Wherto constraineth he his folke so fast,

Thing to desire, but it should last I

And though he made a lover love a thing,

And makelh it seem stedfast and during,

Yet putteth he in it soch misaventure.

That rest n'is there in his yeving.

And that is wonder, that so just a king

Doth such hardnesse to his creature

;

Thus, whether love break or els dure,

Algates he that hath with love to doon,

Hath offer wo than chaunged is the Moon.

It seemeth he hath to lovers enmite.
And, like a fisher, as men may all day se,

Baited his angle hoke with some pleasance,
Til many a fish is wood, till that he be
Ceased thei'with, and than at erst hath he
All his desire, and therwith all misehaunce.
And though the line breke he hath penaunce,
For with that hoke he wounded is so sore,

That he his wages hath for evermore.

The broehe of Thebes was of soch kindc,

So full of rubies and of stones of lude.

That every wight that set on it an eye,

He wende, anone, to worth out of his mind,
So sore the beaute wold his herte bind,

Till he it had, him thought he must die,

And whan that it was his, than should he drie

Soch wo for drede, aye while that he it had,

That welnigh for the feare he should [be] mad.

And whan it was fro his possession.

Than had he double wo and passion,

That he so faire a Jewell hath forgo.

But yet this broehe, as in conclusion,

Was not the cause of his confusion.

But he that wrought it enfortuned it so.

That every wight that had it sliold have wo,

And therfore in the worcher was the vice.

And in the coveitour that was so nice.

So fareth it by lovers, and by me.
For though my lady have so gi-eat beaute.

That I was mad till I had gette her grace,

She was not cause of mine adversite.

But he that wrought her, as mote I the,

That put soch a beaute in her face.

That made me coveiten and purchase
Mine owne death, him wite I, that I die,

And mine unwit that ever I clambe so hie.

But to you, hardy knightes of renoune,
Sith that ye be of my devisloune,

Albe I not worthy to so great a name,
Yet saine these clerkes I am your patroime,

Therfore ye ought have some compassion

Of my disease, and take it nat a game.
The proudest of you may be made ful tame,

Wherfore I pray you, of your gentilesse,

That ye complaine for mine heavinesse.

And ye, my ladies, that be true and stable,

By way of kind ye ou»ht to ben able

To have pite of folke that been in paine.

Now have ye cause to cloth you in sable,

Sith that your empresse, the honorable.

Is desolate, wel ought you to plaine.

Now should your holy teares fall and raine

;

Alas, your honour and your emprise.

Nigh dead for drede, ne can her not chevise.

Complaineth eke ye lovers, all in fere,

For her tliat with unfained humble chere.

Was ever redy to do you socour,

Complaineth her that ever hath be you dere,

Complaineth beaute, freedome, and manere,
Complaineth her that endeth your labour,

Complaineth thilke ensample of al honour,

That never did but gentilnesse,

Kitheth therfore in her some kindnesse.

^t Complaint al IScwxi.

There n'is so high comfort to my pleasance.

Whan that I am in any heavinesse,

As to have leiser of remembraunce.
Upon the manhood and the worthinesse,

Upon the trouth, and on the stedfastuesse.

Of him whose I am all, while I may dure.

There ought to blame me no creature,

For every wight praiseth his gentillesse.
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In liiiii is bounte, wisdome, and governaunee,

Wei more than any mans witte can gesse,

For grace hath wolde so ferforth him avancc,

That of knightliood he his parfite ricliesse,

Honour honoureth hiui for his noblesse,

Tliereto so well hath fournied him nature,

That I am his for ever 1 him ensure,

For every wight praiseth his gentillesse.

And Jiat withstanding all his suffisaunce,

His gentil herte is of so great humbiesse

To me in word, in wcrke, and in countenance,

And me to serve is all his besinesse.

That I am seite in very sikernesse
;

Thus ought I blisse well mine aventour,

Sith that him list me serven and honour,

For every wight pi-aiseth his gentillesse.

Now certes. Love, it is right covenablo

That men ful dere abie thy noble things,

As wake a bedde, and fasten at the table,

Weping to laugh, and sing in complainings.

And downe to cast visage and lookings.

Often to chaunge visage and countenaunce.

Play in sleeping, and dremen at the daunce,

All the revers of any glad feeling.

Jelousie he hanged by a cable.

She wulil al know through her espying.

There doth no wight nothing so reasonable,

That al n'is harme in her imagining.

Tiius dere about is Love in yeving,

Which oft he yeveth without ordinaunce.

As sorow ynough, and little of pleasaunce,

All the revers of any glad feling.

A little time his yeft is agreable,

But full accombrous is the using,

For subtel Jelousie, the deceivable,

Full often time causeth distourbing,

Thus ben we ever in drede and suffring,

In no certaine, we languishen in penaunce,

And have well oft many an liard mischance,

All the revers of any glad feling.

But certes. Love, I say not in soch wise.

That for to scape out of your lace I mcnt,

P"or I so long have been in your service,

That for to lete, of will, I never assent,

No force, though Jelousie me tourmcnt,

Suffiseth me to see him whan 1 may.
And therefore, certes, to my ending day,

To love him best shall me never repent.

And certes, Love, whan I me well advise,

Of any estate that man may represent.

Than have ye made me, through your franchise,

Thefe the best that ever in earth went
;

Now love well herte, and look thou never stent,

And let the jealous j>ut it in assay,

That for no paine woll I not say nay,

To love him best shall I never repent.

Harte, to thee it ought ynough suffice,

That Love so high a grace to you sent,

To chose the worthies in all wise.

And most agreable unto mine entent.

Seek no ferther, neither way ne went,

Sith ye have suffisaunce unto my pay ;

Thus w'ol I end this complaining or this lay,

To love him best shall I never repent.

Princes, receiveth this comi)laining in gree, o'-

Unto your excellent benignite,

Direct after my litel suffisaunce.

For ekle, that in my spirite dulleth mee, .v-

Hath of enditing all the subtelte ^.
Welnigh berafte out of my remembraunce : :

And eke to me it is a great penaunce,

Sith rime in English hath soch scarcite, >l

To folow, word by word, the curiositc r

Of Graunson, flour of hem that make in Fraunce. '/'

OF THE CUCKOW AND THE NIGHTINGALE.

Chuucer dreameth that hee heareth the cuckow and the nightingale contend for excellcncie in singing.

V. 1—20

The god of love, and benedicite,

How mighty and how great a lord is he !

For he can make of low hertes hie,

And of high low, and like for to die.

And hard hertes he can maken free. .

He can make within a little stound.

Of sicke folke hole, fresh, and sound,

And of hole he can make seke.

He can bind and unbinden eke.

That he woll have bounden or unbound.

To tell his might my wit may not suffice.

For he can make of wise folke full nice,

For he may do all that he woll dovisr,

And lither folke to destroyen vice,

And proud hertes he can make agri.so.

Shortly, ai! that ever lie woll he may.

Against him dare no wight say nay.

For he can glad and greve whom him liketh,

And who that he woll he lougheth or siketh.

And most his might he shedeth ever in May.
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For every true gentle herte free,

That with him is or thiiiketh for to be,

Againe May now shall have some stering

Or to joy or els to some mourning.

In no season so much, as thinketh me.

For whan they may here the birds sing.

And see the fioures and the leaves spring.

That bringeth into hir remerabraunce
A manner ease, medled with grevaunee,

And lustie thoughts full of great longing.

And of that longing commeth hevinesse.

And thereof groweth of great sieknesse,

And for laeke of that that they desii-e.

And thus in May beu hertes set on five.

So that they brennen forth in great distresse.

I speake this of feeling truly

If I be old and unlusty,

Yet I have felt of the sieknesse through Ma\',

Both hote and cold, and accesse every day,

How sore ywis there wote no wight but 1.

I am so shaken with the fevers white,

Of all this May sleepe I but a lite,

And also it is not like to me
That any hei-te should sleepy be
In wliom that Love his firy dart woll smite.

But as I lay this other night waking,

I thought how lovers had a tokening.

And among hem it was a commune tale

That it were good to here the nightingale

Rather than the lead cuckow sing.

And than I thought, anon, as it was day,

I would go some where to assay

If that I might a nightingale here.

For yet had I none heard of all that yere,

And it was tho the third night of May.

And anone, as I the day aspide,

No lenger would I in my bed abide,

But unto a wood that was fast by,

I went forth alone boldely.

And held the way downe by a brooke side.

Till I came to a laund of white and green,

So faire one had I never in been.

The ground was green, ypoudred with daisie.

The fioures and the gi-eves like hie,

AU greene and white, was nothing els seene.

There sate I downe among the faire fiours.

And saw the birds trip out of hir bours.

There as they rested hem all the night.

They were so joyfull of the dayes light.

They began of May for to done honours.

They coud that service all by rote.

There was many a lovely note,

Some song loud, as they had plained.

And some in other manner voice yfained,

And some all out with the full throte.

They proyned hem and made hem right gay.
And daunceden and lepteu on the spray,

And evermore two and two in fere,

Right so as they had chosen hem to yere
In Feverere upon saint Valentines day.

And the river that I sate upon.
It made such a noise as it ron,

Accordaunt with the birdes armony.
Me thought it was the best melody
That might ben yheard of any raon.

And for delite, I wote never how,
I fell in such a slomber and a swow,
Nat all asleepe, ne fully waking.

And in that swow, me thought, I hearde sing

The sorry bird, the leud cuckow.

And' that was on a tree right fast by.

But who was than evill apaid but I ?

" Now God," quod I, " that died on the crois,

Yeve sorrow on thee, and on thy leud vois.

Full little joy have I now of thy cry."

And as I with the cuckow thus gan chide,

I heard in the next bush beside

A nightingale so lustely sing

That with her clere voice she made ring

Through all the greene wood wide.

" Ah, good nightingale," quod I then,
" A little hast thou ben too long hen,

For here hath ben the leiid cuckow,
And songen songs rather than hast thou,

I pray to God eviU fire her bren."

But now I woll you tell a wonder thing,

As long as 1 lay in that swouning.

Me thought I wist what the birds mont.

And what they said, and what was hir entent.

And of hir speech I had good knowing.

There heard I the nightingale say,

" Now good cuckow, go somewhere away.

And let us that can singen dwellen here.

For every wight escheweth thee to here,

Thy songs be so elenge, in good fay."

" What," quod she, " what may thee aylen now ?

It thinketh me, 1 sing as well as thou.

For my song is both true and plaine,

And though I cannot crakell so in vaine.

As thou dost ill thy throte, I wot never how.

" And every wight may understande mee,
But, nightingale, so may they not done thee,

For thou hast many a nice queint cry,

I have thee heard saine, ocy, ocy.

How might I know what that should be ?"

" Ah foole," quod she, " wost thou not what it is,

Whan tl'.at I say, ocy, ocy ? ywis.

Than meane I that I would wonder faine,

That all they were shamefully yslaine.

That meanen ought againe love amis.

" And also I would that all tho were dede
That Ihinke not in love hir life to lede.

For who so that wol not the god of love serve,

I dare well say he is worthy to sterve,

And for that skUl, ocy, ocy, I grede."

" Eye," quod the cuckow, "this is a queint law,

That every wight shall love or be to draw.
But I forsake all such companie.

For mine entent is not for to die,

Ne never while I live on Loves yoke to draw
;
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" For lovers ben the folke that ben on Hve
That most disease have, and most uuthrive,

And most enilure sorrow, wo, and care,

And least feelen of welfare.

What needeth it ayeust trouth to strive ?

"

" What ! " quod she, " thou art out of thy mind
;

How mi;;ht thou in thy churlonesso find

To speake of Loves servaunts in this wise,

For hi this world is none so good servise

To every wight that gentle is of kind.

" For thereof truly commeth all goodnesse,

All honour and all gentlenesse.

Worship, ease, and all hertes lust,

Parfitc joy, and full assured trust,

Jolitie, plea.saunce, and freshnesse.

" Lowlyhead, largesse, and curtesie,

Semelyhead, and true companie,

Drede of shame for to done amis :

For he that truly Loves servaunt is.

Were lother be shamed than to die.

*' And that this is soth that I sey,

In that beleeve I will live and dey.

And cui'kow, so I rede that thou do ywis :
''

" Than," quod he, " let me never have blisse.

If ever I vmto that counsaile obey.

" Nightingale, thou speakest wonder fau-e.

But for all that is the sooth eontraii'c,

For love is in yong folke but rage,

And in old folke a great dotage.

Who most it useth, most shall enpaire.

" For thereof cometh disease and hevinesse,

So sorow and care, and many a great sicknesse,

Despite, debate, anger, and envie,

Depraving, shame, untnist, and jelousie.

Pride, niischeefe, poverty, and woodnesse :

" Loving is an office of despaire,

And one thing is therein that is not faire,

For who that getteth of love a little blisse,

But if he be alway therewith, ywis.

He may full soone of age have his haire.

•' And nightingale, therefore hold thee nie.

For leve me well, for all thy qucint crie.

If thou be ferre or long fro tliy make,
Thou shalt be as other that been forsake.

And than thou shalt hoten as doe I."

*' Fie," quod she, " on thy name, and on thee !

The god of love ne let thee never ythe.

For thou art worse a thousand fold than wood.

For many a one is full worthy and full good.

That had be naught ne had love ybe.

" For evermore Love his servants amendeth.
And from all e\nll taehcs hem defendeth,

And maketh hem to brenne right in a fire,

In trouth and in worshipfull desire,

And whan him hketh, joy inough him sendeth."

*' Thou nightingale," he said, " be still.

For Love hath no reason, but it is will,

For oft time untrue folke he easeth.

And true folke so biterly he displeaseth.

That for defaidt of courage he let hem spill

" With suche a lord wuUe I never be,

For he is blinde and may not sc
;

And when he lietlie he not no when he faylethe ;

In his courte full seld trouthe availethe ;

So dyverse and so wilfull ys he."

Than fooke I of the nightingale keepe,

How she cast a sigh out of her deepe.

And sivid, " Alas, that ever 1 was bore,

I can for tene not say one word more,"
And right with that word she brast out to weepe.

" Alas," quod she, " my herte well to breake.

To hearen thus this lend bird speake

Of Love, and of his worshipfull servise.

Now God of love, thou help me in some wise,

That I may on this cuckow been awreake."

Me thoglit then that I stert out anon.

And to the broke I ran and gate a ston.

And at the Cuckow hertely I cast
;

And he for drede flie awey full fast.

And glad was I when that he was gon.

And evermore the Cuckow, as he fley.

He seid, " farewell, farewell, papyngay 1"

As thogh he had skorryd thoght of me :

But ay I hunted him fro tre to tre

Till he was fer all out of sight awey.

And than came the nightingale to mee.

And said, " Friend, forsooth I thanke thee.

That thou hast liked me to rescow,

And one avow to Love make I now.

That all this :May I woll thy singer be."

I thanked her, and was right well apaied .

" Ye," quod she, " and be thou not dismaied,

Tho thou have herd the cuckow erst than me,

For, if I live, it shall amended be

The next May, if I be not affraied.

" And one thing I woll rede thee also,

Ne leve thou not the cuckow, ne his loves so.

For all that he hath said is strong lesing :"

" Nay," quod I, " thereto shall nothing me bring

For love, and it hath doe me much wo.

" Ye, use," quod she, " this medicine

Every day this May or thou dine,

Go looke upon the fresh daisie,

And though thou be for wo in j)oint to die.

That shall full gi'eatly lessen thee of thy y'lue.

« And looke alway that thou be good and trew.

And 1 woll sing one of the songes new
For love of thee, as loud as I may crie :"

And than she began this song full hie,

« I shrew all hem that been of love untrue."

And when she had song it to the end,

« Now farewell," (juod she, " for I mote wend,

And god of love, that can right well, and may,

As much joy send thee this daj',

As any lover yet he ever send."

Thus taketh the nightingale her leave of me,

I pray to God alway witli her be,

And joy of love he send her evermore,

And shilde us fro the cuckow and his lore.

For there is not so false a bird as he.
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Forth she flew, the gentle nightingale,

To all the birds that were in that dale,

And gate hem all into a place in fei'o,

And besoughten hem that they would here

Her disease, and thus began her tale.

" The euekow, well it is not for to hide,

How the cuckow and I fast have chide

Ever sitheu it was day light,

I pi-ay you all that ye do me right

On that foule false unkind bridde."

Than spake o bird for all, by one assent,

" This matter asketh good avisement.

For we ben birdes here in fere.

And sooth it is, the cuckow is not here.

And therefore we well have a parUment.

" And thereat shall the egle be our lord,

And other peres that been of record.

And the cuckow shall be after sent.

There shall be yeve the judgement.
Or els we shall finally make accoid.

" And this shall be without nay.

The morrow after saint Valentines day.

Under a maple that is faire and grene,

Before the chamber window of the queue.

At Woodstocke upon the grene lay."

She thanked hem, and than her leave toke.

And into an hauthorne by that broke.

And there she sate and song upon that tree,

" TeiTue of hfe love hath withhold me,"
So loud that I with that song awoke.

MINOR POEMS.

L'ENVOY DE CHAUCER A BUKTON.

My master Bukton, whan of Christ our king.

Was asked, what is troth or sothfastnesse.

He not a worde answerde to that asking.

As who saith, no man is all true, I gesse

:

And therefore, though I hight to expresse
The sorrow and wo that is in mariage,

I dare not writen of it no wickednesse.

Lest I my selfe fall efte m suche dotage.

I woU not say how that it is the ehaine

Of Sathanas, on which he knaweth ever.

But I dare saine, were he out of his paine.

As by his will he would be bounden n-sver
;

But thilke doted foole, that eft hath lever

Ychayned be, than out of prison crepe,

God let him never fro his wo discover,

Ne no man him bewayle, though he wepe.

But yet, lest thou doe worse, take a wife.

Bet is to wedde than brenue in worse wise.

But thou shalt have sorow on thy flesh thy hfe.

And ben thy wives tlu'ale, as sain these wise.

And if that holy writ may not suffice.

Experience shall thee teach, so may happe.

Take the way lever to be taken in frise.

Than efte to fall of wedding in the trappe.

This Uttle writte, proverbes or figm-es,

I sende you, take keepe of it I rede.

Unwise is he that can no wele endure.
If thou be siker, put thee not in di'ede.

The Wife of Bathe I pi-ay you that ye rede
Of this matter that we have on honde,
God graunt you your lyfe freely to lede

In fredome, for foule is to be bonde.

BALADE SENT TO K. RICHARD.

Sometime the world so stedfast was and stable.

That mannes word was an obligatioun.

And now it is so false and deceivable,

That word and deed, as in couclusioun.

Is nothing like, for tonrned is up so doun
All the world, through mede and fikelnesse.

That all is lost for lacke of stedfastnesse.

What maketh the world to be so variable

But lust, that men have in dissension ?

For among us a man is hold unable.

But if he can by some collusion

Doe his nei<;hbour wTong and oppression :

What causeth this but wilfull wretchednesse
That all is lost for lacke of stedfastnesse ?

Trouth is put downe, reason is hold fable,

Vertue hath now no domination,

Pity is exiled, no man is merciable.

Through covetise is blente discretion.

The world hath made a permutation,
Fro right to -wTong, fro trouth to fikelnesse.

That all is lost for lacke of stedfastnesse.

l'envoye.

Prince, desire to be honourable.
Cherish thy folke, and hate extortion.

Suffer nothing that may be reprovable
To thine estate, done m thy region,

Sliew forth the yerd of castigation,

Drede God, do law, love trouth and worthinesse,

And wed thy folke ayen to stedfastnesse.
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GOOD COUNSAIL OF CHAUCER.

Fly fro the preasc, and dwell with soothfastnesse,

Suffise unto thy good though it he small,

For horde hath hate, and clinihing tikelncsse,

Prease hath envy, and wele is blent over all,

SaAdur !io more tlian thee behove shall.

Rede well thy selfe that other folke canst rede,

And trouth thee shall deliver, it is no drede.

Paine thee not ech crooked to redresse

1 n ti-ust of her that tourneth as a ball,

i Ireat rest standeth in little businesse.

Beware also to s]iurne againe a nail.

Strive not as doth a crocko with a w.all,

.Deme thy selfe that dcmcst others dede.

And trouth thee shall deliver, it is no drede. *

That thee is sent receive in buxomncsse,

The wrastling of this world asketh a fall.

Here is no home, here is but wildernesse,

Porth, pilgrime ! forth, beast, out of thy stall

!

Looke up on high, and thanko God of all !

\\eive thy lusts, and let thy ghost thee lede,

And trouth thee shall deliver, it is no drede.,

A BALLADE OF THK VILLAGE AAnTIIOUT

PAINTING.

PLAI.NTIFE TO FORTUNE.

This wretched worldcs transmutation, -'"

As wele and wo, now poor, and now honour.
Without order or due discretion.

Governed is by Fortunes errour, .

But natheless, the lacke of her favour

Ne may not doe me sing, though that I die,
''-

J^ay tout perdu, mon temps et mon luhour, ';-

For finally Fortune I defie.

Yet is me left the siglit of my reasoun,

To know friend fro foe in thy mirrour.

So much hath yet thy tourning up and douu
Ytaught me to knowcn in an hour,

But truly, no force of thy reddour
To him that over himselfe hath maistrie,

Aly suttisauncc shall be my succour.

For finally Fortime I defie.

Socrates, thou stedfast champion.
She might never be thy turmentour.
Thou never dredest her oppression,

Ne in her chere found thou no favour,

Tbnu knew the deceit of her colour.

And that her moste worship is for to lie,

1 know her eke a false dissimulour.

For finally Fortune I defie.

THE ANSWERE OF FORTUiNE.

No man is WTetched, but himselfe it wene,
Ne that hath in himselfe suffisaunco.

Why saist thou than I am to thee so kene,

That hast thy sell'e out of my governance ?

Say thus, graunt mercy of thine hahundance
That thiiu hast lent, or this, thou shalt not strive.

What wo.st thou yet how 1 thee woll avance ?

And eke thou hast thy best friend alive.

I have thee taught devision betweene
Friend of eft'ect, and friend of couuteiiaunce.

Thee needeth nat the gall of an hine.

That cureth eyen darke for her pennaunce,
Now scest thou clere that were in ignoraunce.

Yet holt thine anker, and yet thou maist arrive

There bounty beareth the key of my substance,

And eke thou hast thy best friend alive.

How many have I refused to sustene,

Sith I have thee fostred in thy pleasaunce !

Wolt thou than malcc a statute on thy (juene,

That 1 shall be aye at thine orilinaunce \

Thou born art in my reigne of variaunce,

About the whele with other must thuu drive,

My lore is bet than wicke is thy grevaunoe.

And eke thou hast thv best friend alive.

THE ANSWERE TO FORTUNE.

Thy lore I dampne, it is adversity.

My frend maist thou not rove, blind goddessc,

That I thy fi-iends know, I thanke it thee.

Take hem againe, let hem go lie a presse.

The niggardes in keeping hir richesse,

Pronostike is, thou wolt hir toure assaile,

Wicke appetite commeth aye before sicknesse,

In general this rule may not faile.

Thou pinchest at my mutability.

For 1 thee lent a droppe of my richesse.

And now me liketh to withdraw me, c^

Why shouldesi thou my royalty oppresse ?

The sea may ebhe and flow more and lesse.

The welkeu'hath might to shine, rain, and hail,

Right so must 1 kitlie my brotilncsse.

In generall this rule may not fail.

THE PI.AINTIFE.

Lo, the execution of the majesty,

That all purveigheth of his rightwisenesse,

That same thing Fortune clej)en ye,

Ye blind beasts, full of leaudnesse.

The Heaven hath property of sikernesse,

This world hath ever restlesse travaile,

The last day is end of mine entresse,

In generall this rule may not faile.

TH'eNVOYE of FORTUNE.

Princes, I pray you of your gcntilnesse

Let not this man and me thus cry and plain,

And I shall quite you this businesse,

And if ye liste releve him of his pain,

Pray ye his best frende, of his noblesse, '

That to some better state he may attain. -



438 MINOR POEMS.

L'ENVOY DE CHAUCER.

A SCOGAN.

Tobroken been the statutes liie in Heaven,

That create were eternally t'endure,

Sithe that I see the bright goddes seven

IMowe wepe and waile, and passion endure,

As may in yearth a mortall creature :

Alas, fro whens may this thing precede.

Of which errour I die almost for drede ?

By word eteme, whilom, was it shape.

That fro the fifth cercle, in no manere,

Ne might of teares doune escape.

But now so weepeth Venus in her sphere.

That with her teares she wol drench us here.

Alas, Scogan, this is for thine offence.

Thou causest this deluge of pestilence.

Hast thou not said, in blaspheme of the goddis.

Through pride, or through thy gret rekelnes.

Such things as in the law of love forbode is.

That for thy lady saw not thy distresse,

Therfore thou yave her up at ilighelmesse ?

Alas, Scogan, of olde folke ne yong.

Was never erst Scogan blamed for his tong.

Thou drew in scorne Cupide eke to record,

Of thilke rebell word that thou hast spoken.

For which he woU no lenger be thy lord.

And Scogan, though his bow be not broken,

He woU not with his arowes be ywroken
On thee ne me, ne none of our figure.

We shall of him have neither hurte ne cure.

Now certes, frend, I drede of thine unhape,

Lest for thy gilte the wreche of love procede

On all hem that been hore and round of shape,

That be so likely folke to spede,

Than we shall of our .labour have our mede.
But well I wot, thou wolt answere and say,

Lo, old Grisell list to renne and play.

Nay, Scogan, say not so, for I me excuse,

God helpe me so, in no rime doubtles,

Ne thinke I never of sleepe wake my muse,
That rustetli in my sheath still in pees,

While I was yong I put her forth in prees,

But all shall passe that men prose or rime.

Take every man his tourue as for his time.

Scogan, thou knelest at the stremes liedde

Of grace, of all honour, and of worthiness.

In th'ende of which I am dull as dedde.

Forgotten in solitary wildernesse,

Yet, Scogan, thinke on Tullius' kindness,

Mind thy frende thei'e it may fructifie,

Farewel, and looke thou never eft love defie.

TO HIS EMPTY PURSE.

To you, my purse, and to none other wight
Complaine I, for ye be my lady dere,

I am sorry now that ye be light.

For, certes, ye now make me heavy chere.

Me were as lefe laid upon a here.

For which unto your mercy thus I crie.

Be heavy againe, or els mote I die.

Now vouchsafe this day or it be night.

That I of you the blissful sowne may here,

Or see your colour like the Sunne bright.

That of yelowiiess had never pere.

Ye be my life, ye be my hertes stere,

Queene of comfort and of good corapanie,

Be heavy againe, or els mote I die.

Now purse, that ai't to me my lives light,

And sa^'iom", as downe in this world here,

Out of this towne helpe me by your might,

Sith that you woll not be my treasure.

For I am shave as nere as any frere,

But I pray unto your curtesie.

Be heavy againe, or els mote I die.

A BALLAD
MADE BY CHAUCER, TEACHING WHAT IS OENTir.VESS, OR

WHOM IS WORTHY TO BE CALLED GENTILL.

The first stocke father of gentilnes.

What man desireth gentil for to bee.

Must followe his trace, and all his wttes dres

Vertue to love and vices for to flee,

For unto vertue longeth dignitee.

And not the revers falsly, dare I deme,

All weare he miter, crowne, or diademe.

This first stocke was full of rightwisnes,

Trewe of his worde, sober, pitous and free,

Clene of his goste, and loved besinesse.

Against the vice of slouth in honeste,

And, but his heire love vertue as did he,

He is not gentill, though he rich seme,

All weare he miter, crowne, or diademe.

Viceste may well be heir to old richesse,

But there may no man, as men may wel see,

Bequethe his heire his vertues noblenesse.

That is appropried unto no degree.

But to the first father in majestee.

That maketh his heires them that him queme.

All weare he miter, crowne, or diademe.



MINOR POEMS. 439





GLOSSARY.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The following Glossary is intended to facilitate the reading of Cbaucer, by explaining, in

our j>resent language, such of his words and phrases as are now become difficult to be under-

stood, either from a total disuse, or from any smaller alterations of orthography or inflexion.

Many of these words and phrases having been already explained in the Notes of this edition,

it has been thought sufficient in that case to refer the reader to those Notes. For the rest, it

is hoped that this work may be of use in removing some of the most material difficulties, which

occur, not only in the Canterbury Talcs, but also in the other ^(;«aj«e ' compositions of Chaucer.

as far as the present state of their text makes it safe to attempt any explanation of them.

It would be injustice to the learned author of the Glossary to Mr. Urry's edition '-', not to

acknowledge, that I have built upon his foundations, and often with his materials. In particu-

lar, I have followed, and have endeavoured to improve upon, his example, by constantly citing

one or more places, in which the word or phrase explained is to be found ^. Where the places

cited by him were apposite and satisfactory, I have generally spared myself the trouble of

hunting for others, with this caution however, that I have not made use of any one of his refer-

ences without having first verified it by actual inspection ; a caution which every conijuler

ought to take in all cases, and which in the present case was indispensably necessary, on account

of the numerous and gross errors in the text of that edition * to which Mr. Thomases Glossary

was adapted.

For the further prevention of uncertainty and confusion, care has been taken to mark the

part of speech to which each word belongs, and to distribute all homonymous words into

separate articles s. The numbers, cases, modes, times, and other inflexions of the declinable

parts of speech are also marked, whenever they are expressed in a manner diff'cring from

modern usage.

Etymology is so clearly not a necessary branch of the duty of a Glossarist, that, I trust, I

shall be easily excused for not having troubled the reader with longer or more frequent

digressions of that sort. In general, I have thought it sufficient to mark shortly the original

language from which each word is probably to be derived, according to the hypothesis, which has

' At tho end of this advertisement I shall add a short .(Account o/what I conceive to be the genuine works of Chaucer

,

and of those which have been either falsely ascribed to him, or improperly mixed with his, in the Editions. Tliose

under the two latter descriptions may be of use to illustrate the works of Chaucer, but should not be confounded with

them.

2 Mr Timothy Thomas. See App. to the Preface. A note".

3 The expediency of this practice is obvious. It enables the reader to apprehend more clearly the interpretation of

the Glossarist, when right ; and it affords him an opportunity of correcting those mistakes, to which we are all BO

exceedingly liable.

See App. to the Preface. A. p. viii.

^ The neglect of this precaution, and of that just mentioned, has made Mr. Heame's Glossaries to Robert ofGloucester

and Robert o/Brunne of very little use. Who would place any confidence in such interpretations as the following ?

—

R. G. ar. as, after, before, ere, till. fict. better, bid, bad, desired, prayed, be, are.—P. L. tlttlt. aim, esteem, love,

' desire, reckun'd, aim'd,fathom, tell. OOtnC biting, abiding, tarrying, bidding, praying, bidden, being bidden, being

'lesired, continualli/, commanded, judged, adjudged, readily.
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been more fully explained in the Essay, &c. Part the second, that the Narman-Saion dialect

in which Cliaucer wrote, was almost entirely composed of words derived from the Sajcon and

French languages ".

As every author must be allowed to be the best expositor of his own meaning, I have always

endeavoured to establish the true import of any doubtful word or phrase by the usage of

Chaucer himself in some other similar passage. Where it has been necessary to call in foreign

assistance, recourse has been chiefly had to such authors as wrote before him, or at least were

contemporary with him in some part of his life'.

The proper names of persons and places, as they occur in Chaucer, are often either so

obscure in themselves, or so disguised by a A^tious orthography, that they stand in as much

need of an interpreter as the most obsolete appellative. Some other proper names, particularly

of authors quoted, though sufficiently known and clear, have been inserted in this Glossary, in

order to make it,, in that respect, answer the purposes of an Index.

As there are several passages, of which, after all my researches, I am unable to give any

probable explanation, I shall follow the laudable example of the learned Editor oi" Ancient

Scottish Poems from the MS. of George Bannatyne. Edinb. 1770." by subjoining a list of such words

and phrases as I profess not to understand. I only wish the reader may not find occasion

to think, that I ought to have made a considerable addition to the number.

I will just add, for the sake of those who may be disposed to make use of this Glossary in

reading the works of Chaucer not contained in this edition, that it will be found to be almost

equally well adapted to every edition of those works, except Mr. Urry's. Mr. Urry's

edition should never be opened by any one for the purpose of reading Chaucer.

1778. T. TYRWHITT.

5 A few words are marked as having been taken immediately from the Latin language. The number has increased

very considerably since the time of Chaucer. It is observable, that the verbs of this sort are generally formed from

the participle past, whereas those which have come to us through France are as generally formed from the infinitive

mode.

In referring words to the other two great classes a precise accuracy has not been attempted. The small remains of

the genuine Anglo-Saxon language, which our lexicographers have been able to collect, do not furnish authorities for

a multitude of words, which however may he fairly derived from that source, because they are to be found with little

vaiiatioc in the other collateral languages descended from the Gothic. The term Saxon therefore is here used with

such a latitude as to include the Gothic, and all its branches. At the same time, as the Francic part of the French
.

language had a common original with fhe Anglo-Saxon, it happens that some words may be denominated either

French or Saxon with almost equal probability. In all such cases, the final judgement is left to those, who have

leisure and inclination (according to our author's phrase ver. 15246 ) to boult the matter to the bren

' Some of these authors have been pointed ou in the Essay, &c. §. vm. n. 24. Of the others the most considerable

are, the author of the Visions of Pierce Ploughman, Gower, Occlevb, and Lydgate.

In the Essay. &c. n. 57. a circumstance is mentioned, which shews that the Visions of Pierce Ploughman were

•nTitten after 1350. I have since taken notice of a passage which will prove, I think, that they were writfen alter

1362. The great storm of wind, alluded to in fol. xx. b. 1. 14.

And the Southwesterne winde on Satterdaie at even, &.O. is probably the storm recorded by Ihom, inter :k Sfyipt.

c 2122. Walsingham, p. 1/8. and most particularly by the Contiruator of Adam Murimuth, p. 115.

A.D. M.CCC.LXII. XV. die Januarii, circa horam vesperariim, yentus vehemens notus Auslralis Africus tanta

rabie erupit, &c.

The l.'th of January in the year \m2, N. S. was a Salurdau.



AN ACCOUNT

WORKS OF CHAUCEK
TO WHICH

THIS GLOSSARY IS ADAPTED;

AND OF THOSE OTHER PIECES WHICH HAVE BEEN IMPROrERLY INTERMIXED WITH HIS IN THE EDITIONS.

Of the Canterbury Tales, the greatest work of Chaucer, it is needless to repeat what

has been said in different parts of this Edition
;
particularly in the yipj). to the Prefacey A. and

in the Introductory Discourse. One of the earliest of his other works was probably

I. The Romaunt of the Rose. lie speaks of it himself in L.W. 329 and 441. It is

professedly a translation of the French Roman de la Rose, and many gross blunders in the

printed text may be corrected by comparing it with the original. Dr. Ilunter was so obliging

as to lend me a ^IS. of this poem, the only one that I have ever heard of, which has occasionally

been consulted to good advantage ; but it does not supply any of the most material defects of

the printed Editions. See page "209.

II. Troilus and Creseide, in v. Books. This Poem is also mentioned by our author in

L.W. 332 and 441. It is for tlie most part a translation of the Flhstrato of Boccace ; but witii

many variations, and such large additions, that it contains above 2700 lines more than its

original. See the Essay, &c. n. 62. and page 209.

There are several MSS. of this jioem in tlie Bodleian Library and in the Jluseum, which have

been occasionally consulted.

III. The Court of Love was first printed among the additions made to Chaucer's works

by John Stowe, in the Edition of 1561. One might reasonably have expected to find it

mentioned in L.W. loc. c\t. but notwithstanding the want of that testimony in its favour, I am
induced by the internal evidence to consider it as one of Chaucer's genuine productions. I

have never heard of any MS. of this poem.

IV. The Complaint of Pitee. So this Poem is entitled in MS. Ilarl. 78. It is extaut

also in ilS. Bodl. Fairf. 16. The subject is alluded to in the Court of Lote, ver. 700. seq.

V. Of Quene Annelida and False Arcite, with the Cojiplaint of Annelida.

The story of this poem is said in ver. 10. to have been 'originally in Latin ; and in ver. 21.

Chaucer names the authors whom he professes to follow. " Firste folvce I Stace and after him

CoRiNNE." As the opening only is taken from Statins, L. IV. v. 519, we must suppose that

Corinn« furnished the remainder ; but who Cfriinie was is not easy to guess. See the Gloss, in v.

CoRiNNE. It should be observed, that the Arcite, whose infidelity is here complained of, is

quite a different person from the Arcite of tlie Knightestah; from which circumstance we may

perhaps be allowed to infer, that this poem was written before Chaucer had met with the

Theseida.

It is extant in MSS. Harl. 372. and Bodl. Fairf. 16.
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VI. The Assemblee of Foules is mentioned by Chaucer himself in L.W. 419. under the

title of " The Parkment of foules." In MS. Bodl. Fairf. 16. it is entitled " The Parlement of

Briddes."

The opening of this poem is built upon the Somnium Scipionis of Cicero, as it appears at the

head of Macrobiuses commentary. The description of a Garden and Temple, from ver. 183 to

ver. 287, is almost entirely taken from Boccaces description of the Temple of Venus in the vii

book of the Theseida. See the note on ver. 1920. I have found no reason to retract the

suspicion there intimated as to tlie date of this poem ; nor can I confirm it by any external

evidence.

VII. The Complaint of the Black Knight, in MSS. ijO(iL Fairf. 16. and Bod. 638. is

entitled "Complaint of a loverh life.''' I do n.ot wish much confidence to be given to the

conjecture, in App. to the Pref. C. n.« that this poem relates to Jolin of Gaunt.

VIII. Chaucer's A. B. C. was first printed in Mr. Speght's 2d Edit, in 1602. It is said, in

the title, to have been composed at the request of the Duchesse Blanche. If that be true, it ought to

be placed before

IX. The Booke of the Duchesse, which Chaucer himself has mentioned by the title

of " The deth of Blaunche the Duchesse." L.W. 418. See an account of this poem in the n. on ver.

4467. and page 209.

X. The House of Fame is mentioned by Chaucer himself in L.W. 417. It was probably

written while he was comptroller of the custom of wools, and consequently not earlier than

1374. See the passage from B. II. quoted in the App. to the Pref. C. n. ^. It is extant in

MSS. Bodl. Fairf. 16. and Bod. 638.

XL Chaucer's Drejie was first printed in Mr. Speght's Edit, of his works in 1597. Bale

seems to speak of it under the title, " De casteUo dominarum. Lib. i." The supposed plan of this

poem, prefixed to it by Mr. Speght, is a mere fancy ; but there is no ground for doubting the

authenticity of the poem itself.

When I imagined that a passage in this Dreme, ver. 1820—1926, was probably copied from

l^ie Lay of Elidus (Discourse, &c. n. 24.) I did not recollect, that the incident there related is

very similar to one in the Grecian fabulous history (See Hyginus, fab. CXXXVI. de Polyido.)

and therefore might easily have come to Chaucer through some other channel.

XII. The Flour and the Lefe was also printed for the first time in the Edit, of 1597
;

but I do not think its authenticity so clear as that of the preceding poem. The subject, at

least, is alluded to by Chaucer in L.W. 188—194.

XIII. The Legende of Goode Women is extant in MSS. Bodl. Arch. Seld. B. 24. and

Fairf. 16. For the time of its composition see the Discourse, &c. n. 3. See also the n. on ver.

4481. An additional argument, for believing that the number intended was nineteen, may be

drawn from the Court of Love, ver. 108. where, speaking of Alceste, Chaucer says

—

" To whom obeyed the ladies gode ninetene."

XIV. The Complaint of Mars and Venus is said, in the conclusion, to have been

translated from the French of Graunson ; probably that Otho de Graunson, who was retained

in the military service of Richard II, with an annuity of 200 marks. Pat. 17. R. IL p. 1. m. 6.

ap. Rymer. Mr. Speght mentions a tradition, if I understand him right, that this poem was

originally made of the Lady Elizabeth, daughter ioMolin of Gaunt, whom he calls King of Spain e,

and her husband the Lord John Holland, half-brother to Richard II. I cannot see any thing in

the poem itself that countenances this particular notion, though I have little doubt, that it was

intended to describe the situation of some two lovers under a veil of mystical allegory.

This poem is extant in ]\ISS. Bodl. Arch. Seld. B. 24. and Fairf. 16. In MS. Harl. 7333 it is

entitled " The broche of Thebes as of the love of Mars and Venus

;

" which inclines me to believe,
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tliat it is the poem, mentioned by Ljdgate, and Ironi liini by lialo, wbicli lias of late been

supposed to be lost. Lydgate's words are

—

Of Annelida and of false Arcile

He made a complaynt doleful! and piteous,

And of the broche which that Vulcanus

At Thebes wrought, full divers of nature.

Prol. to Trag. Sign. A. ii. h.

From this passage Bale, as I suppose, deceived by the ambiguous sense of the word broche, has

attributed to Chaucer a poem "De Vulcani teru ;
" of Vulcan's spit. He should have said " De

Vulcani gemma, or monUi." See BnocHE in the Glossary.

This broche of Thebes, from which the whole poem is here supposed to have taken its title, is

described at large in the Complaint of Mars, ver. 93—109. The frst idea of it seems to have

been derived from what Statins has said of the fatal necklace made by Vulcan for Harmonia.

Theb. II. 2C5—305. Lydgate refers us to Ovide ; but I cannot find anything in him upon the

subject.

XV. The Cuckow and the Nightingale in MS. Fairf. IC. is entitled " The boke of Cvpide

God of Lore." It is extant also in MS. Bod. C38. and as far as ver. 235. in Arch. Seld. B. 24.

and might be much improved and augmented with some I'ues from those MSS. The Ballade

of three Stanzas with an Knvoye, which seems to belong to this poem in the Editt. does not

appear at all in MS. Bod. G38. In MS. Fairf. IG. it is at the end of the Booke of the Duchcsse.

I cannot believe that it was written by Chaucer.

Beside these more considerable works, it appears from L.W. 422. 430. that our author had

composed many "balades, roundels, rirelat/es ; " that he had "made many a lay and many a thing."

A few pieces of this sort are still extant, but hardly any, I think, of so early a date as the

Legende. I will set them down here as they stand in the Editt.

1. L'Envoy de Chaucer a Bukton. Beginning,

My maister Bukton, whan of Christ, &c.

So this little poem is entitled in MS. Fairf. Hi. It has always been printed at the end of the

Booke of the Duchesse, with an &c, in the first line instead of the name of Bukton ; and in

Mr. Urry's Edit, the following most unaccountable note is prefixed to it. " This seems au

Envoy to the Duke of Lancaster after his loss of Blanch.^'

From the reference to the Wife of Bathe, vor. 29. I should sujipose this to have been one of

our author's later compositions, and I find that there was a Peter de Buketon, the King's Escheator

for the County of York, in 1397, (Pat. 20 R. II. p. 2. m. 3. ap. Rymer.) to whom this poem,

from the familiar style of it, is much more likely to have been addressed than to the Uuke of

Lancaster.

2. Balade sent to King Richard.

Beginn. Sometime the world, &c.

So this poem is entitled in MS. Ilarl. E. It is extant also in Fairf. IG. and in Cotton. Otho.

A. XVIII.

3. Balade beginning

—

Fie fro the prese, &c.

In MS. Cotton. Otho. A. XVIII. this balade is said to have been made by Chaucer "upon his

death-bed lying in his anguish

;

" but of such a circumstance some further proof should be required.

It is found, without any such note, in MS. Arch. Seld. B. 24. and Fairf. 16.

4. Balade of the tillage.

Beginn. This wretched icorldes, &c.

It is extant in MS. Fairf. IG. and Bod. G38. In MS. Ashmol. 59. it is said to have been

translated from the French. Tanner, in v, Chauceu.

5. L'Envoy de Chaucer a Skogan.

Beginn. Tobroken ben the Statutes, &c.

So this poem is entitled in MS. Fairf. 16. Among a number of peojdc of all sorts, who had
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letters of protection to attend Richard 11. upon liis expedition to Ireland in 1399, is Henr'tnn:

Scogan, Armiger. This jocose expostulation was probably addressed to him by our author some

years before, when Scogan's interest at court may be supposed to have been better than

his own.

6. Chaucer to Jiis emptiepurse.

Beginn. To you, my purse, &c.

This balade is extant in MS. Fairf. 16. and in Cotton. Otho. A. XVIII. The Envoy appears

to be addressed to Henry the 4th.

7. Balade beginning

—

Thefrste stock, &c.

These three stanzas have been preserved in a " Moral Balade by Henry Scogan ;
" of whicli

some notice will be taken below.

8. Proterles by Chaucer.

Beginn. \VJiat shal these clothes, &c.

So this little piece is entitled in MS. Harl. 7578. It evidently contains two distinct Prorerbs

or Moral Admonitions.

9. Chaucer's uordes to his Scricenere.

Beginn. Adam Scrivenere, &c.

A proof of his attention to the correctness of his writings. See also T. V. 1794, 5.

The works of Chaucer in prose are,

I. A Translation of Boethius de ccnsolatione Philosophice, yfhich he has mentioned himself

in L.W. ver. 425.

II. A Treatise on the Astrolabe, addressed to his son Lowis, in 1391. It is plain from

wliat is said at the beginning of this treatise, that the printed copies do not contain more than

two of the five parts, of which it was intended to consist.

III. The Testament of Love is evidently an imitation of Boethius de consolatione Philo-

sophice. It seems to have been begun by our author after his troubles, in the middle part of

the reign of Richard II, and to have been finished about the time that Gower published his

Copfessio Amantis, in the 1 6th year of that reign. At least it must then have been far advanced,

as Gower mentions it by its title. Conf. Am. 190. b.

The foregoing I consider as the genuine works of Chaucer. Of those, which have been
.

improperly intermixed with his in the Editions, the following are known to be the works of

otlier authors.

1. The Testament and Complaint of Creseide appears from ver. 41. not to have been written by

Chaucer ; and Mr. Urry was informed " by Sir James Ereskin, late Earl of KeUy, and diverse

aged scholars of the Scottish nation," that the true author was "Mr. Robert Henderson,
chief School-master of Dumferlin, a little time before Chaucer was first printed, and dedicated to

King Henry VIII. by Mr. Thynne." I suppose, the same person is meant that is called Robert
Henrysone in "Ancient Scottish Poems," where several of his compositions may be seen, from

p. 98 to p. 138.

2. Tlie Floure of Courtesie is said, in the title, to have been made by John Lydgate.
3. La Belle Pame sans mercie, a translation from Alain Chartier, is attributed in MS. Harl.

372. to Sir Richard Ros. See App. to the Pref. C. note ". Upon looking further into Alain's

works I find a Balade upon the taking of Fougieres by the English in 1448 {Oeutres d'Al.

Chartier, p. 717.) ; so that he was certainly living near ffty years after Chaucer's death ; which

makes it quite incredible that the latter should have translated any thing of his.

4. The Letter of Cupide is dated in 1402, two years after Chaucer's death. It was written by
Thomas Occleve, who mentions it himself, as one of his own compositions, in a Pialogue,

which follows his Complaint. JIS. Bodl. 1504.

" Yes, Thomas, yes, in the epistle of Cupide

Thou hast of hem so largelich seid."



o

AN ACCOUNT OF THE WORKS OF CHAUCER. 449

6. .John Goweu unto the noble King Henry the 4th, with some Latin verses of the Kaiue autlior.

6. Sai/ings of Das John (Lydgate).

7- ScOGAN unto the lordes and gentlemen of the Kijnges house.

So the title of this poem is expressed in tlie old Editt. but, according to Mr. Sjieght, In the

written coj/us it is thus ;
" Here foUoweth a moral balade to the Prince, the Duke of Clarence, the

Duke of Bedford, the Duke of (lloccstir, the King's sonnes ; by Henry Scogan, at a supper among

the Marchants in the Vintry at London in the house of Lark John." This cannot be quite

accurate ; as neither of tlie two younf,'er sons of Henry IV. had the title of Ditke while their

eldest brother was Prince ; but 1 find that there was, about that time, a Lewis John, a Welsli-

man, who was naturalized by act of Parliament, 2 H. V. and who was concerned with Thomas

Chaucer in the execution of the office of Chief Butler. Pot. Pari. 2 H. V. n. IR. The same

person, probably, was appointed Remitter of all monies that should be sent to Rome for three

years. Ap. Rymer. an. eodem.

The article concerning Skogan in Tanner's Bibl. Brit, is a lieap of confusion. He is there

called John ; is said to have been a, Mader ofArts of Oxford M\d jester to K.Edward Vl. (perliajis

a misprint for IV) ; to have been contemjjorary with Chaucer, and famous in the year 14()().

In a collection of foolish stories, which is su])posed to have been first published by Dr. Andrew

Borde, in the time of Henry VIII, imder the title of Scogan's jests, he is called Thomas ; and

there too he is represented as a Graduate, I think^ of Oxford, and as jester to some King,

but without any circumstances sufficient to determine what King is meant.

I am inclined to believe that the Scogan, who wrote this poem, is riglitly named Henry in

Mr. Speght's ^IS. As to the two circumstances of his having been a Master of Arts of Oxford

and jester to a King, I can find no older authority for either than Dr. Borde's book. That he

was contemporary with Chaucer, but so as to survive him for several years, pcaluips till the

reign of Henry V, is sufficiently clear from this i)Oom.

Shakespeare seems to have followed the jest-book, in considering Scogan as a mere buffoon,

when he mentions, as one of Falstafif's boyish exploits, that he " broke Scogan's head at the

Court-gate ; " (2d Part of Henry IV. A. 3.) but Jonson has given a more dignified, and, prol)abl3',

a juster account of his situation and character. Masque of the Fortunate Isles, A"ol. vi. ji. \'.)2.

3fere fool. Skogan? what was he?

Johphiel. O, a fine gentleman and master of arts

Of Henry the fourth's time, that made disguises

For tlie king's sons, and writ in ballad-roval

Daintily well.

Mere-fool. But wrote he like a gentleman ?

Johphiel. In rhime, fine tinkling rhime and flowand verse,

With now and then some sense ; and he was paid for *t.

Regarded and rewarded ; which few poets

Are now a-d-ays.

This description of Skogan corresponds very well with the ideas which would naturally be

suggested by the perusal of the poem before us, and of that addressed to him by Chaucer. See

above, p. 447. And indeed I question whether Jonson had any other good foundation for

what he has said of him.

8. A balade ofgoode counsell, translated out of Latin verses into English, by Dan John Lydgate.

9. A balade made in the preise, or rather dispreise, of tcomen foi' their doubleness ; by Lydgate,

according to MS. Ashmol. 6943.

10. A balade warning men to beware of deceitful women ; by Lydgate, according to MS. Harl.

2251.

To these, which are known to be the worksof other authors, we should jjerliaps add an 11th,

viz. Balade in commendation of our Ladle ; as a poem with the same beginning is ascribed to

Lydgate, under the title of " Intccatio?i to our Lady." Tanner, in v. Lydgate.
G G
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The anonymous compositions, which have been from time to time added to Chaucer's in the

several Editt. seem to have been received, for the most jjart, without any extei'ual evidence

whatever, and in direct contradiction to the strongest internal evidence. Of this sort are

" The Plomnatis tale" first printed in 1542 : See the Discourse, &c. §. xl. n. 32. " The Story of

Gamehjn" and " The Continuation of tJie Canterbury Tales" first printed in Mr. Urry's Edition :

"Jack Ujjland" £rst -produced by Mr. Speght in 1602. I have declared my suspicion, in the

Gloss. V. Okigexes, that the " Lamentation ofMane Jfatjdalene" was not written by Chaucer ;

and I am still clearer that the " AssemUee of Ladies" "A Praise of Women," and the " Pemedie of

Lore," ought not to be imputed to him. It would be a waste of time to sift accurately the heap

of rubbish, which was added, by John Stowe, to the Edit, of 1561. Though we might perhaps

be able to pick out two or three genuine fragments of Chaucer, we should probably find them

so soiled and mangled *, that he would not thank us for asserting his claim to them.

* As a specimen of the care and discernment, with which Mr. Stowe's collections were made, I would refer the

curious reader to what is called a Balade, fol. 324. b. Ed. Sp.

Beginn. merciful and o mercidble.

The four first stanzas are found in different parts of an imperfect poem upon the Fall ofMan SIS. Harl. 2251. n. 138.

The nth stanza makes part of an Envoy, which in the same MS. n. 37. is annexed to the poem entitled " The Crafl c/

Lovers," among the Additions to Chaucer's works, by J. Stowe ; which poem, by the way, though printed with a date

of 1347, and ascribed to Chaucer, has in the MS. a much more probable date of 1459, near sixty 3'ears after Chaucer's

death.

There is one little piece, perhaps by Chaucer, fol. 224. Ed. Sp.

Beginn. Alone walking. In Oiought plaining, &c.

which comes nearer to the description of a Virelay, than anything else of his that has been preserved. See the boot-

quoted in the Gloss, v. Firelai/e.



EXPLANATION OF THE ABBREVIATIONS

BY \V11U;1I THE WORKS OK CHAUCER AND SOME OTHER BOOKS ARE GENERALFA' CITKI) I.N THE

FOLLOWING GLOSSARY.

The Arabian numerals, without any letter prefixed, refer to the verses o/thrCanterburi/ Tales in this Etlitinn.

A. B. G. —Cbaucer's A. B. C, •

A. F. —Assemblee of Foules, ......
An. —Annelida and Arcite, .......
Astr. — Treatise on the Astrolabe, ....
Bal. Vil. —Balade of the Village, .

.....
Ber. —The History of Beryn, Edit. Urr. p. Cm).

B. K. —Complaint of the Black Kniglit, .....
Bo. —Translation of Boethius, 5 Books, ....
C. I). —Chaucer's Dreme, ...••..
C. L. —Court of Love, .......
C. M. —Complaint of Mars, ......
C. M. V. —Complaint of JIars and Venus, ....
C. N. —Cuckow and Nightingale, ....••
Cotg. —Cotgrave's Fr. and Enp. Dictionary.

Cotuf. Am. — Gower's Confessio Amuntis, Edit. V>31.

C. V. —Complaint of Venus, .... . .

Du.
' —The Book of the Duchesse, commonly called. The Dreme of Chaucer,

F. —The House of Fame, 3 Books, ......
F. L. —The Flour and Leaf, . . . .

Gam. —The Tale of Gamelyn, Edit Urr. p. .^6.

Jun. Etymol. —Junii Etymologicon Ling. Angl. by Lye.

Kilian. —KiUani Etymologicum Ling. Teuton.

L. W. —Legende of good 'Women, . . • • •

Lydg. Trap. —Lydgate's Translation of lioccace Dc easibus virorum illiistrinm, Edit.

J. Wayland.

M. —The Tale of Mclibeus, p. 10(i.

ALigd. —Lamentation of Marie Magdalene, . . . •

P. —The Persones Tale, p. 148.

P. L. —Translation of Peter of L:uigtoft, by Robert of Brunne. Ed. Hearne.

P. P. —Visions of Pierce Ploughman, Edit. 1550.

Prompt liixy.—Promptoriiim Parvulorum sive Clericorum. MS. Uarl. 221. A dictionary, in

which many hundreds of English words are translated into Latin, compiled in

1440, by a Frier Preacher, a Reclu.se. at Lynne in Norfolk. He gives notice in

his preface, that his Englith is that spoken in the Fast country ; and accord-

Edit, "^p. II ('2.

. fol. :w

2.W

24.3 b.

24!»

31!) 1).

2.".7 b.

V.rj b.

3,34

327

30<) b.

.T()ll b.

3i<; b.

•mi

:i44
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ingly his orthography will be found to differ very much from Chaucer's. Hia

name was Richard Fraunces, If we may believe a MS. note cited by Heame,

Gloss, to P. L. V. Nesshe ; who has there also given an account of an edition

of this dictionary, printed by Pynson in 1409. Dr. ITunter has a copy of it.

Prov. —Proverbes by Chaucer, ...••. 321 b.

R. —The Romaunt of the Rose, . . . . . . . '09

R. G. —Robert of Glocester's Chronicle. Ed. Hearne.

Sk. —Skinner's Etymologicon Ling. Angl.

Sp. —Speght, the Editor of Chaucer.

T. —Troilus and Creseide, 5 Books, . i. . . , 143

T. L. —Testament of Love, 3 Books, .
, • • . 271 b.

Ur. —Urry, the Editor of Chaucer.
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A WHICH is commonly called the Indffinite Article, is

' really nothing more than a corruption of tlie Saxon
Adjccnve ajjk, or an, before a Substantive beginning

with a consonant.

It is sometimes prefixed to another Adjective ; the

Substantive, to which both belong, being understood,

ver. 208.

A Frere there was, a wanton and a mery. See ver.

165, and the note.

It is also joined to Nouns plural, taken collectively

;

as,yi/i hundred frankes,yeT. 132(11. A thousand /rankes,
ver. i32<)6.—and to such as are not used in the singular

number; as, A listes, ver. 1715. See the Note. So the

Latins said, Unte lilerce, Cic. ad Att. v. 9. and the

French, {oTraeT\y, unes lices ; unes lettres ; unes troves.

Froissart. v. i. c. 15.'t. S.T?- v. ii. c. 78.

A, prep, before a Gerund, is a corruption of ON. To go A
BEGGING. 11884. R. 6719. i. e. on begging. The prep, is

often expressed at lengtli. On hunting ben they ridden.

1689. To ride on h.\wking. 13667.

In the same manner, before a noun it is generally a
corruption of On or In. A'bed. 5989, 6509. A'fire. 6308.

A'Goddes name. 17267. A'morwe. 824. A'night. 5784.

A'werke. 4.335, 5^^.fJ. tiiough in some of these instances

perhaps it may as well be supposed to be a corruption of

At.

A in compositi n, in words of Saxon original, is an
abbreviation of Af, or Of ; of At ; of Ox, or In ; and
often only a corruption of the prepositive particle ge, or

v. In words of French original, it is generally to be de-

duced from the Latin As, Ad, and sometimes Ex.

A, luterj. Ah ! 1080. 9109.

Abacke, adv. Sax. Backwards. L. W. 864.

Abaist, pari. pa. Fr. Abashed, ashamed. 8193.8887.

Abate, r. Fk. To beat down.
Abawed, part. pa. Fr. Esbahi. Astonished. R. 3646.

/ was ABAWED /or marveile. Orig. Moult w'ESBAur de
la merveille.

Abegoe, Abeye, Abie, v. Sax. To suffer for. 3936. 12034.

16162.

Abet, n. Sax. Help. T. ii. 357.

Abide, u Sax. To stay. 3131,3.

AB.DDEN, 1
^

( T. ii. 935.

Abiden,
J

'^
*^

( 2984. 9762.

Abit for Abideth. 16643. R. 4977.

Able, adj. Fr. Fit, proper. 167. R. 986.

Abotb, par^ pa. of Abate. C. D. 1290.

Abouoht, part, pa of Areooe. 2,305.

Abouten, prep. Sax. On- bucan. About. 2191.4146.

Abraidb, «;. Sax. To awake ; to start. 4188. See II raid k.

pa. t. Awaked, started. 89;57. 10791. 15014.

Aebede, adv. Sajc. Abroad. \i. 2563.

Abbege, v. Fr. To shorten, to abridge. 9531.

Abroche, v. Fr. To tap, to set abroach ; spoken of a ves-

sel of liquor. 5759.

Abcsion, n. Fr. Abuse, impropriety. T. iv. 990.

AccEssE, «. Fr. Properly, the approach of a fever; A
/ever. B. K. 136.

Accidie, n. Fr. from Axr.ha, Gr. Negligence ; arising

from discontent, melancholy, &c. P. 161, col. 2, 1.62. seq.

Accord, n. Fr. Agreement. 840.

V. Fr. To agree. 832.

ACCORDKDEN, pa. t. pi. L. W. 168.

Accordant, i ( 10417.

AccoRDi.vo, ; P'"''- P*"- 1 6506.

Accuse, v. Fr. To discover. R. '591.

Achate, n. Fr. Purchase. 573.

ACHATOUR, «. Fr. a purchaser ; a caterer. 570.

AcHEKED. part. pa. Sax. Choaked. L. W. 2006.

AcHEVE, V. Fr. To accomplish. R. 2049. 46(»0.

AcKELK (Akele), v. Sax. To cool. C. L. 1076.

AcLOYE, V. A. F. 517. may perhaps mean—To cloy ; to

embarrass with superfluity.

AcoiE, V. Fr. To make quiet. R. 3564.

Acomberd, part. pa. Fr. Encumbered. 510.

AcROKE, adj. Fr. Crooked, aukward C. L. ,378.

Adawe, t'. Sax. To awake. 1(J274. T iii. 1126.

Ado, 1'. Sax. To do. It is used to express the Fr. d /aire.

To have ado. H. 3036. To have to do. And don all

that they htm ADO. R. 5080. Et/acent ce qu'ils doivcnl

KAIRE. Orig. 4801.

Adon (corruption of Of-do.n), part. pa. Sax. Done away.
L. W. 2582.

Adon, pr. n. Adonis. 2226.

Adou.v, adv. Sax- Downward. 2417.—Below. 17054.

Adrad, Adradde, part. pa. of Adrede, t'. Sax. Afraid,

607, 3425.

Adriane for Ariadne, pr. n. 4487.

Advertence, n. Fr. Attention, T. iv. 698.

Advocacies, n. pi. Fr. Law-suits, T. ii. 1469.

Advocas, n. pi. Fr. Lawyers, advocates. 12225.

Afkkkd, Aferde, part. pa. Sax. Afraid, frightened.

12218. T. ii. 606.

Affectk, n. Lat. Affection. R. 5486. T. iii. 13;J7-

Affermed, part. pa. Fr. Confirmed. 2351. L. \V. 790.

Affie, v. Fr. To trust. R. 3155.

Affray, v. Fr. To affright. 8331.

n. Fr. Disturbance, 5557.—Fear. R. 4307.

Affrikj^n, pr. n. The elder Scipio A/ricanus. A. F. 41.

Afii-e, v. Fr. To file, polish, 714.

Aforen, Afor.ne, Afore, adv. et prep. Sax. jEc-pO|ian.
Before.

Again, prep. Sax. On-JCan. Against 2453. 10456. To-

ward. 4811. .5419.—arfi'. 993. 10456.

Agast, for AoASTED, part. pa. Terrified. 2,343.

Agaste, v. Sax. To terrifie. 1509.

Agathon, pr. n. L. W. 526. I have nothing to sny eoncom-
ing this writer, except that one of the same name is

quoted in the Pro), to the Tragedie </ Cambises, by
Thoin.-is Preston. There is no ground for sujipusing,

with filoss. Ur. that a philosopher o/ Sami;s is meant, or

any of the Agathoes of antiquity.

Agei.vs, prep. 12667, as Again.
Age.v, adv. 803, as Again.

Agii.te, v. Sax. To offend, to sin against. V. l7l,coLI,1.57.

for AgiI/Ted, pa. t. Sinned. .^674.

Ago, Agon, for Vgon, part. pa. Sax. Gone
;
past. 2338.

6445.

Agree, Fr. a gri. In good part. R. 4.349.

KQKe.tt., (A'grtfei. In grief. 14899. T. iii. 864.
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Agrege, v. Fr. To aggravate. M. 107, col. 2, 1. 46.

Agreved, par*, pa. Fr. Injured, agrieved. 4197-L- W.345.

Agri&e, v. Sax. To shudder. 5U34.—To make to shudder.

7231.

AOROSE, pa. t. Shuddered, trembled. T. ii. 930. L. W. 830.

Agroted, pa7-t. pa. Cloyed, surfeited. Agkotone with
METE OR DRiNKE. Ingurgito. Prompt. Parv.

Agi'ilbr, 1). Fr. A needle-case. R. 98.

Ajust, v. Fr. To applie. Bo. ii. pr. 3.

Akehorns, n. pi. Sax. Acorns. Bo. i. m. 6.

Aknowe, /)a»-<. pa. Sax. Tuben aknowe. C. L. 1199. To
confess. / am aknowe. Bo. iv. pr. 4. I acknowledge.

Ai., Allb, adj. Sax, All. Aland som. 5073, 1 1910. The whole

thing. At al. 8921, 9l)98. In the whole. Over all.

7666, 8924. Through the whole. Jn alle manere wise.

13276. By every kind of means. At alle rightes. 2102.

With every thing requisite.

Alain, pr. n. A. F. 316. a poet and divine of the xnth
Century. Beside his Planctiis Naturae, or Plaint of

Kinde, which is here quoted, he wrote another poem in

Latin verse, called Anticlaiidiantis, to which our

author alludes in F. ii. 478. For the rest of his works
see Fabric. Bibl. Med. JEt. in v. Alanus de Inshljs.

Alder, Aller, gen. ca. pi. Of all. 801. 825. It is fre-

quently joined in composition with adjectives of the

superl. deg. Alderf.rst. 9492. Alderlast. B. K. 504.

Alderlevest. T. iii. 240. First, Last, Dearest of all.

At, All, adv. Sax. generally answers to theLAT. Omnino.
Al alone. 9200. Quite alone. Al hoi. 11702. Entire.

Al holly. 7678. Entirely. All in one. C. D. 670. At
the same time. All neive. 13308. A-new. Al only.

13385. T. iv. 1096. Solely, singly. It is sometimes
used elliptically for although, or all be it that. 2;(>6.

All tell I not as note his observances- 2477- All be ye

not of complexion.

AhAHGED, part. pa. Fn. Eslargi. Given largely. C. D. 1,'>6.

Alauns, n. 1)1. A species of Dog. See the n. on ver. 2150.

They were much esteemed in Italy in the xivth century.

Gualv. de laflamma, (ap. Murator. Antiq. Med. JE. t. ii.

p. 394.) commends the governors of Milan, qiiod equos

emissarios equabus magnis commisctierunt, et procreati

sunt in nostro territorioHF.&TR^RU nobiles, qui in magna
pretio habentur. Item Canes Alanos altce staturce et

mirabilis fortitudinis nntrire studuerunt.

Alaye, n. Fr. Allay ; a mixture of base metal. 9043.

Albification, n. Lat. A Chemical term for making white.

16273.

Alcaly, n. Arab. A Chemical term for a species of Salt.

16278.

ALCHVunsTRE, n. Fr. Alchymist. 1G672.

Aldhian, pr. n. A star on the neck of the Lion, Sp. 10579.

Ale and bred. 13801. This oath of Sire Thopas on ale and
bred was perhaps intended to ridicule the solemn vows,

which were frequently made in the days of Chivalrie to

a Peacock, a Pheasant, or some other ttoblr bird. See M.
de Sainte Palaye, Sur Vane, cheval. Mem. lllme. I will

add here, from our own history, a most remarkable
instance of this strange practice. When Kdward I. was
setting out upon his last expedition to Scotland in 1306,

he knighted his eldest son and several other young noble-

men with great solemnity. At the close of the whole
(says Matthew of Westminster, p. 454.) allati sunt in

pompatied gloria duo cygni vel olores ante rcgem, pha-
lerati retibus atireis vel Jistuiis deauratis, dcsiderabile

spectaculum intnentibtis. Quibus visis. Rex votuai vovir

Deo C.ELI ET CYGNis se proflcisci in Scotiam, mortem
Johannis Comyn et fidem Icesam Scotorum viviis sive

mortuus vindicalurns, ^-c. This practice is alluded to

in " Dunbar's wish, that the King were Johne Thomson-
nis man." MS. Maitland. St. 5.

I wold gif all that ever I have
To that condition, so God me saif,

That ye had vowit to the swan
Ane yeir to be Johue Thomsonnis man.

And so in the Prol. to the Contin. of the Cantcrb. T.

ver. 452. the Hosteler says—I make a vowe to the
PECQCK, ther shall wake a/oule mist.

Alege, r. Fr. To alleviate. R. 6626.

Alegeancb, n. Fr. Alleviation. C. D. 1688.

Aleis, m.Fr. .^?ise. The Lote-tree. R. 1377.

Alembikes, n. pi. Fr. Vessels for distilling ; Stills. \6-2Vy2.

Ale-stake, n. Sax. A stake set up before an Ale-house,
by way of sign. 12255.

Aleve, n. Fr. An alley. 13491.

Algates, Algate, adv. Sax. Always. Toutes/ois. Fk.
7031, 7619.

Algezir, pr. n. A city of Spain. 57.

Alight, v. Sax. To descend. 87a5.

pa. t. for Alighted. 935, 2191.

Alisandre, pr. n. Alexandria, a city in Egypt. 51.

Allege, Fb. To alledgc. 9532.

Almagest, pr. n. .5765. The Arabs called the MtyoiXr, 'Im-rah';

of Ptolevaee Almagesthi, or Almegislhi, a. corruption of

Miyiirrri. See D'Herbelot, in v.

Almandbes, n. pi. Fr. Almond-trees. R. 1363.

Almesse, n. Sax. from the Lat. Gr. Eleemosyna. Alms,
7191, P. 171, col. 1, 1. 5. Almesses, pi. P. I71, col. 1, 1. I7.

Alnath, pr. n. The first star in the horns of Aries, whence
the first mansion of the moon takes its name. Sp. 11393.

Alonde, (A'londe) ,• On lami. L. W. 2104. 2402.

Along, prep. Sax. Oll-lonj, 16398. Whereon it was
along. By what it was occasioned. T. ii. 1001. On me is

nought along thine evil /are. Thy ill fare is not occasioned

by me.
Ai.o'^ED, part pa. Fr. Praised. R. 23.54.

Aloue, v. Fr. To allow, to approve. 10988. His dedes are

to ALowB/or his kardynesse. P. L. 281. Therefore lords

ALOW him title, or lystcn to his reason. P. P. 76. b.

A LOWE, adv. Sax. Low. C. L. 1201.

Alpes, n. pi. Bulfinches. R. 658.

Als, conj. Sax. Also. 4315, 11902.—As. T. v. 367.

A»ialgami.ng. a Chemical term for mixing of Quicksilver

with any metal. 16239.

Ambassatbie, n. Fr. Embassy. 4653.

Ambes as, 4544. Two Aces, at dice. Fr.

Ambli.\g, part. pr. Fr. 8264.

Amende, v. Fb. To mend. 3068, 3076.

Amenuse, v. Fr. To lessen. P. 154, col. 2, 1. .35.

Ameved, part. pa. Fr. Moved. 8374.

Amias, pr. 71. The city of Amiens. K. 3826.

Amiddes, prep. Sax. At, or iu, the midille. 2011.

Amis, adv. Sax. Ill, badly. 11010, 17197. See Mis.

Amoneste, v. Fr. Toadmonish, to advise. M. 1)2. col. 2,

I. 14. P. 170, eol. 2, 1. 22.

Among, adv. Sax. Together ; at the same time ; at the

same place. K. 690, 3881. Du. 298. Ever among. H.

3771. Ever at the same time. Conf. Am. 114. b.

Amonges, prep. Sax. Among. 6534, 9902. See the n. on

ver. 761.

Akobette, »i. Fr. An amorous woman. R. 4755 And
eke as irell by (r. be) amorettes.—Car aussi bien soul

amourettes. Orig. 4437.

Amorily, C. L. 1.38.:!. is perhaps put by mistake for JVferi/y.

Amortised, part. pa. Fr. Killed. P. 151, col. 2, 1. 9.

Amorwe, On the morrow. 824, 2491.

Abiphibologies, n. pi. Fr Gr. Ambiguous expressions.

T. iv. 1406.

An, for ON, prej). 11161. R. 2270.

Ancille, n. Lat. A maid-servant. A. B. C. 109.

Ancre, w. Fr. Anchor. R. 3780.

And, conj. Sax. If. 768, 10307, 15613, 16714.

Anelace, ft. 359. Sec the note.

Anes, adv. for Onks. Once. 4072.

Anhang, v. Sax. To hang up. 12193.

Anibntissed, pari. pa. Fr. Reduced to nothing. M. HI,

col. 2, 1. 59.

Anight, In the night. L. W. 1473.

Anker, n. Sax. An anchorite, or hermite, R. 6348.

Annuelle.), n. 16480. See the note.

Anncnciat, part. pn. Lat. Foretold. 14021.

Anoie, n. Fr. Hurt, trouble. R. 4404.

V. To hurt, to trouble. M. 108, col. 1, 1. 48.

Anoiful, adj. Hurtful ; unpleasant. M. 108, col. 1,1.8.

Antem, n. Sax. AnCepn. An anthem. 13590.

Anticlaudian. F. ii. 478. The title of a Latin poem !>

Alanus de Insulis. See Alain.
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Antilegius, pr. n. Antilochus. Du. 1()64.

Antiphonkrk, »i. Lat. Gr. A book of Antiplioncs, or

Anlliems. 1.M19.

Anvki.t, 71. Sax. An anvil. Du. Il(i5.

Anv, ndj. Sax. Either; One of two. 7115.—It usually sig-

nifies one of many.

A PA I UK. part. pa. Fit. Paid, satisfied. 1870, 9439,

APArRB, I'. Vr. See Apkikk.

Apk, ;i. Sa.\. Metaphorically, a fool. 3389, lfi781. The

niotiki- put ill llie muiiiies lioJe an ape. Ami in his wi/f's

eke. l.'tl/O. The monk maiie a fool of the man, and of

his wife too.— Il'iii of ape. 16993. See the note.

Apkire, v. Vr. To impair; to detiaet from. 3149. Our

slate it APEiRES. P. L. 290.—To be impaired; to go to

ruin. T. ii. 329.

Apert, adj. Vr. Open. P. 161, col. 1. 1. 39. Piive and

apert. 6U96. In private and in publitk.

Apies for OprES, n. pi. Vr. Opiates. L- W. 2659.

Appalled, pari. pa. Vr. Made pale. l(Ki79, 13U32.

Apparaile, v. Vr. To prepare. L. W. 2462.

Appabence, >i. Fr. An appearance. 1 1377-

Appkrceive, v. Fr. To perceive. 8476.

AppERCElVlN(i^, H. pi. Perceptions. 10600.

Appetite, i;. Fr. To desire, to covet L. W. 1580.

Appose, v. Fr. To object to ; to question. 7179, 15831.

seems to be a corruption of Oppose.

Approver, n. Fr. An informer. &J2'i.

Apprentise, ;/. pi. Vr. Apprentices, novices. H. 687.

AijUEiNTABLE, adj. Vr. Easy to be acquaint*;d with. K. 2213.

Aquite, v. Fr. To pay for. 6742.

Arace, t'. Fi(. To draw away by force. 8979.

Arande, n. Sax. A message. T. ii. 7-.

Araye, n. Vr. Order. 8131).— !^ituation. G484, 133<I0.—

Clothing. 6;09.—Equipage, 8821.

_, V. Fr. To dress. 3689.—To dispose. 8837.

Arblasters, n. pi. Vr. Arhalestres. Engines to cast

darts, &c. R.4196.

Archangel, n. R. 915. The herb so called ; a dead nettle.

Gloss. Vrr.—In the Orig. it is Mesange, the bird which

we call a Titmouse.

Archebishop, n. Sax. Lat. An Archbishop. 7084.

Archeueken, n. Sax. Lat. An Archdeacon. 6884.

Archediacrb, w. Fk. Archdeacon. C. D. ilSG.

Archewivbs, 9071. Wives of a superior order

Ari.ure, h. Fr. Burning. P. 168, col. 1, 1. 17

Akkde, y. S.\x. To interpret. Du. 289. See Uede.

Arkragr, h. Fr. Arrear. 604,

Arkise, V. Sa.x. To raise. P. 159, col. 1, 1. 23.

Areso.ve, t). Fr. Ari-aisonner. To reason with. R. 6220.

Areste, n. Vr. Arrest, constraint. 9158. Delay. L, W. 8i'(i.

V. Vr. To stop. 829.

Arbtte, v. Fr. To impute to. 7:28, P. 159, col. 1, 1. 69.

Argoil, n. Fb. Potter's clay. 16281.

Akiete, pr. n. Aries, one of the signs in the Zodiac. T. iv.

1592. T. V, 1189.

Aristotle, pr. n. 10,547. A treatise on Perspective, under

his name, is mentioned by Vincent of P.eauvais, iu the

xrrt. century. Spee. Ilislor. L. iii. c, 84. Hxtal eliam

liber, qui dieitur I^erspeetiva Aristotelis.

Arivage, n. Fr. F. i. 223. as Arivaile.

Arivailk, )i. Fr, Arrival. F. 451.

Ark, n. Lat, A part of the circumference of a circle. 4422.

Arme, n. T. it 1650. may perhaps be put for defence,

seeurily.

Armles, adj. Sax. Without an arm. 142n9.

Arm-gretk, adj. Sax. As thick as a man's arm, 2147.

Armipotent, adj. Lat. Mighty in arms. 1984.

AhMORiKK, pr.n. Basse Brelagne, in France, called an-

tiently BriVanwHt Armorica. 11041.

Armure, >i. Fr. Armour. JNI. 113, col. 1, 1. 25,

Arn, pi. II. of Am. v. Sax. Are. 47(«, 8218.

Arnolde of the nkwe tow.se, pr. n. of a Physician

Chemist of the xni. Century. 16896. See Fabric. Bihl.

3Ied. Ml. in. v. Arnai.dis Villa sovanhs.

AiiouME, F. ii, 32. seems to signify At large. Abow.mk ob

more utter, licmole. dcprope. seorsum. Prompt. Parv.

A'row ; in a row ; probably from the FK. Rue. Succes-

1 bively. 68.16. U. 7606.

ARsMKTniKE, n. Lat. Arithmetick. 1S»0«. See the note.

Arte. v. Lat. To constrain. T. i. 389. C. L. 46.

Artklriks, n./)/. Fh. Artillerie. M. 113, col. I, 1. 25

A.s, «i/i;. Sax. Air. Also. Oinnino sic. As fast T. v.

1640. Very fast. As swiih. a*i:t7, 'I'M*. Very quickly ;

immediately. See the n. on ver. 3172.

AscAuscR. .><ee the n. on ver. 7327.

Ashen, ,i. pi. Sax. Ashes. 13o4. T. ii. 5.39.

Aslake, I'. Sax. To slacken ; to abate 1762. 3,'.53.

Asi'k. ;i. Sax. A sort of poplar. 2923. L. W. 263/.

AsPev, adj. Of an asp. 7249.

AspiK, u. Fr. To cspie. 13,'>21.

Asi'RE, adj. Fr. Rough, sharp, T, iv. 827. Ho. iv. pr. 7.

AsPRENEssE, n. Shari)nes.s. Ho. iv, pr. 4.

Assaut, n. Fr. Assault. 991.

AssEGE, 71. Vr. Siege. 10620.

AssETH. R. 5600. Sufficient, enough. Assez. OHg. P. P.

fol. 94. b. A nd if it suffice iml f„r asseth.

Assise, n.FB. Situation. R. 1238.

AssoiLE, V. Fr. To absolve ; to answer. 9528, C. L. 1284.

Assoileth. imp. ni. 2. perf. pi. 9528.

AssOMO.NED, paW. ;;«. Summoned. C. L. 170.

Assure, v. Fr, To confide. T, i. 681.

ASTKRTE, V. Sax. To escape. 1597. 6550.—To release. 6836.

A.'itcrte for Asterled. part. pa. 1594.

AsTONED, 8192, AsTONiEi/. il(ir>U part. pa. Vh. Confounded,

astonished.

AsTBELABBE, /i. Fr. Astrolabe. 3200.

AsTRoLOGfEN, n. Fr. Astrologer. Ast.

AswKVEU, part. pa. Sax. Stupilied, as in a dream. F. ii. 41.

AswousE. In a swoon. 3821,6. 10788. T. lii. 1098.

Adoun he fell all sodenly in swoune.

AT, AiTE, prep. Sax. See the n. on ver. 12542. At after

souper. 10616, 11531. As soon as supper was finished.

At day. 13169. At break of day. At on. 4195, 8313. Of

one mind.

ATTAK6., V. Sax. To overtake. 16024.

, for Ataken. part. pa. 6966.

A'th RE ; In three parts. 29.35.

Attamkd, part. pa. Vr. Entomb. Opened ;
Begun. 14824

-lasted, felt. C. D. .596— Disgraced, C. D. 1128.

ATTEMPRE,a</;.FB. Temperate. 14844. M. 107. col. 1. L.34.

Attemprely, adv. Vr. Temperately. 13192.

Attoum, »i. Vr. Headdress. R..'t7 18.

ATPBV, ArrERLY, adj. Sax, Poisonous, pernicious. P. U^

col. 2, 1. 9. „ T X A
A'TWiNNE,3589. A'TWO.P.i67,col.l,1.46. In two, asunder.

Atvzar. See the n. on ver. 47-'5. „ , ,, ,

AVALE, V. Fb. To lower ; to let down. 3124.-To fall down.

AvANCE, r. Fr. To advance ; to profit. 246. T. v. 434,

AvANT, n. Fr. Boast. 227.

AvANTAGE, n. Fb. Advant.ii;e. 2449.

AVANTE, V. Vr. To boast. 5985.

AvAUNT, «dv. Fb. Forward. R. 3958, 4,90.

AucTOKiTKE, n. LAT. A tcxt of scripture ;
or of son.c

respectable writer. See the n. on ver. b8o8.-and ver.

55K3. 6790.

Auctour. n. Lat. A writer of credit 6/94.

AvENAUNT, adj. Fr. Becoming. R- 1263.

AVENTAILE, n. Fk. Scc n. on ver. 9080.

AvENTURE, n. Fk. Adventure. 846.
t.u • •

AvEKHOis,W. n. 4.35. Ebn Hoscl.d. an Arabian Physician

of the X... century. See DMerbelot. in f. Rcschd, and

the authors mentioned in n. on ver. 433.

Alght, ».. Sax. ApipC Anything. T. iii. 46a It i.

sometimes used as an adverb. If that the childes molli.r

u,ere au.;ht she. 5454. Can he ought tell a merry tale or

tweie f 16065.

A1.GHT, pa. 1. of OWE. T. iii. 1801 as Ought.

Augmt-where, adv. Sax. Any where. L. \N
.
^^^

A.GBiM.a corruption of Algorithm. See n. on ver. 32U).

] WIPES pr n. 434. 12823. Ebn Sina, an Arabian phy-

I

'

sician of the X. century. See D'llerbelot, in v. S.SA, and

the authors mentioned in n. on ver. 433,

AVIS, n. VR. Advice. 1870. The king at his avys sent

messengers thre. V. L. 285.
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AvisAND, part. pr. Observing. C. D. 1882.

AviSK, I'. Fr. To observe. T. ii. 276. Aviseth you. imp.

m. 2 per/, pi. Look to yourselves ; take care of your-

selves. 31fi5.

AvrsiiiN. II. Fr. Vision. loWO, !).

Ar.MHi.E. n. Fr. An amblinR pace. 13814.

Au.ME.vKR «. Fk. Aumoniere. A purse. R. 2087.

Au.MKiiE, n. R. 2271. Aumere of silke. Bourse de soy.

Orig. It seems to be a corruption of Aujiener.

AuNTRE, V. Fr. Corruption of Ave.vture. To adventure.

42(17.

AuNTRous, adj. Adventurous. 13837.

Avoi'terer, Avoutrer, n. Fr. An adulterer. P. 167, col. 1,

1. 7- 69.'.4.

AvouTERiE, AvouTRiE, n. Adulteric. 6888. 9.309.

Avow, n. Fr. Vow. 2239. 2419.

Aurora. Du. 1169. The title of a Latin metrical version

of several parts of the Bible by Petrvs de Rigcv. Canon of

Rheims, in the xii. century. Leyser, in his Hist. Poet.

Med. JEvi, p. 692—736. has given large extracts from

this work, and among others the passage which Chaucer

seems to have had in his eye. See p. 728.

Aure Jubal varies ferramenti notat ictus.

Pondera librat in his. Consona quaeque facit.

Hoc inventa moilo prius est ars musica, quamris
Pythagoram dicant banc docuisse prius.

AiiTEB, n. Fr. Altar. 22!)4.

AWAITE, )i. Fr. Watch. 7239. 17093.

Awaiting, part. pr. Keeping watch. 7634.

AwAPED, part. pa. Sax. Confounded, stupified. T. i. 316.

L. W. 814.

AivAvwAKD, adv. Sax. Away. 17211.

AwREKE, V. Sax. To revenge. 10768. R. 278.

AxE, V. Sax. To ask. 35.'i7.

Axing, n. Request. 1828.

Ay, adv. Sax. Ever. 7406.

AvEL, n. Fb. Grandfather. 2479.

Aye,v, adv. t'S" prep. P. 166, col. 1, 1. 56. as Agai.v.

AvEXST, prep. P. 169, col. 1, 1. 15. as Again.

Ayenward, adv. Sax. Back. T. iii. 751.

B.

Ba , V. 6015, seems to be formed from Basse, v. Fr. To kiss.

Bachelbr, n. Fr. An unmarried man. 9150 A Knight :

.3»87- 3465.—One who has taken hia first degree in an
University. 11438.

Bachei,erie, 71. Fb. Knighthood ; 17074. The Bachelerie.

8146. The Knights.

Bade, pa. t- of Bede. 6706. 7449.

B iDDBB, comp. d. of Bad. adj. Sax. "Worse. 10538.

Bagge, v. To swell ; to disdain. Sk. Rather, perhaps,
to squint. Du. 624.

Bagginglv, adv. R. 292. seems to be the translation of en
loranoyant ; squintingly.

Batllie, n. Fb. Custody, government. R. 4302. 7574.

Baite, v. Sax. To feed ; to stop to feed. T. i. 192. C. L. 195.

Balance, n. Fr. Doubt, suspense. R. 4667.—/ dare lay
i.v BALANCE All that I have. 16079. I dare wager aXl 1. 1, h.

Bale, n. Sax. Mischief, sorrow. 16949.

Bales, C. L. 80. r. Balais. pr. n, Fr. A sort of bastard
Ruby.

Balkes, n. pi. Sax. The timbers of the roof. 3626.

Balled, (h/;. Smooth as a ball ; bald. 198.3520.

Bandon, n. Fr. See Du Cange. in v. Abandons. To her
handon. R. 1163. To her disposal. A son bandon. Orig.

Bane, n. Sax. Destruction, 1099.

Barbb, n. A hood, or muflBer, which covered the lower
part of the face, and the shoulders. T. ii. 110. See Du
Cange, in v. Babbuta.

Barev, pa. t. pi. of Bere. v. Sax. Bore. 723.

Bargaine, n. Fr. Contention. R. 2551.

Bargaret, n. Fr. Berncrette. A sort of song. F. L. 348.

Bar.me, n. Sax. The lap. 10945. 14750. Barme-cloth,
3236. An apron.

Bakbk, «. Fb. a bar of a door. 552.—A stripe. 331.

Babreine, adj. Sax. Barren. 8324.

Basiljcok, n. A Basilisk. P. 166, col. 1 , 1. 60.

Basse, n. Fr. A Kiss. C. L. 797.

Basting, par^.pr. Sewing slightlj\ R. 104.

Batailed, pnr?. pa. Fr. Embattled. R. 4162,

Bathe for Bothe. 4085. 4189.

v. Sax. 15273. We should rather say to bask.

Baude, adj. Fr. Joyous. R. 5674.

Bauderie, Baudrie, h. Pimping. 1928. T. iii. 393. Keeping
a bawdy-house. 68!I7.

Bavdy, adj. Dirty. 16103. With 'Bavv>\ cote. hydg. Trag.

B. i.\. f. 36. b.

Bayard, pr n. Fr. Originally, a Bay-horse; a horse in

general, 16881. T. i. 218.

Bay-window, C. L. 1058. A large window
;
probably so

called, because it occupied a whole bap, i. e. the space

between two cross-beams.

Be, prep. Sax. By. 2577.

Be for Been, pari. pa. Sax. 60. 7611. 9245.

Beau semblant, Fr. Fair appearance. C. L. 1085.

Beau sire, Fr. Fair Sir ; a mode of address. R. G053.

Beeledde, part. pa. Sax. Covered with blood. 20C4.

Berlotte, i'. Sax. To stain. T. ii. 1027.

Bbcke, v. Fr. To nod. 12330. 17295.

Beclappe, v. Sax. To catch. 15477.

Bedaffed, part. pa. Sax. Made a fool of. 9067. See

Daffe.
Bede, v. Sax. To order, to bid.—To offer. 8236. 9658. T. v.

185.—To pray. B. 7374. To bede his necke. T. iv. 1105.

To offer liis neck for execution.

Bedote, v. Sax. To make to dote ; to deceive. L. W. 1545.

See Dote.
Bedbede, adj. Sax. Confined to bed. 7351. 9168.

Bedbeinte, part. pa. Drenched, thoroughly wetted. C. L.

577.

Been, n. pi. S.ix. Bees. 10518.

Befill for Befell, pa. t. of Befall, v. Sax. 10007.

Befoben, Befobne, adv. el prep. Sax. Before.

Begiled, part. pa. Fr. Beguiled. 12208.

Begon. part. pa. of Bego. i-. Sax. Gone. Wei bepon.

6188 R. 5533. In a good way. Wo begon. 5338. li628.

Far gone in woe. Worse began. T. v. 1327. In a worse

way. With gold began. R. 943. Painted over with gold;

a or paiiites. Orig.

Begonne, part. pa. of Beginne, v. Sax. Begim. 11341.

Behalve, n. Sax. Half; side, or part. T. iv. 945.

Beheste, n. Sax. Promise. 4461, 2.

Behete, v. Sax. To promise. 1856.

Bbhe\ve, part. pa. Sax. Coloured. T. iii. 216. See

He\ve.
Behighte, v. Sax. To promise. P. 154, col. 2, 1. 42.

part. pa. Promised, llloo.

Behighten, pa. t. pi. Promised. 11639.

Behove, h. Sax. Behoof, advantage. R. 1090.

Bejaped, part. pa. Sax. Tricked. 19853. Laughed at.

T i. 532.

Beknowe, u. Sax. To confess. 1558. 5306.

Bel a,my, Fr. Good friend. 12252.

Beleve, n. Sax. Belief. His beleve. 3456. His creed.

Belle, adj. /em. Fr. Fair. T. ii. 288.

Belle chere, Fr. Good cheer. 13339.

Belle CHOSE, Fr. 6029.6092.

Belle Isaude, F. iii. 707. The fair Isaude ; the mistress

of 1 ristan. She is called Jsoude. L. W. 254.

Belle, v. Sax. To roar. F. iii. 713.

Bel.marte, pr. n. See n. onver. 57.

Belous, n. Sax. Bellows. P. 154, col. 1, 1. 8.

Be.mes, n. pi. Sax. Trumpets. 15404. R. 7605.

Ben, inf. m. Sax. To be. 141. 167.

pr. t. pi. Are. 764. 820. 945.

part. pa. Been. 361. 465.

Benched, jj<7ri. pa. Furnished with benches. L. W. 204.

Bende, n. Fr. A band ; or horizontal stripe. R. 1079-

Bending, «. Striping; makingof bands, or stripes. P. 155,

col. 2, 1. 30.

Bene, n. Sax. A bean. 9728. And at n'as icurth a UExr;.

R. G. 497.

Benedicte ! Lat. An exclamation, answering to oiii
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,:'S US ! It was often proiKiunced as a Trisyllable,

iwncile! 1 0:599. T. i. 781. iii. 7J«.8li2.

Bkxig.ve, adj. Fr. Kind. 8973.

Bk.vimk, v. S.\x. To take away. P. 158, col. 2, 1. 25.

Ueniso.v, h. Kr. Benediction. 9239.

ItENOMKN-, part. pa. of Be.vuve. Taken away. R. 1509.

Be>*t, ;i. Sax. The bending, or declivity of a hill. I9li3.

Beraived, part. pa. Sax. Kained upon. T. iv. 1172.

Berdk. n. Sax. Beard. To make any one's fcerde ,- to cheat

liiin. See n. on ver. 40;>4.

Berk, n. Sax. A bear. 2000.

f. Sax. To bear ; to carry. To here in, or on hand ;

To accuse falsely. 5040. 5975. To persuade falsely. 5814,

S962 To here the belle. T. iii. 199. To carry the prize.

, n. Sax. A bier. 29(t6 —A pillow-bear. l)u. 254.

Bering, ;i. Sax. Behaviour. P. 155, col. 1, 1. 40.

BER.ME, n.SAx. Vest. 16281.

Bernard, pr. n. 436. a Physician of Montpelier in the

xnith Century. See the authors mentioned in n. on ver.

433.

pr. n. L. W. 16. St. Bernard, Abbot of Clairvaux

in the xiith Century. Our author alludes to a proverbial

saying conceruini; him. Bernardus ipse non vidil om-

nia. See Hotfman, in v.

Berne, ;i. Sax. A barn. 3258.

Besant, n. Pr. A piece of gold, so called because first

coined at Byzantium, now Constantinople. SA'. K. 1106.

Beseke, i: Sax. To beseech. 920.

Besbt, Besette, part. pa. Sax. Placed, employed. 3299.

7534.

Besey, part. pa. of Besee, v. Sax. Beseen. Evil besey,

8.M41. Ill-beseen ; of a bad appearance. Richely besey,

8H60, of a rich appearance.

Beshet pari. pa. Sax. Shut up. R. 4488. T. iii. 603.

Beshbevve, v. S.A.X. To curse. 6426, 7-

Beside, prep. Sax. By the side of. 5597. 6002.

Besmotred, part. pa. Sax. Smutted. 76.

Bf.si'ET, part. pa. Sax. Spit upon. P. 152, col. 1, 1. 33.

Bt.sTADDE, Bestad, part. pa. Sax. Situated. 5069. It is

sometimes used in an ill sense, for Distressed. R. 12i7.

Beste, n. Fr. A beast. 1978.

adj. sup. Sax. Best. 1808. 11843.

Besy, adj. Sax. Busy. 2855.

Bet, Bette, adv. comp. for Better. 7533. 13362.

Betake, v. Sax. To give. 3748. To recommend to. 8037.

Betaught, pa. t. Recommended to. R. 4438. See the n.

on ver. 13852.

Bete, v. Sax. To prepare, make ready. To bete fires.

2255. 2294. To make fires.—To mend ; to heal. To bele

nettes, .3!)2.5. To mend nets. To bete sortce, T. i. 6G6.

To heal sorrow.

f. Fr. To beat. 4206.

Beteche, v. as Betake. See the n. on ver. 138.52.

Beth, imp. m. 2 pers. pi. Sax. Be ye. 7656. I72.")9.

Betid, Betidde, pa. (. ^ part, of Betide, v. Sax. Hap-
pened. 7773. T. ii. 55.

Betoke, pa. i. of Betake. Recommended. 160O9.

Betraised, part. pa. Fr. Betrayed. Thei have betraised
thee. P. L. 25.5.

Betwix, Betwixe.n, prep. Sax. Between. 2134.

Bewepe, v. Sax. To wepe over. T. i. 763.

Beivbey, Bewrie, w. Sax. To discover. 5193. 9747. T. ii. 537.

•Beye, v. Sax. To buy. 16762. See Aeeve.
Bkvete, part. pa. Sax. Begotten. T. i. 978.

Bialacoil, pr. n. Fr. Belaccueil. Courteous reception.

R. 21)84. 4 al. The same person is afterwards called

Faire welcoming. R. oii'>6.

Bibbed, part. pa. Lat. Drunk. 4160.

Bible, n. Fr. Any great book, 16325. F. iii. 244.

BiccHfcL Bones. See the n. on ver. 12590.

BiDDE, i,'. as Bede. 3641.

Bie, v. Sax. To suffer. 5749. See Abeve.
BiGiNE, pr. n. Fr. Bepuine. A nun, of a certain order.

R. 6861 , 7368. See Du Cange, in v. Beghince.

Biker, n. Sax. A quarrel. L. W. 2650.

BiLDER, n. Sax. A builder. The bilder okt. Jl- F. 176.

The oak used in building.

BiLt, »». A letter. 9811.

BiMENB, V, Sa.x. To bemoan. R. 2fi67>

Hint, for Bindeth. C. .M. V. 47, a
BiRDE fur Bride, n. Sax. R. 1014.

Hire ehere was simple, as birde in hour. i. 0. o» bride Ic

cliumbcr.

Simple fut comme tine espousek. Orig.

BiSMARE, n. Sax. Abusive speech. 3903. ytnd bold, and
abidintj, bis.mares to suffer. P. P. 108. b.

Bit, for Biddeth, 187. 10C05.

Bitore, n. Fr. A bittern. 6554.

BrrRENT, part. pa. Twisted ; carried round. T. ill. 12.37.

iv. 870. Perhaps from the Sax. BeCjiymian. cir-

cumdare.
Biwopen, pari. pa. of Bewepk. Drowned in tears. T iv.

916.

Blancmanobr, n. Fr. 389. seems to have been a very dif-

ferent dish in the time of Chaucer, from that which is

now called by the same name. There is a receipt for

making it in Ms. Ilarl. n. 4016. One of the ingredients

is, " the braune ofa capon, tesed small."

Hlandise. f. Fr. To flatter. P. 154, col. 2, 1. 34.

B1.ANCHE FEVEiiE, T. i. 917. See Cotgrave, in v. " Fievres

blanches. The agues wherewitli maidens that have the

greenesickness are troubled ; and hence ; 11 a les fievres

blanches ; Either he is in love, or sick of waiitonncjs.'

C. N. 41. / am so shaken with the fevers wh.tb.

1>LB, ji. Sax. Colour. Magd. 391.

Blee, pr. n. 10024 16952. A forest in Kent. Ur.

Blelne, >i. Sax. A pustule. R. S.W.

Blend, v. Sax. To blind, to deceive. T. ii. 14!J6.

BI.EXT, pa. t. of Bi-END. T. y. 1194.

part. pa. 9987. 16545.

pa. t. of Blench, i-. Sax. Shrinked, started aside.

1030. And so perhaps it should be understood in ver.

3751. and T. iii. l.)52.

Blered, part. pa. Sax. In its literal sense is used to de-

scribe a particular disorder of the eye, attended with

soreness and dimness of sight : and so perhap.s it is to be

understood in ver. 16198. But more commonly, in

Chaucer, a man's eye is said to be blered metaphorically,

when he is any way imposed upon. 17201. R. 3912. Sec

also ver. 3863.

Bleve, v. Sax. To stay. T. iv. 1357.

Blin, v. Sax. To cease. 16(v!9.

Bi-LssE, V. Sax. To bless. 843!).

Blive, Belive, adv. Sax. Quickly. 5973.71P2.

Blosme, n. Sax. Blossom. a324.

V. To blossom. 93;ii>.

Blosjiy, adj. Full of blossoms. 93.37.

BoD UP AND DOWN, pr. II. of a town in the road to Canter-

bury. 16951. It is not marked in the common maps.

BoBANCE, n. Fr. Boasting. 6151.

BocHE, n. Fr. Bosse. A swelling ; a wen or boil. Bo. ill.

pr. 4.

Bode, Boden, part, pa- of Bede, v. Sax. Bidden, com-

manded. 6612.

Bode, pa. t. of Bide, v. Sax. Remained. T. v. 29.

n. Sax. A stay, or delay. An. 120.

An omen. A. F. .343.

Bodekin, 71. Sax. A dagger. 39.58.

BoEtE. pr. n. 67.50. 15248. Boethius. His most popular

work Be consolatione Philosophice was translated by

Chaucer certainly before 1.381, (See L. W. 425.) and pro-

bably much earlier. The reflections on Predestination, in

T. iv. 966—1078. of which there is no trace in the

Filostrnto, are almost entirely taken from Bo. v. pr. 3.

Several other passages of the same work, which our

author has copied, have been pointed out in the notes

on ver. 743. 292.3.

BoisTE. n. Fr. A box. 12241.

BoisTofS, adj. Sax. Boisterous ; rough. 17160.

BoisTOi'sLY, adv. Roughly. 8667.

BoKEUER, 71. Fr. a buckler. 112.

BoKELiNG, part. pr. Fr. Buckling. 2505.

BoKET, 71. Sa.k. a bucket. 1535.

BoLAs, 71. BuUace ; a sort of plumb, or sloe. R. 1377.

Bole Armoniac. 16258. Armenian earth. Fr. Gb.
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B'lLLE?;, part. pa. of Bolgb, v. Sax. Swollen. B. K. 101.

Bolt, n. Sax. An arrow. 3264. Bolt-upright. 13246.

Straight as an arrow.

Bone, n. Sax. A boon, petition. 2671. He bade hem all

a bone. 9492. He made a request to them all.

Boras, n. Fr. Borax. 632. 16258.

BoRD, n. Fr, A border; the side of a ship. 3585. Over

hard. 5342.

BoRDE, n. Sax. A table. 52.

BoRDEL, n. Fb. a brothel.

—

Bordel-women. P. 169,

col. 2, 1. 26. Whores.
BoRDELLERs n. pi. Keepers of bawdy-houses. R. 7084.

BoREL, n. Fr. Bureau. Coarse cloth of a brown colour.

See Du Cange, in v. Burellus. In ver. 5938, it seems to

signifie clothing in general.

adj. made of plain, coarse stufiF. 11028.

—

Borel folk.

7454, 6. Borel men. 13961. LajTnen. So in P. P. 50.

Tiurel clerks is probably put for Lay clerks.

BoRWE, n. Sax. A pledge. Hath laid to borwe. 1624.

Ilath pledged. Have here my feith to borwe. 11546.

Have here my faith for a pledge Seint John to borwe.

10910. St. John being my security.

BosARD, n. Fr. A buzzard ; a species of Hawk, unfit for

sporting. R. 4033.

BossE, n. Fr. A protuberance. 3266.

BosT, n. Sax. Pride, boasting. 14105.

adv. Aloud. He cracked visi. 3ddO. He spake thise

icordes eost. P. L. 275.

Bote, n. Sax. Remedy ; Help ; Profit. 426. 13396.

V. Sax. To help. P. 155, col. 2. 1. 46.

pa. t. of Bite. v. Sax. Bit. 14519. His swerd best

BOTE P. L. 24.3.

BoTELES, adj. Sax. Bootless; remediless. T. i. 783.

BoTEL, BoTELLE, n. Fr. Bottle. 7513. 12820.

BoTERFLiK. n. Sax. A butterflie. 15280.

BoTHE, adj. Sax. Two together. Our bothe labour. T. i.

973. The labour of us two together. Nostrum ambortim
labor. In T. iv. 168. Ed. Ca. reads your bother love, which
might lead one to suspect that bother was the ancient

genitive case of Bothe, as Alter was of Alle. See the

Essay, &c. n. 27.

conj. is generally used to copulate two members of

a sentence ; but sometimes more. See ver. 992.

And rent adoun bothe wall, and sparre, and rafter.

—

And ver. 23(i0.

To whom both heven, and erthe, and see is sene.

So the Greeks sometimes used A/M^oli^ov.

Od. g'. 78. Afjc^oiioov fivho? T£, xcct ocyXabivj, y.ai oyi:ao,

BoTHUM, n. Fr. Bouton. A bud, particularly of a rose.

K. 1721. et al.

BouGERON, n. Fr. A sodomite. R. 7'i72.

BouGHTON u.NDER BLEE, pr. n. of a town in Kent. 16024.

BouKE, n. Sax. The body. 2748.

BouLTR, V. Sax. To sift, to separate the flour of wheat
from the bran. 15246.

BotTN, adj. Sax. Ready. II8O7. And bade hem all to be

BOWNE P. P. 10. b.

BouNTEE, n. Fr. Goodness. 80-33, 10163.

BouRDE, )i. Fr. a jest. 17030.

BouRDE, y. Fr. To jest. 12712.

BouRDO.v, ),. Fr. a staff. R. 3401. 4092.

BouRB, n. Sax. A house ; a chamber. 3367- 13672.

BovvB, n. Sax. A bow, 108. A doggefor the bowe. 6951.

9888. A dog used in shooting.

BoxE, n. A blow. L. W. 1386.

Bracer, n. Fr. Armour for the arm. 111.

Bradwardin, pr. n. 15248. Thomas Bradwardine, Arch-
bishop of Canterbury in 1349. His book De causa Dei,

to which our author alludes, is in print. See Tanner, in

v. Bradowardi.vus.
Braide, ji. Sax. A start. L. W. 1164. At a braide. R.

1.336. Tanlost. Orig.

V. Sax. To awake; to start. 4283. &381. See
Abraidb. Out of his withe braide. l\33Q.Mim. He ran
out of his senses. In ver. 5257, it signifies to take off. See
also F. iii. 583.

Braket, n. Brit. Bragod. A sweet drink made of the

wort of ale, honey, and spice. 3261. It is still in use in
Wales. Richards, in v. Bragod.

Brasil, n. A wood used in dyeing, to give a red colour.

15465.—This passage of Chaucer is a decisive proof, that
the Brazil-wood was long known by that name before
the discovery of the country so called in America. See
Huetiana, p. 268. In the inventory of the effects of

Henry V. Rot. Pari. 2 H. VI. m. 20. is the following

article. " 11 Graundes peces du Bracile, pris vi. s. vm d.'

Bratt, n. Sax. A coarse mantle. 16349.

Brech, n. Sax. Breeches. 12882.

Brede, n. Sax. Breadth. 1972. In brede. T. i. 531. A-
broad. In F. iii. 132. it seems to be put for bride.

Breme, adj. Sax. Furious. 1/01. /mH scharply and fall
BRIM. P. L. 244.

Brenne, v. Sax. To bum. 2333.

Brent, pa. t. <^ part. Burnt. 2427. 2959.

Brenningly, adv. Sax. Hotly. 1566.

Breres, n. pi. Fr. Briars. 15.34.

Breste, D. Sax. To burst. 1982. 11071.

Bret-ful, adj. 689. The sense is much more clear than
the etymology.

Bribe, n. Fr. Properly, what is given to a beggar ; What
is given to an extortioner, or cheat. 6960.

Briben, in/, m. Fr. To beg. 4415. or perhaps. To steal.

See Rot. Pari. 22 E. IV. n. 30. Have stolen and bribed
Signetts (Cygnets). And so in P. P. 115. b. a bribour

seems to signifie a thief; as briliors, pilars, atid pikehar-

neis, are classed together ; and still more plainly in

Lydg. Trag. 152.

"\Mio saveth a thefe, whan the rope is knet,

—

AVith some false turne the bribour will him quite.

See also Antient Scottish Poems, p. 171. st. 7- '• 3.

Briboures. 6949. Upon second thoughts, I btlieve that I

was wrong in adopting this word from Ms. C. i. and that

we should rathiT read with other M.ss.

" Certain he knew of briberies mo."

See the n. on ver 2469.

Bridale, Ji. Sax. A marriage-feast. 4373.

Briddes, n. pi. Sax. Birds. 10925.

Brige, n. Fr. Contention M. 1)8, col. 1, 1. 4.

Brike, n. Sax. Breach ; Ruin. 14700.

Bri.m.me, adj. R. 1836. T. iv. 184. as Brejie.

Broc.igb, n. A treaty by a broker or agent. 3375. R. 6.971.

Brochb, n. Fr. Seems to have signified originally the

tongue of a buckle or clasp ; and from thence the buckle.

or clasp itself. 3265. 8131. T. v. 1660. But see ver. 160.

It probably came by degrees to signifie any sort ofjacel.

Broche juell. Monile, armilla. Prompt Parv. See

Nouche.
Broided, parf. pa. Fr. Braided; woven. 1051.

Brokking, par(.pr. Throbbing; quavering. 3377-

Bromeholme, pr. n. Apriory in Norfolk. 4284. The roode

ofBrvmholme is mentioned in P. P. 24.

Bronde, n. Fr. A torch. 9651.

Brosten, part. pa. of Breste. 3827.

Brotel, adj. Sax. Brittle. 9155. M. 114, col. 2, 1. 45.

Brotelnesse, n. Brittleness. 9155.

Brotherhed, n. Sax. Brotherly affection. 12972.

Brouded, part. pa. Fr. Brodi. l.mbroidered. 14387.

Broken, inf. m. Sax. To brook ; enjoy ; use. 10182. 15306.

BfCKES HOR.VE. A buck's horn. a387. To blow the bucket

'

home is put for any useless employment.

BuFFETTE, n. Fr. A blow. P. 151, col. 2, 1. 46.

BuGLE-HORN, n. A drinking-vesscl made of horn. 11565.

Gloss. Ur. derives it from Bucula cornu. The Gloss, to

Anc. Scott. Po. explains Bowgle to mean a Buffalo. I

have been told that in some parts of the North a Bull is

now called a Boogie.

Bumble, v. Sax. To make a humming noise. In ver.

6554. it is used to describe the noise made by a bittern.

BuRDOUN, n. Fr. Bourdon. A humming noise ; the bass

in musick. 675. 4163.

BuRiELS, n. pi. Sax. Burying-places. 1,56.>1.

BuR.NED, part. pa. Fr. Burnished. 198.5.

Blirnel the asse. 15.318. See the note. The story sup-

poses, that the priest's son, when he was to be ordained.
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directed his servant to call him at cock-crowinp, and
that t'le cock, whose leg he had fdriiioily broken, having

cverhearil this, purposely refrained from crowing at his

usual time ; by wliich artifice the young man was suf-

fered to sleep till the ordination was over.

BuBNETTK, »i. Fb. Bruiutte. Cloth dyed of a brown
colour. R. 2-iti. 4756. See Du Cange in v. Bur.vetum.

Busk n. Fk. A bush. R. 54. 102.

Butte, IUt, adv. S) conj Sax. But ; Sed. 4824.—Unless ;

Jiisi. 13)15. 1 ii'ere B\ni lost. Jfun essem nisi perdila.

15U42. IWKjO.—Only. 11349. teliick that am Birr lorne.

Bit, prep. Sax. Without. Gloss. Ur. I cannot say that

I have myself observed this preposition in Chaucer, but

I may have overlooked it. The Saxons used it very fre-

quently ; and how long the Scottish writers have laid it

aside, I am doubtful. It occurs repeatedly in Bp. Dohr-

las. BcT spot or /alt. p. 3. 1.53. Poete bvt pere. p. 9.]. VJ.

BuraniiBEN. p. 123.1.40. Without and within,- Butail

anb binnan; originaUy, I suppose, Bi ucan anb bi

mnan. By and icith are often synonymous.

Buxo.ME, adj. Sax. Obedient ; civil. 13107. 13172.

Buxu.MLY, adv. Sax. Obediently. 80()2.

Bv, prep. Sax. has sometimes the signification of i.v. By
the morwe. 16965. In the morning, or day-time. See

the note. By his life. R. 5955. In his life-time.— It is

sometimes used adverbially. By and by. 1013. 4141.

Near, hard by. Bv a.vd by. Siffillatim. Prompt. Parv.

See R. 4581. These were his wurdes by aud by. i. e. Seve-

rally; distinctly. And so perhaps this phrase should be

understood in the passage above quoted.

BvFoijNE. See Befobxe.
P.YLEVE, r. Sax. To stay. 10897. T. iii. 624.

BvBAFT, part. pa. of Bybeve, v. Sax. Bereved; taken

away. 1363.

Byword, n. Sax. A proverb. T. iv. 769.

C.

Cacche, v. To catch. P. 166, col. 1, 1. 5?.

Cacence, n. Fr. F. ii. 114. See the n. on ver. 17354. and
Jun. Elymolor). in v.

Cairri'd, pr. n. of a city in Bretagne. 11120.

Caitif, n. (^ adj. Fr. Chetif. A wretch ; wretched. 1719.

1948.

Cai.cinatiom, n. Fr. A chemical process, by which bodies

are reduced to a calx. 16272.

Calculed, pn. «. Fr. Calculated. 11596.

Calewbis, R. 7"93. is probably mis-written. The Orig.

has La poire du Caillouel. 12468. Cotgrave says, that

Cnillouet is the name of a very sweet pear.

CAi,rDo.vE,j>r. n. 12539. It should be iacedom ;«. Seethe
n. on ver. 12537.

Caliopuia, pr. n. F. iii. 182. We should rather read

Calypsa, with the two Bodl. 5ISS. for Calypso.

Calle. n. Fr. A species of cap. 6600. T. iii. 775.

Camajlle, ?!. Fr. A camel. 9072.

CAMELijf e, ji. Fr. a stuff made of camel's hair. U. 7367.

Camusk, adj. Fr. Flat. 3932. 3972.

Can, v. Sax. To know. 4467. 5638. See Conne.
Cananee, adj. Fr. Cananean. 15.527.

Ca.vk, pr. n. Cana in Galilee. 5.")93.

Can-el, >i. Fr. Canal. Channel. Du. 943.

Canelle, ji. Fr. Cinnamon. R. 1370.

Canevas, n. Fr. Canvas. 16407-

Canon, 12824. The title of Avicenna's great work. See

D'Herbelot, in v. Canun.
Caxtel, n. Sax. A fragment. 3010.

Capel, jj. Lax. A horse. 17013, 4. And gave him Caples
to his carte. P. P. 109.

CAPiTAr.vE, n. Fr. A captain. 12516.

CAriTOLiB, n. IiAT. The Capitol at Rome. 146;i, .3.

Cappe, m. Lat. a cap, or hood. To set a man's cap. 588.

3145. To make a fool of him.
Captif, adj. Fr. Captive. T. iii. 383.

Cardiacle, n. Fr. Gb. A pain about the heart. 12247-

Carectks, n. pi. Lat. Gr. Characters. P. P. 61.

Carfe, pa, t. of Carve, v. Sax. Cut. 14519.

Carle, n. Sax. A thurl ; a hardy country fellow. 547.

Car.mks, n. ]it. Fb. Carmelite Friars. R. 7462.

Carole, n. Fr. A sort of d.ince. liKKt.

V. Fb. To dance. 2204. Jn caroling. 16813. In
dancing.

Carpb, f. To talk. 476. By carping qftonge ; By speech.

P.P. 566.

Cahrainr, n Fr. A carrion; dead or putriCed fleah.

2015 1454i.

Carkike, n. Fr. A large ship 7270.

Carte, ;i. Sax. A chariot. 2ii24.

Carter, n. Sax. A charioteer. 2024.

Ca3,«. Fr. Cas. Chance. B46. l/pon cu». 3661. T. i. 271.

By chance.

n. Fr. C^sse. A case ; quiver 23«)0.

C'ASaioDORE, pr. )i. M. Ill, ci'l. 1 , 1. 8 Cassiodorus ; a Ro-

man Senator and Consul. A. C. 513. Several of liis Works
are extant. See Fabric. Bibl. Lat. and hidl. Med. Jit.

Cast, i>. Sa."C. A contrivance. 3<)05. 2470.

Caste, v. To throw T. iii. 712. L. W. 1931.—To contrive.

M. 120, col. 1, 1. 23.

Casteloigne, pr. n. Catalonia, in Spain. F. iii. 158.

Casuel, adj. Fb. Accidental. T. iv. 419.

Catapucb, n. Fr- A species of spurge. 14971.

Catei, n. Fb, Goods ; valuable things of all s<irt*. 542.

3;)77- 4447.

Catkrwawed. 5936. To gon a calerwaxced seems to sig-

nify the same as to go a caterwawing ,- or caterwawling,

as it has been called by later writers.

Caton, pr. n. See the n. on ver. 3227.

Caught, va. t. et part, of Catch. 8986. 11824.

Cavilatioun, n. Fb. Cavil. 7718.

Cecile, Cecilie, ;>r. n. Cecilia. 15fi(»4. 15686.

Ceisf., 11. 7258. Cese. a. F. 481, are misprinted for

Seise, v. Fb. To seize ; to laj- hold of.

Celeber, n. Lat. Celerarius. The officer in a mona.stery

who had the care of the provisions. 13942.

Celle, n. Lat. A religious house. 172. It seems to be

put for a man's head. 13978. See also 1378.

Celsitude, n. Fr. Highness. C. L. 611.

Censer, n. Fr. An incense-pot. 3-140-

Censing, part. pr. Fr. Fumigating with incense. 3341

Centaukie, pr. n. of an herb. 14969-

Cercle, v. Fr. To surround- U. 1619.

Cercles, n. pi. Fr. Circles. 2039.

Cerial, adj. Fr, Belonging to the species of oak called

Cerrus. Lat. Cerro. Ital. Cerre. Fr. 2292,

Certain, adj. Fr, is used sometimes as a substantive. 0-

unces a certain. 16244. A certain ofgold. 164;i2. i e. A
certain nujnber of ounces; a certain quantity of gold.

Certai.v, Certes, adv. Certainly, 3495. 6790.

Ceruse, n. Fb. White lead. 632.

Cesed, part. pa. for Seised. C. M. 87. is used in a legal

sense. To that he lie cesed thereicilh . Till that he be

possessed thereof ; Till he have seisen thereof.

Cesse, v. Fr. To cease. T. ii. 483.

Chack, v. Fr. To chase ; to pursue. 8217- 8269.

Chafe, v. Fr. To grow warm or angry. P. 161, col. 1, 1. (J4.

Chaffabe, n. Sax. Merchandize. 45.'i8. 13215.

. I'. Sax. To merchandize. 45J9.

Chaiere, «. Fr. A chair. 145:tl. The chair, or pulpit, of

a professor or preacher. 7100.

Chalons, 4138. See the note.

Cha.mbebebe, n. Fb. A chamber-maid- 5882. 8695.

Champabtie. n. Fn. A share of land; A partnership in

power. 1951. Lydgate has the same expression. Trag.

139. B. viii. 17.

Chantepleube, n. Fb. A sort of proverbial expression for

singing and weeping successively. An. 323. See Lyd{.

Trag. St. the last; where he says that his book is

" Lyke Chanteplcurc , now singing now weping."

InSIS. Harl. 4.^^3. is a Ballad, which turns upon this

expression. It begins; Muultvautmicux \>\euTe<i\\anie

que nefait chante pleure.

Chanterie, n. Fr. An endowment for the payment of a

priest, to sing mass agreeably to the appointment of the

founder. 512. There were thirty-five of these Chantcries
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established at St. Paul's, which were served by fifty-four

Priests. Dttpd. Hist. pref. p 41.

Chapman, n. Sax. A merchant or trader. 15184, 6.

Chapmanhede, n. Sax. The condition of a chapman or

tradesman. 13168.

Char, n. Fr. A chariot. 2140. 14366.

Charboucle, n. Fr. A carbuncle. 1.3800.

Chargk, n. Fr. A load, burtlien ; business of weight. It

n'ere no charjie. 2289. It were no harm. Of which ihire
j

is no charge. iOQ'l^. From which there is no consequence
|

to be expected. 0/ that no charge. 16217. No matter

for that.

V. Fr. To weigh, to incline on account of weight.

F. ii. 237.— Which chargelh not to say. T. iii 1502. Which
it is of no importance to say.

Chargeant, particip. pr. Burthensome. M. Ill, col. 2,

1. 49. P. 162, col. 1. 1. 56.

Charmeresse, «. Fr. An enchantress. F. iii. 171.

Chastelaine, n. Fr. The wife of a Chastclain, or lord of

a castle, R. 3740.

Chastie, v. Fr. To chastise. R. 6993.

Chauxtbclere, pr. n. of a cock. 14855.

Chekere, n. Fr. A chess-board. Du. 660.

Chees, pa. t. of Chese, v. Sax. Cliose. 9471. 10039.

Chehfis. R. 7091. We should read Cheses. The Orig.

has fromages.
Cheke. Du. 659. A term at chess, to give notice to the

opposite party, that his liing, if not removed, or guarded

by the interposition of some other piece, will be made
prisoner. It is derived originally from the Persian

Shah, i. e. King s and means. Take care of your king.

See Hyde, IJist. Skahilud, p. 3, 4.

Chekblatoun, 13664. See the note.

Chekesi ATE, or simply Mate, is a term used at chess, when
the king is actually made prisoner, and the game conse-

quently finished. The Persian phrase is Shah mat, i. e.

The King is conquered. T. ii. 754. Du. 659. 660. See

Hyde, Hist. Sliahilud, p. 1.52.

Chelau.vdre, n. Fr. A goldfinch. R. 81.

Chepe, v. Sax. To cheapen ; to buy. 5850.

n. Cheapness. 6105. F. iii. 884.

pr. n. Cheapside in London. 756. 4375.

Cherche, n. Sax. A church. 2/62.

Chere, 71. Fr. Countenance; appearance. 8114. 8117-

—

Entertainment ; good cheer. 13257.

Cherice, v. Fr. To cherish. 14438.

Cherisance, n. Fr. Comfort. R. 3337.

Cherl. n. Sax. A man of mean birth and condition. 6/40.

7764.

Cherlish, adj. Illiberal. 11827.

Ches, )j. Fr. The game of chess. 11212.

Chese, v. Sax. To choose. 6480. 11398.

for Cheseth. 6497-

Cheste, n. Lat. A cofiin. 7905.

71. Debate. P. 158, col 2, 1. 57.

Chesteine, n. Fr. The chesnut tree. 2924.—The chesnut

fruit. R. 1375.

Chevachie, n. Fr. An expedition. See the n. on ver. 85.

andver. 16999.

Chevalrie, 71. Fr. Knighthood ; the manners, exercises,

and valiant exploits, of a Ijnight. 45. 2108. 2186.

Chevalrous, adj. Valijint. T. v. 802.

Cheve, v. Fr. To come to an agreement, or conclusion.

Tvel mote he cheve. 16693. Ill may he end. See ver.

4172. Ye, they shal have theflour of yvel ending.

Chevesaile, n. Fr. A necklace. R. 1082. The word
does not occur in the Orig. in this place, but it is used in

ver. 21897.

Et pour te7iir la chevessaille
Deux fermeaux d'or au col luy bailie.

Chevetain, n. Fr. Chieftain. 2557.

Chevisance, n. Fr. Anagreement for borrowing of money.
13259. 13277. 13321.

Chiche, adj. Fr. Niggardly, sparing. R. 5588.

Chichevache. See the n. on ver. 9064.

Chideresse, n. Sax. A female scold. R. 42! 6.

Chidester, 71. Sax. A female scold. 9409.

Chiertee. Fr. Tenderness ; affection. 5978. 13266.

Chtkb, w. Sax. A chicken. R. 541.

Chimbe, n. Sax. The prominent part of the staves beyond

the head of a barrel. .3893.

Chimbe, v. To sound in consonance, like bells. 3894

Chimbney, n. Fr. A chimney. T. iii. 1147.

ChinChe, adj. as Chiche. R. 5998. Conf. A7/1. 109. b.

Chi.vcherie, n. Niggardliness. M. 116, col. 2, 1. 63.

Chirchb, 71. Sax. A church. 12263.

Chibchekeve, n. Sax. A church-warden. 6889.

Chirchhawe, n. Sax. A chm'ch-yard. P. 169, col. 1 , 1. 54.

Chirk, v. Sax. To chirp, as a sparrow. 7386.

Chirking, n. A disagreeable sound. 2006. F. iii. 853.

Chit for Chideth. 16.389.

Chivacheb, n. as Chevachie. 16999.

Chiver, v. Sax. To shiver. R. 1732. B. K. 231.

Cieroes, n. pi. Fr. Wax-tapers. R. 6248.

CipiovN, pi: n. Scipio. R. 10.

Cipris, pr. n. Venus. F. ii. 10.

Circes, pr. n. for Circe, 1946.

Citee, n. Fs. a city. 941.

Citole, n. Fr. A musical instrument. 1961. Sir John
Hawkins, in his very curious History of Musick, v. 2.

p. 106. n. supposes it to have been a sort of Dulcimer,

and that the name is a corruption of the Lat. Ccstella.

Beside the passage which he has quoted from Gower,

Conf. Am. 178. it is mentioned again in fol. 189. among
the instruments ivhich sowned loive. See also Du Cange,

in v. Citola, and M. de la Ravaliere, Poi'sies du Roy de

Navarre. T. L p. 248.

Citrin, adj. Fr. Of a pale yellow, or citron-colour. 2169.

Citrination, n. A chemical term. Arnoldus in Rosario

MS. 1. I. c. 5. Citrinacio nihil aliud est quam completa

albedinis digestio, nee albedo est aliud quam 7iigredi7iit

ablatio. Gloss. Carpent. in v.

Clamben, pa. t.pl. of Cli.mb, v. Sax. F. iii. 1061.

C'lapers, n. pi. Fr. Rabbet-burrows. R. 14(i.i.

C1.APPB, V. Sax. To knock repeatedly. 7163, 6.—To talk

fast. 9076.

Clappeth, imp. m. 2 pers. pi. 9076.

Clapping, n. Noisy talking. 8875.

Clapsed. Clasped. 275.

Clarre, 71. Fr. Wine mixed with honey and spices, and

afterwards strained till it is clea7: 1473. 9717- It was
otherwise called Piine7it ; as appears from the title of

the following receipt, in the Medulla Cirurgice Rolandi.

MS. £od. 761. fol. 86. " Claret'um\)on\im,i,i\-6pigme7itum.

—Accipe nucet7i inoschatam, cariofilos, gingebas, 7nacis,

einainomum , galatigutTi ; quae omnia in pulverem redacta

distempera cum bono vino cum tertid parte mellis : post

cola per sacculum,et da ad bibendum. Et nota, quod

illud idem potest fieri de cerevisid." And so in R. 5907'

Clarri is the translation of Piment. Orig. 11453.

Clattereden, pa. t. pi. of Clatter, v. Sax. 2425.

Claudian, pr. n. His poem De 7-aptu Pi-oserpina is

alluded to in v. 10106. See also F. i. 449. iii. 419.

Clause, 71. Fr. An end, or conclusion. T. ii. 728.

Claw, v. Sax. To stroke. T. iv. 728. He clawed ftim on

the back. 4324. Ho stroked him on the back, to encour-

age him. To clatv on the gall, 6522. signifies the same as

To rub on a sore place.

Cled for Clad. T. iii. 1527.

Clenenesse, n. Sax. Purity. 7465. 7492.

Clepe, v. Sax. To call. 3432.—To name. 4611.

Clergie, n. Fr. The clerical profession. 6859.

Clergial, adj. Learned. 16220.

Clebgion, n. A young clerk. 134,33.

Clerk, n. Fr. A person in holy orders. P. 169, col. 1, 1. 44.

—A man of learning. 482.—A student at the university.

3199. 6109. The Clerk of Oxenforde. See his Cha-

racter, ver. 287—310.

ChKVEs, n. pi. Sax. Rocks. L. W. 1 468. SeeCLiFFE.

Cliffe, »i. Sax. A rock. L. W. 1495.

Clifte, n. Sax. A cleft. 7/27.

Cliket, n. Fr. A key. 9991, 5, 7.

Clinke, v. Fr. To ring. 12926.

_ V. neut. To tinkle. 12598.

Clippe, v. Sax. To cut hair. 3.324—To embrace. 10297

Cljpsy, adj. As if eclipsed. R. 5349.
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' HED, arfj. Sax. Like a club. 1.1904.

-iBK, «. Fr. a cloister. 7'Jf!l-—An inclosure. I.'i511.

I i.EX, pa. t. p!. of f'Li.Mn, v. Sax. '.HVMi.

~ :r, n. Fr. An ini.lo>urc. R. 4069.

K LKFE. A leaf of the bur-dock, or clote-bur. 16045.

i:KKi>,;)a>-r;ia. Sax. Clotted. 2747.

i:-(iiLOKRE. See the note on ver. 13692.

IKS, >i. pi. Sax. SDjall pieces. 9827-

w. 3639. This word seems to be formed from the Sax.
I luinian. Mussitare, niurmtirare ; to express tho

imbiing noise, which is made by a congregation in

"uipauying prayers, which they cannot perfectly

I'l-at.

iLAT, part. va-JjAT. Curdled. 10270.

Ks BONES. 1095!). 1/340. A corruption of a familiar

:li, which appears undisguised in ver. 12029.

,1. Sax. A bag. 1246.S.

:K,n. Fr. a chest. 300. 8461.

K,n. Sax. A cock-boat. L.W. 1479. See Du Cange,

\ COGO.

vs, n. pi Fr. Testicles. 12086.

: , II. Fr. a piece of money. 9044.

- A quince. H. 1373.

1 , a<IJ. Fr. Neat ; trim. C. D. 1824.

, II. Lat. a cook. See his Character, ver. 381, 9.

sEV. See the n. on ver. 4200.

I i. Ku'oLD, n. A cuckold. How this word has been

f >inied is difficult to say, but probably it has some rela-

fi'ii to tho Fr. Cock. In the best MSS. of the Canter-
i:v Talks it is constantly spelled as above; and is

A lys, I believe, to be pronounced as a trisyllabic. See

1. 3154. 3226. 6796. 7198. 10130. 12310. The author of

Remedie of Love, ver. 288. seq. pretends, that the
• orthographie of this word is cokcoid, according to a

-t absurd etymologie, which he has there given of it

;

:id(iitional proof, if any were wanted, that the lieme-

t)f Love was not written by Chaucer
See the n. on ver. 15221.

v. Sax. To grow cold. 5299.

•-, n. Fr. a collar. 3239. T. V. 1659.

KKD, part, pa- Collared; wearing collars. 2154.

\Tio.v, n. Fr. A conference. 8201.

VGES, n. pi. Fr. Embraces roiuid the neck. T. L. ii. .340.

Ml, ailj. Sax. Playful as a colt. 9721.

MBiNE, ailj. Lat. Belonging to a dove; dovelike.
1.HI15.

( (I M iiRE-woRLD, n. An incumbrance to the world. T. iv. 279.

I" ' n;isT, adj. Lat. Burnt 16279- A term in astrology,

K\\cn a planet is not more than 8° 30' distant from the
- 111. T. iii. 718.

for Co.MBTH, 15710.

!f:vs.*l, n. Fr. A companion at t.ible. T. L. i. 319.

II NE, n. Fr. Commonalty. 7940.

< "iMiiMEs, n. pj. Commoners; common people. 2511.
I iiAiGNABLE, ad;. Fr. Sociable. 12934.

1 AXE for CoMPAGNE. 3709. Sco the notc.

! \s, n. Fk. a compass ; a circle. The trine compas.
.1.3. The Trinity ; an appellation borrowed, as it

-<ems, from the common emblem of that mystery, a
circle circumscribing a triangle.—Contrivance. F. i. 461.

iii 80.

f'oMI'ASMENT, Ji.L. W. 1414.
)

Compassing, n. 1998. j

Contrivance.

' I'.iss, r. To contrive. L. W. 1412. ^/i- compassed 71 i*

";/'('. 5011. He contrived in his thought.
ENABLE, ndj. Fr. 14878. as CoMPAiGNAnLB.
•KRE, n. Fr. a gossip ; a near friend. 672. ii\'.

Li.N, n. Fr. Compile. Even -song ; the last service of

(lay. P. 154, col. 2, 1. 68.—Singing, in general. 4109.

to ii'on-NED, part. pa. Composed; put together. L.W.
-'.'):4. F. ii. 521.

CoMPTE, II. Fr. Account. R. 5026.

'oxcETE, n. Fr. Conception; apprehension. Bo. iii. pr. 10.

Co^DEscE.VDE, V. Fr. To yield. I072I.

CoNDisE, n. pi. Fr. Conduits. R. 1414.

Co>FECTURE, n. Fr. Composition. 12796.

Confuse, adj. Fr. Confounded. 2232. 159.31. He became
Fo CONFUSE, he conneth not loke. P. P. 47. b.

CoNjECTK, V. Fr. To project. R. 692(1.

CovisAiNCK, n. Fb. UndercLinding. R. 5465.

Conjure, v. Fn. To adjure. 1.^574.

CoNNK, V. Sax. To know ; to l>e able. I thai not COVNB
anstcere. M. 118, col. 1, 1. 55. I shall not kiinw how, or be
able, to answer. Thou thalt iicirr—Con kimiri-ii. R. 7i:i.'i.

Thou Shalt never bi- atile to know.

—

To conne lliauk ,-

to be pleased, or obliged; Sfavoir gri. Fn. I8I0. 30O6.

To conne maugri!, R. 4559. To be digpleoiscd ; Sfavoir
mat gr^. Orig.

CoNSEiL, n. Pr. Counsel. 9237.

CoNSENTANT, part. pr. Fr. Cousentant o/this curscdnetsc.
12210. Consenting to t. c.

Conserve, v. Fr. To preserve. 1,")855.

CoNSTSTORV, n. Fr. signifies usually an Ecclesiastical Court;
but in v. 120fX). 12191. any court of justice.

Constablkrie, n. Fr. A ward, or division of a castle,

under the care of a constable. R. 4218. Sec Du Cangc,
in v. C0NSTABUI.ARIUS ca.sthi.

Consta.vtfnk, pr. n. See the n. on ver. 9684.

CoNTEKB, »!. Sax. Contention. 2005. T. V. 1470.

C0NTE.VANC8, n. Fr. Appearance; pretence. 4419. 167.T2.

Co.vTRACT, ;(ar<. pa. Lat. Contracted. P. LM, col.2, 1. 18.

CoNTRARiAUNTBs, pai't. pr. is used in the plural number,
according to the French custom. T. L. i. 319. b. Oppos-
ing ; contradicting.

CoNTRARiE, V. Fr. To contradict. 6626.

CoNTRARious, adj. Fr. Opposite. 0280. Perverse. 6362.

CoNTRARv, «. Fr, Adversary. 1861.

CoNTREKETE, D. Fr. To Counterfeit ; imitate. 1.10. 15.327.

CoNTROVB, V. Fr. To invent R. 4249. 7.'j47.

CoNTUBERNiAL, adj. Lat. Familiar. P 16.3, col. 2, 1. 69.

CoNTUNB for Continue. R. 4354 5205. 5.332. This is one
of those licences/or the sake o/rime, of which see the n.

on V. 8915. Our author seems to have been ashamed of

it, as I do not recollect to have met with it in the Can-
TERBimv Tales. Lydgate has been less scrupulous. See
Trag. 2. b. 14. b. 24. b.

C!opE, n. Fr. Cape. A cloak. 13955.

CoppE, n. Sax. The top of any thing. .556. P. iii. 76.

CoRAGE, n. Fn. Heart 22.—Inclination. 9130.—Spirit;
courage. 1947. 8096.

Cor.HETTKS, n. pi. Fn. Niches for statues. F. iii. 214.

CORDETH for ACCORDETH. T. il. 1043.

CoRDEWANE, n. Fr. Cordouon. Spanish leather, so called

from Corduba. 1.3602.

CoRDiLEREs, «. pi. Fr. Cordelicrs. An order of Friars, so

called from their wearing a cord for a girdle. R. 7-161.

CoRiNNE, pr. n. An. 21. What author is meant, I cannot

say. One can hardly suppose that Chaucer had met
with that poem of the antient Corinna, the contempo-
rary of Pindar, which was entitled 'E-r-ra t^i (rlrXan

(Friigm. ex Ajwlloiiio Dyscolo, ap. Maittair. de Dialect,

p. 429. 1. 4.) nor do I know that any fictitious work upon
the War of Thebes has ever been set forth imder her

name. She is mentioned by Propertius (2 EL ,3. v. 21.)

and by Statins (Sylv. V. Carm. .3. v. 158.) but neither of

them takes notice of her having written on the affairs of

Thebes.

CoRNEWAiLE, pr. 71. Cornouaillc, in Bretagne. R. 42.W.

CoRNicuLERE, «. Lat. An officer in the Roman Govern-

ment 15837. See Pitisc- Lex. Ant. Rom. in v. Cornicu-

larius.

CoRNMUsE, n. Fb. A bagpipe. F. iii. 128.

Corny, adj. Sax. Strong of the com, or malt. 12249. 12.3;*.

CoRouNE, n. Fr. A crown, or garland. 22;>2. I5()89.

Corps, n. Fr. Body. 12238. 138.36.

Corpus, n. Lat. Body. Corpiit Domini. 1.3.365. God's

body. Corpus Hadrian. 13898.

CoRRiGE, V. Fr. To correct. Bo. iv. pr. 4. pr. ?•

CoHRUMPABLE, adj. Fn. Corruptible. 3f)12.

CoRRUsiPE, V. Fb. To corrupt. 2748.

Corse, v. Sax. To curse. T. iii. 1707-

CoRsEiNT, n. Fr. A hoi, body ; a Saint C. D. 940. The

coRSAV.VT and the kirki: P. L. 44.

CORVEN, part. pa. of Carvb, v. Soc. Cut, 2698.

CosiN, n. Fr. A cousin, or kinsm.an. It is sometimes

used adjectively. 744. 17159. Allied; related
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CoMNAGK, n. Fr. Kindred. 13330.

CosTAGE, n. Fr. Cost, expence. ."iSSl. 9n()2.

CosTEiE. V. Fr. To go by the coast B. K 36.

CosTLEHE, adj. Costly. P. 155, col. 2, 1 23

CobTRELL, n. A drinking-vessel. L. W. 2655. See Du
Cange, in v. Costrellus.

Cote, n. Sax. A cottage. 8274.

71. Fr. a coat. 87H!).—CoTB-AKMtTRE ; A coat worn

over armour ; upon which the armorial ensigns of the

wearer were usually embroidered. 1018. 2142.

CoTiDfEN, adj. Fr. Daily. It is used as a substantive for

A quotidien ague. R. 24(il.

Coi'CHE, V. Fr. To lay. 16620.

Couched, part. pa. Laid. 16668. Couched with perles.

2163. Laid, or trimmed with i)earls.

CouD, CouDE, pa. t. of CoNNB. Knew; was able. 94, .5.

. See the Essay, &c. n. ,35. It is used as & participle pa.

V. 1/1, col. 1, 1. 46. So that instead of always in the

note. I should have said generally/.

CovEiTE, V. Fr. To covet. R. 61/3.

CovENABLE, ad/. Fr. Convenient; suitable. P. 148, col. I,

1.12.

CoVERCHiEFS, TO. pi. Fr. Head-cloaths. 455.

CovERCLB, 71. Fr. a pot-lid. F. ii 284.

Covert, adj. Fr. Secret ; covered. R. 6149.

Co\^NE, n. Fr. Secret contrivances. 606. R. 3799.

CouLPE, /i. Fr. a fault. P. 153, col. 2, 1. 2.3.

Count, v. Fr. To account ; to esteem. 4054. 4190.

Coi'NTBRPEiSE, ?!. Fr. A counterpoise; a weight which

balances another. T. iii. 1413.

V. Fr. To counterpoise. F. iii. 660.

CouNTERPLETE, I'. Fr. To plead against. L. W. 476.

CouNTERWAiTE, V. Fr. To watch against. JL 112, col. 2,

1. 65.

CouNTouR, n. Fr. Comptoir. A compting house. 13143 —
Compteur. An arithmetician. Du. 435.

361. See the note.

CouNTRETAiLLE, 71. Fr. A tally answering exactly to

another. Hence echo is said to answer at the couiitre-

taille. 9066.

CouRE, V. Fr. To sit crouching, like a brooding hen.

R. 465.

CoDRTEPY. See the n. on ver. 292.

CouBT-MAN. 9366. A courtier. Homme de Cour. Fr.

Couth, Couthe, pa. t. of Conne. Knew ; was able. 392.

R. 753.

part. pa. Known. 14. 8818.

CowARDiSE, M. Fr. Want of courage. Cowa7-dic, 2732.

R. 2490. As to the etymology of the adj. from which

this word has been formed, I think the opinion of

Twysden and Somner. Gloss, ad X. Script, y. Fi-idwitc,

much the most probable, who derive it from the Barb.

Lat. Ciiluni veriere; to turn tall, or run away. See

Du Cange, in v. Culverta, and Culvertagium, who
rejects the opinion above mentioned, but without sug-

gesting any thing so plausible. Culvert, as it is written

in the oldest and best French JISS. that I have seen,

might easily be corrupted, according to the French mode
of pronunciation, into Couart and Cotiard.

I have somewhere seen the French language seriously

charged with indelicacy for its frequent and wanton use

of the word citl in composition ; nor can the charge be

said to be groundless. Beside the numerous instances

which will occur to every body, I suspect that this mono-

syllable makes part of a common and solemn term in our

Law, imported originally from France. Culprist seems to

me to have been a vulgar name for a prisoner ,- a person

taken by that part which is most exposed in running

away. Holinshed has expressed the same idea more
delicately. Vol. iii. p. 842. The prentisis ivere caught by

the BACKS a7id had to prison. And so it is expressed

in " A/icient Scottish Poems," p. 182. ver. 15.

Tet deid [death] sal tak him be the bak.

Cove, v. Fr. To quiet, to sooth. T; ii. 801.

Craftesman, n. Sax. A man of skill. 1899.

Crake, v. Fr. To crack. 3999.

Crakei,, v. Sax. To quaver hoarsely in singing.

9724. C.N. 119.

Crasipish, v. Fr. To contract violently, as the ciaaip

does. An. 170.

Cbatching, 1i. Sax. Scratching. 28.'Wi.

Crased, part- pa. Fu- Ecrasi. Broken. 164i)2.

Creancb, n. Fr. Faith ; belief. 53.3.^.

V. Fr. To borrow money. 13219, 33, 96.

Create, part. pa. Lat. Crer.ted. P. 150, col. 2, 1. 63.

Crencled, part. pa. Crincled ; circularly formed. L. W.
2010. Perhaps from the Island. Krynge. Circirni, gprn.

Crepil, n. Sax. A cripple. T. iv. 1458.

Crevasse, n. Fr. A chink, or crevice. F. iii. 996.

Criandb, pai-t. pr. of Crie, v. Fr. Crying. R. 31.38.

Crips. F. iii. 296. as Ckispe.

Crisippus, pr. 71. 6259. I find the title of a work in Mont-

faucon, Bibl. p. 513. to which Chaucer may possibly

allude. Chrysippi, discipuli Euthymii, in Joannem ok
mixim.—and again p. 1314. Chrysippi Presbyteri laudai

S. Joan7iis Baptistce. It is not likely that a Panegyi;

on the Baptist might be led by his rage against Herod i,

to say some harsh things of women in general.

Crispe, (1(7/. Lat. Curled. 5886.

Cboce, n. Sax. A cross. 6066.

Crois, n. Fb. a cross. 12885.

Cromes, n. pi. Sax. Crumbs. 15528.

Cbommed, pai't. pa. Sax. StufiFed, crammed. F. iii. 1039

Cbone, »!. Sax. An old woman. 4852 'Kionie ; Ovisvetuhi.

Kilian.

Crope, Cbopkn, part. pa. of Crepe, v. Sax. Crept. 42.J7

11918.

Croppes, n. pi. Sax. The extremities of the shoots of L

vegetables. 7- Now 771 the crop. 1.534. Now at the top. II

Croppe a7id rote. T. ii. 348. Root and branch ; the whn!r

of a thing.

Crosselet, 71. Fr. A crucible. 16585.

Cp.ouche, v. Sax. To sign with thecrosp. 9.'i8i.

Croude, j;. Sax. To shove together. 4716.

Crouke, 71. Sax. An earthen pitcher. 4156.

Crou.v, n. Fr. signifies Head. 4039. 4097.

Croope, n. Fr, The ridge of the back. 7141.

Crowes feet. T. ii. 404. The wrinkles which spread from
1

the outer corners of the eyes. Spenser describes this

mark of old age in the same manner, Eel. 12.

And hy mine eie the crow his claw doth Tjoright.

Crowned, part. pa. Wearing a crown. Croicned malice. ]

10840. Sovereign malice.

Crull, adj. Sax. Curled. 81. 3314.

Cucurbite, n. Lat. A gourd ; a vessel, shaped like a

gourd, used in distillation. 16262.

CuLPONs, n. pi. Fb. Shreds. 681. Logs. 2869.

j

Culver, n. Sax. A dove. L. W. 230?.

i

CuppE, w. Fr. a cup. Withouten ciippe he drank all his

I

pe7iance. 11254. He took large draughts of grief; he

made no use of a cup, but drank out of the pot.

Curation, n. Fr. Cure ; healing. T. i. 792. Bo. i. pr. 6.

Cure, n. Fr. Care. / do no cure. L. W. 152. 1 take no care.

CuRFEW-TiME, 3645. accordiug to the Conqueror's edict, i.^

said to have been 8 h. P. M. Walsingham, speaking of

an event on the 2d of September, 1311. mentions !) h. as

the hora ignitegii. It probably varied with the seasons

of the year.

Curious, adj. Fb. Careful. 13156. R. 6578.

CuuTBis, adj. Fr. Courteous. 99. 6869.

Customer, adj. Fb. Accustomed. R. 4936.

CuTTB, Cut. 837. 847. 12727. seq. See the n. on ver. 8.37-

D.

Daffb, n. Sax. A fool. 4206. Thou dotest, daffe, quod

she, dull are thy wittes. P. P. 6. h.

Dagge, 71. A slip, or shred. R. 7212.

Dagged, part. pa. Cut into slips. P. 155, col. 2, 44.

Daggtng, 71. slitting ; cutting into slips. P. 155, col. 2, 3;i

Dagon, 71. A slip, or piece. 733.3.

Damascene, pr. n. The country about Damascus. 14013.

. pr. n. 4a% Joannes Mesue Daniascenus, an

Arabian Physician, in the viiith and ixth century. See

Fabric. Bibl. Or. t, xiii. p. 256.

1
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Davk. »^. Fr. Lat. Domina, Mistress, Lady. ''.i»7- 7i'>\.

—Mother. 3X{).

I

Dampns, v. Fu. To conrtemn. 5530. 5C>5i.

Vas, n. Fr. Lat. Vaminus. Lord ; was a title conin-.only

pivon to Monks. 12973. 13!)35, 6. See the n. on vcr.

'MM. It is also prefixed hy Chancer to the names of

other persons of all sorts. l><in Arcitt: 2ti93. Dan Bur-
tifl!. 15318. DanCaton. 14!»7;.

Dance, n. Fr. The oliie dancc: 478. 12013. The old game.

Stc R. 43O0. T. iii. 696. The French have the same
l)hraso. Jilie spail assez de la vieille daiisc. Cotwrave.

Danger, «. Fr. A dangerous situation. In danger. Ofi.'i.

See the note ; and U. 1470.—Coyness ; sparingness. 1{.

1147. T. ii. 384. With danger. 6103. Sparingly.

Dangerous, aiij. Difficult ; sparing. 519. .5733.

Dantk, pr. n. 6708. 14771- L- W. 360. V. i. 450. See the n.

on ver. (J710. and Gloss, in v. Lavbxder.
Dapple-Gray. 1,3813. The colour which is called in Fr,

PummeU. See ver. 618.

Dare, v. Sax. To stare. 130a3.

Dares, pr. n. of a supposed Historian of the Troj.m war.

F. iii. 379. Du. 1070.

Darreine, v. Fr. Desrener. Lat. Dcrationare. To con-

test. 1611. 1633.

Dart, n. Sax. A spear, or javelin. 7'he dart is selte up
for virginilee. 5657. There is an allusion to the same
custom in Lydg. Trag. 26.

And oft it happeneth, he, th.it hath bcstron,
Doth not Ifie spere like his desert possede.

Daskn, pr. t. pi. of Dase, v- Sax. Grow dim-vsightcd.

16980.

Daunt, v. Fr. To conquer. P. 152, col. 1, 1. 10. R. 4764.

That ne with loVi- may daunted be. Orig. 4444. Qui jiar

amours ne soil domptez.

Dawe, v. Sax. To dawn. 1678. 971C.

Daweni.no, n. Sax. Day-break. 148118. L. W. 2183.

Dawes, n. pi. for Daves. 11492. The Saxon T is frequently

expressed by w as well as by y.

Dave, n. Sax. Day ; Time. 9012. At my day. \&A9h. At
the day appointed to me. To graunl liim liayes of the

remenant- 11879. To permit him to pay the remainder
at certain days, by instalments.

Deaurat, part. pa. Lat. Gilded. 3. K. .198.

Debate, v. Fr. To fight. 13797.

Debonaire, adj. Fr. Courteous. M. 118, col. 2, 1. .37.

Gentle. Bo. i. m. 5.

Decoped, part. pa. Fr. Cut down. R. 843.

Decouate, pr. n. Decoratus. Do. iii. pr. 4.

Deoe, v. Sax. To grow dead. F. ii. 44.

part. pa. Dead. 7090.

Dedley, arf/. Sax. Devoted to death. I J.352. Ho. v. pr. 6.

Deduit, n. Fr. Pleasure. 2179.

Defait, Defaited, part. pa. Fr. Wasted. T. V. (il8.

Defame, n. Fr. Infamy. 14467.

. V. Fr. To make infamous. 3149.

Defaute, n. Fr. Want. Bo. iii. pr. 3. Dekautess, pL
Defects. 7.392.

Depende, f. Fb. To forbid. 7416. 16938 To ransom. R.
7088.

Defence, n. Fr. Prohibition. T. iii. 138.

Definishe, v. Fr. To define; to make a definition of.

Bo. V. pr. 1.

Degree, n. Fr. A stair, or set of steps. R. 45.—Hank in

life. 9901.

Deiden, pa. t. pi. of Dbye, v. Sax. Died. 748:$.

Dkine for Deien, inf. m. of Deye, v. Sax. To die. L. W.
1179.

DeInous, adj. Fb. Disdainful. 3930.

DEfNTEE, n. Fr. Value ; a thing of value. JJath deinlee.

4559. Values highly. Told no deintee of. 5790. Set no
value upon. It was deintee. 8988. It was a valuable
thing. See also T. ii. 164.

Deinteous, a(f;. Choice; valuable. 8141.

i>Eis, n. Fb. See the n. on ver. .372.

Del, n. Sax. A part. Never a del. .3066. Not a bit. Every
del. 3369. Every part.

Dble, r. Sax. To divide. 7831.

Delirkre, r. Fr. To deliberate. M. Illl. (\1. 2.1. 12. T.

iv. 169.

Demcacie, >i. Fr. Pleasure. 14.">97.

Dki.ick.s, n. til. Fr. Delights. 15471.

Dei.ie, adj. Fb. Delii'. Thin ; slender. Bo. i. pr. ).

Delit, n. Fr. Dclitht. 74.'.7.

Dki.itadle, adj. 1'"r. Deleetable. 7938. 807.-1.

Deliver, n./;'. Fit. Nimble. 84. Coil/". y(m. 177. Ii.

Dkliverly, <I(/i;. Quickly. 15422.

Delivkrsess, m. Fr. Agility. M. 110, col. 1, 1. 66.

Delve, v. Sax. To dig. 538.

Deh-vy, n Lat. Deluge. Bo. ii. pr. 6.

Demaine, v. Fb. To manage. F. ii 451.

»i. F'b. Management. 14583.

Deme, r. Sax. To judge. 1.J.53.

De.moniak, ji. Fr. One possest by a devil. 7822.

Dent, n. Sax. A strolce. F. ii. 26. See Dint.

Denwere, n. Doubt. Sk. This interpretation suits .well

enough with the only pa.ss!igi> in which I have found
this word. T. L. i. 323. b. but I should be glad to see

some other instance of the use of it.

De par dieux jeo assente. 4459. In God's name I asvec.

Depabt, v. Fr. To part ; to distribute. Ti'X).

Depeint, part. pa. Fr. Painted. 12884.

Dequace, v. To shake down, q ? T. L. ii. 327. b.

Dbbe, r. Sax. To hurt. 1824. 10554. 14007.

adj. Sax. Dear. 2455.

Dkrelino, n. Sax. Darling. 3791.

Dereworth, adj. Sax. Precious ; valued at a liigh rate.

Bo. ii. pr. 1.

Derne, aiy. Sax. Secret. 3200. 3297.

Debre, cump. of Dere. Dearer. 1450. T. i. 174.

Des, F. iii. 270. As Deis.

Descensorie, n. Fr. A vessel used in Chemistry for the

extraction of oils per descensum. 16260.

Descriven, inf. m. Fr. To describe. 10354.

Desirous, adj. Fr. Eager. 10337.

Desolat, part. pa. Lat. Abandoned ; distressed. 6285.

Despite, h. Fr. Malicious anger. 949.

Despitous, arf/. Angry to excess. 6340.

Despitously, adv. Angrily. 8411.

Despoile. v. Fr. To undress. 8250.

Destreine, t'. Fb. To vex; to constrain. 1818. 17110.

Dkstrer, n. Fr. A war-horse. Lat. Dexirariun. I.'ai4l.

Destrie, Destruie, v. Vk. To destroy. 1.332. 1/110.— C. D.

1605. Descried should be Destried.

Deterhinat, part. pa. Lat. Fixed; determined. 7!m.

Detteles, adj. Free from debt. 584.

Devb, adj. Sax. Deaf. 15754.

Devi.ving, n. I'^B. Divination. 2.')2.3.

Demise, n. Fr. Direction. 818. R. 1974.

V. Fb. To direct ; to order. 1418. 1427.- To relate.

7-im. 792s.—At point devise. 368^J. A point devise'. Fr.

With the greatest exactnes-s.

Devoir, n. Fb. Duty. 2600. Wcle Ihci stode and did thcr

DEVERE. P. L. 331.

Dey, n. See the n. on ver. 14852.

Deyk, v. Sax. To die. 6987. 7210.

Dever, n. Sax. A Dyer. .364.

DiAPRED, pnr*. pa. Fr. Diversified with flourishes, / 'j.

2160. R. 9.34.

DiCHE, V. Sax. To dig; to surround with a ditch. L.W. 7('K.

DiDE for DiBDE. 6547.

pa. t. of Do. I'. Sax. 3421. Diden, pa. t. pi. 7f>7-3. 12lMil.

Die, v. Sax. To tinge. R. 17"5.

Diete, n. Fr. Daily food. 437.

Diffame, >i. Fr. Bad reputation. 8416. 8606. See Defamk.

Digestable, adj. Lat. Easy to be digested. 4.3.9.

DiGE.sTivES, n. pi. Fb. Things to help digestion. 14967.

DiGiiT, V. Sax. To dispose. 14447.—To dress. 6349. 172GI.

See ver. 10235.

DiGNE, adj. Fb. Worthy. 2218. 5198.—Proud; disdainful. 519.

Dike, v. Sax. To dig ; to make ditches. 538.

Dilatation, n. Fb. Enlargement. 4652.

Dint, n. Sax. as Dent. Thonder-dint. 5858. T. V. )5ii4.

A stroke of thunder.

D10SC0RIDE8, pr. n. of a Greek writer on Plants, who»r

work is extant. 432.
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Disarray, n. Fr. Disorder. P. 168, col. 1, 1. 62.

DisAVAUNCE, V. Fr. To drive back. T. ii. 511.

DisA VENTURE, 7!. Fr. Jlisfortutic. T. iv. 207.

DiSBLAME, V. Fr. To clear from blame. T. ii. 17.

DiscoMFrTURK, n. Fh. Defeat. 1010.

Discomfort, w. Fr. Displeasure. 11208.

DiscoMFOKTEN, V. Fr. To discourage. 2706.

DiscovEKTE, aiy. Fr. At discoverte. P. 162, col. 2, 1. 51.

Uncovered. A descouveri.

DisuEiNous, adj. Fr. Disdainful. R. 7412.

DisENCRESE, n. Fr. Diminution. B. K. 203.

V. neut. Fr. To decrease. Bo. v. pr. 6.

Disfigure, n. Fb. Deformity. 6542.

Disherited, part. pa. Fr. Disinherited ; stripped of pos-

sessions. 2928. L. W. 1063.

Dishevele, part. pa. Fr. With hair hanging loose. 685.

Descheveli.

Disjoint, n. Pr. A difficult situation. 2964. 1.3341.

DisoBEiSANT, part. pa. Fr. Disobedient. A. ¥. 429.

DisoRDEiNED, part. pa. Fr. Disorderly. P. 165, col. 2. 1. .5.

Disordin-ate, adj. \j\x. Disorderly. P. 168. col. 1, 1. 14.

DisoRDixAUNCB, n. Fr. Irregularity. F. i. 27.

Disparage, n. Fk. A disparagement. 8784.

DisPENCE, n. Fr. Expence. 443. 6845.

Disperance, n. Fr. Despair. T. ii. 530.

DispiTous, adj. Angry to excess. 518. See Dbspitous.

Displesance, n. Fr. Displeasure. R. 3436.

Dispone, v. Lat. To dispose. Bo. iv. pr. 6.

Disport, )i. Fr. Deport. Sport; diversion. 777.

V. To divert. T. iii. 1139.

Dispreising, part. pa. Fr. Undervaluing. M. 1 16, col. 1, 1. 34.

DisPUTisoN, n. Fr. Dispute. 9348. 11202. The clergie of

the south made a disputesoun. P. L. 300.

DiSRULiLy, adv. Irregularly. R. 4900.

Di-siMULE, V. Fr, To dissemble. 17296.

DissiMULiNGS, «. pZ. Fr. Dissemblings. 10599.

DissoNED, part. pa. Fr. Dissonant. IJ. 4248.

DisTAi.vE, V. Fr. To discolour ; to take away the colour.

T. ii. 840. L. W. 274.

Distinct, v. Lat. To distinguish. R. 6199.

DisTiNGUED, part. pa. Fr. Distinguished. Bo, ii. pr. o.

DisTOURBLED, p«. ;. Fr. Disturbed. R. 1713.

DisTRKVNE, n. Fr, To constrain. P. 148, col. 2, 1. 25. See

Destreine.
DisTRoUBLE, V. Fr. To disturb. P. 148, col. 1, 1. 22. Du. 524.

DisTURNE, V. Fr. To turn aside. T. iii. 719.

Dite, I'. Fr. To dictate ; to write. R. 6786.

DiTEs, n. pi. Fr. Sayings, ditties. F. ii. 1 14.

DiTus, pr. n. Dictys Cretensis. F. iii. 379.

Diverse, adj. Fr, Different. 4631.

, V. To diversify. T. iii. 1758.

Divine, n. for Divinity. R. 6488.

DiviNisTRB, n. Fr. A divine. 2813.

Do, V. Sax. See the Essay, &c. n. 37.

— for Don, part. pa. M. 120, col. 1, 1. 34.

T>oAy\>, part. pr. Doing. R. 2708.

Dogerel, adj. derived, I suppose, from Dog ; so that Rime-

dopercl in ver. 13863. may be understood to mean what
in French might be called Rime de chien. See Cotgrave,

in V. Chie.v. " Chose de chien; A paultrie thing; a

trifle; trash, trumperie."

DoGGE FOR THE BowE. 6951, 9888. A dcg used in shooting.

Doke, n. Sax. A duck. 3576.

Dole, n. Sax. as Del. R. 2364.

, n. Fr. Grief, mourning. R. 29.i9.

DoLVBN, part. pa. of Delve, v. Sax. Buried. 4070.

DoMBE, adj. Sax. Dumb. 776.

Dome, n. Sax. Judgement, opinion. 10989.

Do.MESJiAN, n. Sax. A judge. 14408.

DoNET, n. A grammar ; the elements of any art ; from

jElius Donatus, a Roman Grammarian, whose introduc-

tion to the Latin language (inter Gramm. Vet. Putsch, p.

1735.) was commonly read in schools. T. L. ii. fol. 338.

Then drave I me among drapers, my donet to lerne.

P. P. 23. b.

DoNMOw, pr. n. 5799. See the note ; and P. P. 44. b.

Donne, Don. adj. Sax. Of a bi-own or dun colour. T. ii.

90& A. F. 334.

Dormant, part. pr. Fr. Fixed ; ready. 355. Les vaisieaux
qui la dormoient i I'ancre. Froissart, v. iii. c. 52.

Dortour, n. Fr. A dormitory, or common sleeping

room. 7437.

DosEiN, n. Fr. A dozen. 580.

Dosser, n. Fr. A basket to be carried on the back. F.

iii. 850.

Dote v. Sax, To be foolish, through age or otherwise.

9.315. 16451.

Doth, imp. m. 2 per. pi. of Do. 6631. Do ye.

DoucED. F. iii. 131. may perhaps bea corruption of Doucei*',

which is the name of a musical instrument, in a poem
of Lydgate's. MS. Bodl. Fairf. 16.

" There were trumpes and trumpetes,
" Loivd^ shallys and doucetes."

DouGHTREN, }?. pi. Sax. Daughters. 41835.

Doutance, n. Fb. Doubt. T. iv. 963.

DouTE, V. Fr. To fear. R. 1089.

DouTELEEs, DouTELES, adv. Without doubt. 2669. 4511

DouTous, adj. Doubtful. T. iv, 992.

D'uutre mere. Fr. From beyond sea. Du. 253.

DowAiRE, n. Fr. Dower. 8724.

Dradde, Drad, pa. t. <5" part, of Drbde, v. Sax. Feared
15483 7945.

Draf, t). Sax. Things thrown away, as unfit for man's
food. 17346.

Draf-sak. 4204. A sack full of draffe.

Drafty, adj. Sax. Of no more value than draffe. 13851

Dragges, Tt. pi. Fr. Drugs. 428.

Dredb, n. Sax. Fear; Doubt. WitJiouten drede. 444.q.

Without doubt. Out o/drcdc. 5313. Out of doubt.

V. Sax, To fear. 2595. Dred. pa. t. 8056. for Drad
Dredetvl, adj. Timorous. 1481. 11621.

Drbdeles, adv. Without doubt. T. i. 1035.

Dreint, }3«. t. S( part, of Drenche. Drowned. 11690. 3520.

Drenchb, v. Sax. To drown. 3617.

V. neut. Sax. To be drowned. 3521. 5343.

Drerinesse, n. Sax. Sorrow. R. 4728.

Drery, adj. Sax. Sorrowful. T. i. 13.

Dbesse, v. Fr. To address ; apply. 8883.

Dretche, v. act. Sax. To vex ; to trouble. T. ii. 1471.

Dretched, part. pa. Oppressed ; troubled. 14893. Con/.

Am. 79.

Dretche, v. neut. Sax. To delay. T. ii. 1264. iv. 1446.

Con/. Am. 178.

Dretching, n. Delay. T. iii. 8-55.

Drie, v. Sax. To suffer. R. 4390. 7484. T. v. 264. 296.

Dpife, v. Sax. To drive. R. 1874.

Drinkeles, adj. Sax. Without drink. T. ii. 718.

Dronkblew, adj. Sax. Given to drink. 7625. 12429. P.P. 41.

Dronken, part. pa. of Drink, v. Sax. Drunk. 7481.

Drough, pa. t. of Draw, v. Sax. Drew. T. V. 1557. L. W
1457.

Drovy, adj. Sax. Dirty. P. 165, col. 1, 1. 63.

Druerie, n. Fr. Courtship ; gallantry. 1,3823. R. 844.—

A mistress. R. 5064. See Du Cange, in v. Drudaria.

The reader may perhaps be not displeased to see the fol-

lowing description of a Drut, or Lover, by Guillem

Aesmar a Provenyal poet. IMS. Crofts, fol. ccxviii.

Ben paoc ama drut, qi non es gelos,

Et paoc ama, qi non est airos,

Et paoc ama, qi non es solettis,

Et paoc ama, qi non fa tracios ;

Mais vaut d amor qi ben est enveios

Vn dolz plorar non fait qatorze ris.

Qant eu Ii quier nierce en genoillos,

E la mi colpa et mi met ochaisos,

Et 1 aigua m cur aval per mer lo vis,

Et ela m f.ai un regard amoros,
Et eu Ii bais la bucha els ols amdos,
Adone mi par un ioi de paradis.

Drugge, t'. Sax. To drag. 1418.

Dubbed, part. pa. Sax. Created a knight. P. 164, col. 1,

1. 24. The phrase is derived from the stroke, with a

sword or otherwise, which was always a principal cere-

mony at the creation of a knight. At DiiMjan. Island,

signifies to strike. This stroke in French was called La

coUe. See L'Ordene de Chevalerie, par Hue de Tabarie,
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ver. !M4. seq. publislied by M. Barbazan. 1759. and Du
Citngc, in v. Alapa JIilitakis.

BuETBii, n. Vr. Duty ; wliat is due to any one. 6934. 6U73.

JJvhhK, V. act. Sax. To niaku dull. Kiiitil.

. V. netit. Sax. To grow dull. U. 4792.

2)un is in the mire. 16954. See litii/'s Proverbial Similies,

p. 219. As dull as Dun in tlif iniri: 1 suppose Dun was

a nickname given to the Ass, from liis colour, as well aa

Rurnell. See the n. on ver. 153111.

Dure. r. Fb. To endure. 1302. 1114H.

DuRESfE, ti. Fr. Hardship ; severity. R. 3547.

Dfskbd, ;i(i. I, Sax. Grew dark, or dim. 2UU8.

DUTEE. 3ll62. as DUETEB.
DwALE, n. Sax. a sleeping-potion. 4159. C. L. 998.

DwELLi.VGS, n. pi. Sax. Delays. I3o. i. m. 1. Moras. Orig.

HwtSBD, part. pa. Sak. Wasted. K. 360.

. Eared, parf. pa. Ploughed. F. i. 485. Sec Ere.

Ebraike, aitj. Hebrew. 4909.

EccLESiAST, n. An ecclesiastical person. 710.—The book
of Ecclesiastes, or Eeclesiastieus. 62.'33.

EcHE, ailj. Sax. Mice. Each one, every one, of any num-
ber. 39. 6«2. 1134.

. V. Sax. To add. F. iii. 975.—To add to ; to encrease

T. i. 706.

Ediffe, pr. n. Oedipus. T. iv. 300.

Effect, 7i. Fr. Substance. 7033. 9272.

Err, arff. .Sax. Again. 1071. 5212. 10945.

Eftsone, Eftsones, adv. Sax. Soon after ; presently.

3489. 5329. G390.

EoALiTEE, n. Fr. Equality. P. 169, col. 1, 1. 5.

EOER, Egre, adj. Fr. Sharp. P. 148, col. 2. I. CO. R. 217.

Egge, v. Sax. To incite. P. 109, col. 1, 1. 68.

EGGEivLE>rr, M. Sax. Incitement. 5202.

Egging, n. 10009. as Eggkment.
Egremoi.n-e. n. Fr. Agrimony. 16268.

Eire for Aire. 3473.

EisEL, n. Sax. Vinegar. R. 217. But see Br. Ro. cxiv.

Vynegar aysell other alegar.—And cxv. Vynegar other

at/sell.

TElat, piirt. pa. JjAT. Elated. 1417.3.

Elde, n. Sax. Old age. 0797. 1011.54.

V. Sax. To make old. R. 391 , 2.—v. neut. To grow
old. R.39.^.

Elemge, adj. Strange. 6781. See the note; but I much
distrust the etymology there proposed from Gloss. Ur.

In ver. 13152, it seems to signify Dull, Chcarless ; as in

P. P. 111. b. Ilevychereil I ytile. and elknge in herte.

And so perhaps it should be understood in the passages

quoted from C. N. 115. and P. 1'. 3 b. and 46 b.

Elenoenesse, n. R, 7400. in the Orig. Soucy ; Care

;

trouble.

Elfe, n. Sax. A witch. 5174.—A faerj'. 6455.

Elf-quente, n. Queen of elves or faeries. 6442. 1.3720. 4.

En, pr. n. 7-172. seems to be put for Elie. See 1 Kiiig.s. c. 1 9.

Elie, pr. n. Elijah. 7698. The Carmelites pretend that

Elijah was the founder of their order.

Elisee, pr. n. Elisha, the disciple of Elijah. 7698.

Elles, adv. Sax. Else. 377. 1155. A'Hii what. F. iii. 651.

Any thing else. Elleswher. 2l\5. 1.3,520. Elsewhera
Elvish, ar/j. Sax. Faery-like; fantastick. 16219. 16310

In ver. 13033, it seems to signifie shy, reserved.

Embelise, v. Fr. To beautifie. L. W. 1735.

Embolde, v. Fr. To make bold. C. L. 1 14?.

Embovsseme.nt, n. Fr. Ambush. M. 112, col. 2, 1. 6.5.

Embrouded, por<. j)a. Fr. Embroidered. 89- L. \V. 119.

Eme, n. Sax. Uncle. T. ii. 102.

Emforth, prep. Sax. Even with. E.vforth my might.

2237. Even with my might ; with all my power. Em-
forth my wit. T. ii. 243. To the utmost of my under-

standing. It is a corruption of epenpOpS, which occurs

at length in P. P. 66. b. evenforth with thysel/e, and
108. b. He did equitiefor all, evenforth his jiower.

Empeire, v. Fr. To impair ; hurt. K1072.

EWPERICE, ?i. Fr. Empress. 6828. 11.360.

Empla.stre, v. Fr. To plaister over. 10171.

E.Mi'LiE, t'. To infold ; to involve. Bo. v. m. I. JmplicaL
Orig.

Empoisoner, n. Fr. A poisoner. 12828.

Empkes^k, v. neul. Fr. To crowd. 9452. 16539.

Emprise, n. Fit. Undertaking. 2542.

Empte, f. Sax. To empty. 1620!).

Eni!.\ttelled, part. pa. Fr. Indented, like a battlement.

iwm.
En'bibino, part. pr. Lat. Imbibing. I62R2.

E.vboskd, purf. pa. Fr. Embusqui. Sheltered in a wood.

Du. 3.53.

Enbo.ssed, paW. pa. Fr. Embossi. Raised. L.W. 1198.

Enbrace, v. Fr. To take hold of. 82118.

Enbraide, I'. Fr. To embroider. L. \V. 2,340.

Encknse, »j. Fr. Incense. 2279.

I'. Fr. To burn incense. 158G3. To bum incense

to. 15880.

ENCHAirFiNG, n. Fr. Heat. P. 168, col. 1, 1. 17.

Encheso.v, h. Fr. Cause ; occasion. I07711. .M. 1 10, col. 2. 1. 48.

Encori-oring, paW. pr. Fr, Incorporating. 10283.

Endelo.no, prep. Sax. Along. 208O. 11304.—uJv. Length-
ways. 1993.

E.VDETTED, parf. pa. Fr. Indebted. 10202.

Endite, f. Fb, To dictate ; relate. 274.3.

Endocte, v. Fr. To doubt ; to fear. R. 1(X;4.

Endrik, v. Sax. To sufl'er. C. L. 727. 941.

Enee, pr. n. .iEneas. 4484.

Eneidos, pr. n. Virgil's ./Eneis. 15365.

Enfamined, part. pa. Fr. Hungry. L. W. 2418.

Enfkcte, v. Fh. To infect. 10441.

- pari. pa. Infected. C. L. 217-

Enforce, v. Fb. To strengthen. 5922.

Knforcko, part. pa. Constrained by force. P. 169, col. 2, 1. 18.

Enfortu.ve, II. Fb. To endow with a certain fortune.

C. M. 100.

Enoevdruke, n. Fb. Generation. .5716. 5719.

Engined, part. pa. Fr. R.icked ; tortured. 1.5006.

Englctino. 16234. Rather E.nliti.vo. Stojiping with clay.

ENGUE(i(iE, t'. Fr. To aggravate, P. 169, col. 2, 1. 32.

Engrevk. v. Fr. To hurt R. ,3444.

Enhaunse, v. Fr. To raise. 1436.

E.VHALNSED, j^art. pa. Rai.sed. 9248.

Enhort, v. Fr. To exhort. 285.3.

Enlaced, part. pa. Fr. Entangled. Bo. v. pr. 1.

Enlangoured, part. pa. Fr. Faded witli hiuguor. R. 73f»9.

Enlevkn, num. Sax. Eleven. 17317.

E.vli'wine, v. Fr. To illuminate. 79ii9.

Enoint, part. pa. Fr. Anointed. £!)6,3.

Ensei.bd, part. pa. Fr. Sealed up ; kept secret. T. v. 151.

Enspire, v. Fr. To inspire. 6.

Ensure, v. Fr. To assure. 12077. 12971.

Entails, n. F"r. Shape. R. 102. .371J.

Entailed, part. pa. Fb. Carved. U. 140.

Entalknte, v. Fb. To excite. Bo. v. pr. 5.

Entend, v. Fr. To attend. .58.57. IIOOI.

Entendement, n. Fr. Understtmding. T. iv. 1696.

Entente, n. Fh. Intention, 1489.

Ententif, adj. Fr. Attentive. 9165.

Entisrchangede.v, pa. t. pi. Fr. Exchanged. T. iii. 1,374.

Entermedled, par<. pa. Fr. Intemii.ved. R. 90O.

Enter.mete, v. Fb. To interpose. 6416. R. 2900.

ENTERPABr, I'. Fr. To share. T. i. 593.

Entetched, p<j)V. pa. Fr. Entachd. It is applied indiffer-

ently to things imd persons marked, or endowed, with

pood or bad qualities. Entetched and de/oulcd vith yrel.

Bo. iv. pr. 3. Stained and defiled with evil.

—

The betl

entetched. T. v. 832. Endowed with the best qualities.

Entree, n. Fr. Entry. 1983.

Entremees, n. pi. Fr. *• Choice dishes served in between

the courses at a feast. Colg." R.6831.

Entrike, v. Fr. To deceive. R. 1642.

To intjmgle. A. F. 40,3.

E.NTUNED, par/, pa. Fr. Tuned. 12.3.

Enti'NES, n. pi. Fr, Songs ; tunes. Du. 309.

Envenime, f. Fr. To poison. 6o56.

Envenimino, n. Poisoning. 9934.

Envie, v. Fb. To vie ; to contend. 5724. Du. 406.

H H
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Environ, adv- Fr. About. C. L. 1031. Con/. Am. 139. b.

V. Fb. To surround. R. 7067.

Envoluped, part. pa. Fr. Wrapt up. 12876.

Envyned. See the n. on ver. 344.

Epistulis, Lat. Epistles. 4475.

Equipolences, n. p?. Fr. Equivalents. R. 712fi-

Er, adv. Sax. Before. 3787-—Before that. 4103. 2639.

Erandb, «. Sax. A message ; an errand. Du. 1.34.

Ere, v. Fr. To plough. 8«8.

Ereos for Eros, pr. n. Gr. Love. 1376.

Erkb, ailj. Sax. Weary ; sick. R. 4867.

Erly, adv. Sax. Early. 811. 2491.

Erme, v. Sax. To grieve. 12246.

Ermeful. See the n. on ver. 12236.

Ermin, adj. Armenian. 14344.

Ernest, n. Sax. Zeal ; studious pursuit of any thing.

L. W. 1285.

Ernestful, adj. Serious. 9051. T. ii. 1727.

Erratike, adj. Fr. Wandering ; applied to the Planets.

T. V. 1811.

Erraunt, part. pr. Fb. Strolling ; applied to a thief.

17173

Ers, Ersk, n. Sax. The fundament 3732. 7272.

Erst, adi). superl. of Er. First. 778. At erst. At first;

for tlie first time. 8861. 13732. 13624—It is sometimes
redundant. Long erst or. 12.'i96. Long before.

Ertkeles, adj. Sax. Without earth. T. iv. 770.

Eschaunge, n. Fr. Exchange. T. iv. 146.

Escheve, Eschue, v. Fr. To shun ; to decline. 9686.

C.N. 114.

EscuLAPiL's, pr. n. 431. A book of Medicine, under his

name, is mentioned by Fabric. Bibl. Gr. t. i. p. 56. n. *.

EsE, h. Fr. Pleasure. 5709.

V. To accommodate. 2196.

Esed, part. pa. 2672. See the n. on ver. 29.

EsEiMENT, n. Relief. 4177. 4184.

EaiE, adj. Gentle; light. Esie si</hes. T. iii. 1.369. which
passage Lord Surry has copied. Sowf/^"*, &c. p. 12. "And
east/ sighes, such as folkes draw in love."

EsiER, comp. d. Lighter. Of csier avail. C. L. 116. Of
lighter, or less value.

EsiLicH, adv. Gently. T. i. 317.

EspERiJs, pr. n. Hesperus ; a name of the Planet Venus.
B. K. 613.

Espiaille, »!. Fr. Spying; private watching. 6005. JL112,
col. 2, I. 65.

EspiRiTUELL, adj. Fr. Spiritual ; heavenly. R. 650. 672.

EssoiNE, n. Fr. A legal excuse. P. 149, col. 2. 1. 45.

Estat, Estate, n. Fr. State ; condition. 203. 524.—Ad-
ministration of government. 7600.

EsTATELicH, adj. Stately. 140.

Estres, n. pi. Fr. The inward parts of a building. 19/3.

42.93. R. de la R. 13267. Car il sfrt de V Hostel les eslres.

Eterne. adj. Lat. Everlasting. 1306.

Ethe, adj. Sax. Easy. R. 3955. T. v. 850.

EvANGiLES, n. pi. Fr. Gospels. 5086.

Even, adj. Sax. Equal. An evencristen. P. 155, col. 1,

1. 30. 159, col. 2, 1. 57. A fellow-christian.

Evenlike, adj. Sax. Equal. Bo. iv. m. 6.

adv. Equally. Bo. iv. pr. 2.

Ever, adj. Sax. Always. Ever in on. 1773. 3878. Conti-

nually in the same manner. Ever lenger the more.
IO7I8. 11772. See P. 170, coL 1, 1. 30. where this elliptical

phrase is expressed at length.

Evkrich, adj. Sax. Every one ofmany. 373. 2194.

Each of two. 1188. 2098. 2101. 6986.

Ew, n. Sax. Yew. 2925.

Exaltat, part. pa. Lat. Exalted. 6286.

ExAMETRON. 1.3985. is explained by the context to signifie

a verse of six feet. It usually signifies the Heroic verse,

but here, I suppose, must be imderstood to mean the
Iambic, in which the antient Tragedies were " communly
versified."

ExEcuTouR, n. Fr. Executioner. 7592.

ExEeUTRicE, n. Fb. A female executioner. T. iii. 618.

ExoBcisATTONs, K. pi. Fr. ExoTcisms ; conjurations.
F. iii. 173.

ExPANS VERBS. 11587. " In this and the following verses,

the Poet describes the Alphonsine Astronomical tables

by the several parts of them, wherein some technical

terms occur, which were used by the old astronomers,

and continued by the compilers of those tables. Collect

years are certain sums of years, with the motions of the

heavenly bodies corresponding to them, as of 20, 40, W),

&c. disposed into tables ; and Expans years are the

single years, with the motions of the heavenly bodies

answering to them, beginning at 1, and continued on to

the smallest Collect sum, as 20, &c. A Root, or Radix,
is any certain time taken at pleasure, from which, as an
era, the celestial motions are to be computed. By Pro-

porcionel convenientes are meant the Tables of Propor-

tional parts." Gloss. Ur. " Argument in astronomy is

an arch whereby we seek another imknown arch proper
tional to the first." Chambers.

ExPECTAUNT, part. pr. Fr. AVaiting. R. 4571.

ExPLEiTE, V. Fr. To perform. R. 6174.

Ev, n. Sax. An egg. 14851. J6274. But as it were a grypes

eye. Conf. Am. 22.

interj. 10165.

Even, w.pZ. Sax. Eyes. 152. 201.

Eyre for Air. F. ii. 419.

EvRisH, adj. Aerial, belonging to the air. F. ii. 424. 457.

F.

Fable, n. Fr. Idle discourse. R. 1439. 6603.

Faconde, n. Fr. Eloquence. A. F. 558.

adj. Eloquent. Du. 926. A. F. 521.

Faerie, n. Fr. The nation of Faeries. 6441. See the note

—Enchantment; the work of Faeries. 9617- 10515. King
ofFaerie. 13101, 8. Quene ofFaerie. 10190. Contree of

Faerie. 13731.

Fain, adj. Sax. Glad. 13241. Than was I as faynb at

foiile offayre morowe. P. P. 47. b.

adv. Gladly. 9949.

Faine, v. Fb. To feign ; to dissemble. R. 3089. To steinke

and travail he not fa inelh. R. 5685. He does not ^(V/n,

or pretend, only to labour ; i. e. he labours seriously.

Faibehede, n. Sax. Beauty. R. 2484.

Faitour, n. Fr. A lazy, idle fellow. P. P. 32. b. 33. b. Fai-

tard, Faiteor, un paresseux, piger. Lacombe.

Faldinr, n. 392. 3212. " A kind of coarse cloth. Sk."

He derives it from the A. S. Fealb, plica. However

that may be, Helmoldus (Chron. Slav. 1. 1, c. 1,) speaks

of indumenta lanea, probably coarse enough, qiite nos

appellamus Faldones ; and Fallin in Irish, according to

Lhuyd, signifies a mantle. Giraldus Cambr. (Topog.

Hibern. dist. 3, c. 10.) describes the Irish as clothed in

phalingis laneis, vice palliorum. " Faldyno cloth.

Amphibalus. Birrns." Prompt. Parv. " Row cloth,

as Faldyng and other lyke. Endromis. Amphibalus."

Ibid. See Du Cange, in v. Amphibalus.

Fall for Fallen, part. pa. P. 149, col. 1, 1. 44.

Falsen, ti. Fb. To falsifie. 3175.—To deceive. R. 6416.

Falwe, adj. Sax. Yellow. 1,366.

Falwes, n. pi. Sax. Harrowed lands. 6238.

Famulab, adj. Lat. Domestick. S658.

Fan, n. See the n. on ver. 16.091.

Fande, pa. t. of FiNDE, V. Sax. Found. R. 2707-

Fane, n. A weathercock. 8872. C. D. 79-

Fantasie, ?i. Fr. Fancy. 945).

Fantome, w. Fb. Any false imagination. 5457. Etdirent

plusieurs qu'ils avoient M en pantosme. Froissart, v. i.

c. 63.

Farce, v. Fr. Farder. To paint. R. 2285.

Fardel, n. Fr. A burthen. R. 5683.

Fare, v. Sax. To go. 1397. 12985. Tofare wel ; To speed

;

to be happy. 2437.

Faren, Fare, part. pa. 7354. 7364. 13129.

Fabes for P'areth, 4021.

Faring, part. pr. 11244. 13948.

Fare, n. seems to have been derived from the French v.

Faire , whenever it can he interpreted by the word Ado.

See ver. 1811. This hole p.\rb. ver. 3997- For lehich the

uardein chidde and made fare. ver. 4989. What

amounteth all this fare ? ver. 13193. Betwixt us two
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To stuff. 233.

See Lathe.

nedetit no strange farr. T. iv. 532. And leve this nice

PARE. In other instances it follows the sense of tlie

Siixon V. Fare, as in the compound words Welfare,

Thorouijhfare, &c.

Far.me, n. Sax. Food; a meal. C. D. 1750. See Spelman,

in V. Firma.
Farsk, v. Fr. Farcir.

Fathe, n. F. iii. inso.

Fautk, n. Fr. Want 10757.

Vawb, (ulj. Sax. Glad. 5802. as Fain.

Fav, n. Fr. Faith. 3284.

Fayre, adj. Sax. Fair. 20t. 2.34.

adv. Fairl}' ; gracefully. 94. 275.

FitBLEssE, n. Fr. Weakness. T. ii. 863.

Fkcche, v. Sax. To fetch. 6942. 713G.

Fee, n. Sax. Money. C212. In R. 6044. it seems to sipnifie

inherilable possessions in contradistinction to moniy, or

moveables.

Feffk, f. Fr. To infcoff ; to present. T. v. 1088. C. L. 932.

• Feine, i;. Fr. To feign. 738.

Fel, adj. Sax. Cruel ; destructive. 7584. 13758.

Felaw, «. Sax. Fellow ; companion. G967.

Felawship, n. Sax. Company. 476.

Felawshipe, v. To accompany. Bo. iv. m. 1. pr. 3.

Fklde, n Sax. Afield. l.'>24.

Felden, pa. t. pi. of Felle, v. Sax. Felled ; made to fall.

R. 911.

Felk, adj. Sax. Many. 879a C. L. 191.

r. Sax. To feel. 6088. To have sense. 1 1039. To
perceive. l.'>62.3.

Fell, n. Sax. Skin. T. i. 91.

Felovie, n. Fr. All sorts of criminal violence. 1998.

Fklocn, adj. Fa. Cruel. R. 32,10.

Fe.mi.vie, pr. n. The country of Amazons. 868. Seethe note.

Femininitee, n. Fr. Womanhood. 4/80.

Fend, rt. Sax. An enemy ; the devil. 5200. 7030.

Fendliche, orf/. Devilish. 5171. 5203.

Fenne, n. 12824. Tlie name of the Sections of Avicenne's

great work, entitled Cantin. See Canon.
Feoffed, part. pa. Fr. Infeoffed. 9572.

Fer, adv. Sax. Far. 4013. 5078.

I Fbrre, comp. 48. 1852. 2062. Further.
I Pbrrest, siiperl. 496. Furthest.

iFbrd, Fered, part. pa. of Fere. Terrified. 15392. 1C392.

T. ii. 124.— Ferde, pa. t. of Fare. 1374. 34f7- 107/5.

IFbrden, pa. t.pl. 1649. 2119.

I Fere, n. Sax. A companion ; a wife. T. iv. 791. In /ere.

4748. 4814. Together ; in company.
for Fire. R. 2471. T. i. 229.

n. Sax. Fear. 2346. 6604.

f. Sax. To terrifie. T. iv. 1483.

ipERFORTH, Ferforthlv, adv. Sax. Far forth. 962. 4992.

Ferly, «<y. Sax. Strange. 4171.

pERMAciE for Pharmacie, n. Fr. A medicine. 2715.

Ferme, n. Fr. A farm. 253.

Fbrmererb, n. Lat. Infirmarius. The ofiicer, in a
religious house, who had the care of the infirmary.

7441. Du Cange, in v.

' Ferne, adv. Sax. Before. 10570. See the note.
I Fkrs, adj. Fr. Fierce. 1600.

n. Du. 654. seq. The piece at chess next to the
king, which we and other European nations call the

qU4en ,• though very improperly, as Hyde has observed.

Pherz, or Pherzan, which is the Persian name for the

same piece, signifies the King's Chi^ Counsellor, or
General. Hist Shahilud. p. 88, 9.

FeBthino, n. Sax. A farthing ; any very small thing. No
ferthinp—ofgrese. 1.34. Not the smallest spot of grease.

Fest, n. Sax. Fist. 1273R.

,
Feste, n. Fr. Feast. 10375.

Festevino, part. pr. Fr. Feasting. 10659.

Festlich, adj. Used to feasts. 10595.

Fecche, n. Sax. A vetch. T. iii. 938.

Fete, n. Fb. Work. 8305.

Pktise, ad;. AVell made ; neat. 157.

I Fet;sely, adv. Neatly ; properly. 124. 3205.

Pbtte, Fet, part. pa. of Fecchk. 82!. 2529. 5087.

Fey, n. Fr. Faith. L. W. 2608.

Fkvrb, n. Fr. a fair, or market 58ft3.

Fiaunce, n. Fr. Trust. R. 5481.

Fidel, n. Sax. A fiddle. 2!W.

FrLL for Fell, p.i. t of Fall. IIO.I. 2668.

Finch, ii. Sax. A small bird. To pull a finch. CM. wan a
proverbial expression, signifying. To strip a man, tp
fraud, of his vionet/. J^c. Si'C R. .'>U83.

If I ni."jy gripe a riche man,
I shall so puile him, if I can.
That he .shall in a fewe stoundes
Lese all his markes and his poiindcs.

—

Our maidens shall eke pluckc him so,

That him shall neden fclhers mo.

—

Sec also R. G820.

Withoute scalding they hem pullc.

Find, v. Sax. To find ; to supply. 12471. See the n.

FlNT for FiNDETH. 4069. 1.5686.

Fine, Fin, n. Fr. End. 4844. 9980.

V. Fr. To cease. 6718. R. 1797.

adj. Fb. Offuie force. T. v. 421. Of very necessity.

Fit, Ji. Sax. A division, or short portion of a poem. 1381C,

See Gloss. Percy, in v.

FiTTiNGEST, adj. sup. Sax. Most fitting. A. F. 551.

Fixe, a(y. Fr. Fixed. 11594. 16247.

Flaie for Fi-EV, pa. t. of Flee. Flew. C. N. 213.

Flaine, part. pa. of Flaie, v. Sax. Flaied, or flead. P.

155, col. 2, 1.62.

Fi-AMBE, n. Fn. Flame. T. v. .302.

Flatoir, >i. Fr. A flatterer. l.').3.31. Conf.Am. l.M. b.

Flawe, adj. Yellow; from the Lat. Flavus. C. L.

782. Gloss. Ur.

Flecked, adj. Spotted. 9722. 160.33.

Fleckering, part. pr. 1!)64. See Flicker.

Flek, v. neut. Sax. To Fly. 6102. 10436.

Flken, n. pi. Sax. Fleas. 16!»(».

Flk.me, v. Sax. To banish. 17131. R. 6781.

Flemed, part. pa. 15.'j26.

Flkmer, n. Banisher. 4880.

Flete, v. Sax. To float ; to swim. 2399.

for Fleteth. 4883.

Fleting, part. pr. 1958.

Flicker, v. neut. Sax. To flutter. P. 166, col. 2, 1. 8.T. iv.l921

Flit, v. neut. Sax. To Fly. P. 154, col. 2. 1. 3. R. r,-M'J

Ellefuit. Orig.

V. act. R. 1812. To remove. 8.

Flitted, par<. pa. Removed; shifted. T. v. 1.543.

Flittering, part. pr. Floating. Bo. iii. m. 9. Fluitan-

tis. Orig.

Flo, ?i. Sax. An arrow. 17213. Flone. pi B. K. 469.

Flockmel, adv. Sax. In a flock. 7962.

Florein, pr. n. A species of gold coin. 12704.

Flotery. adj. Sax. Floating. See the n. on v. 2885

Flottb, v. Bo. iii. pr. 11. as Flete.

V. Fr. To float. Bo. iii. pr. 11.

Floureles, adj. Without flower. C. D. 1860.

Flourette, n. Fr. A small flower. R. 891.

Flovting. 91. Playing on the flute. See the note.

FoiNE, V. Fr, To m.ike a pass in fencing ; to push. 1656. 2«5£

FoisoN, n. Fr. Abundance. 316.5. 4924.

FoLEi), pari. pa. Sax. Foaled. 7127-

Folehardiness, n. Fb. Rashness. Bo. i. pr. .3.

FoLE LARGE, adj. M. 117, col. 1, 1. 26. P. 165. col. 1, L a«.

Foolishly liberal.

FoLiE, 71. Fb. Folly. 3148. 1800.

FoLiLV, adv. Foolishly. 9277- 15896.

FoLWE, t>. Sax. To follow. 530. 6165.

Foi.v, adj. Foolish. R. 5006. .5085.

Fond, adi. Sax. Foolish. R. 5366.

pa. t. of Find. 3819. 10I2I.

Fonde, v. Sax. . To try. 4767. 92B4. T. iii. 1161

Fong, v. Sax. To take. 4797.

FoNNE, n. Sax. A fool. 4087.

V. To be foolish. C. L. 458.

Fontstone, n. Sax. A font for baptizing. 5143.

Fob, prep. Sax. Pro. Lat. Pour. Fr. It is frequently

prefixed to verbs in the infinitive mode, in the Frencli

H H 2
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manner. For to tellen. 73. For tn don. 78. Pour dire ,-

Pour /aire. For to han ben. 754. Pour avoir Hi.—It

sometimes signifies—Against. For percin.a o/his herte.

1.3791. Against, or to prevent, piercing. For sleling of

the Rose. R. 42:J9. Against stealing. See P. P. 31.

Some shall sow the sacke for shading of the ivheate. i. e.

to prevent shedding.

For, conj. Sax. Quia. Lat. Pour ce que. Fr. Because

that. ]"oR him lusle to ride so. Iii2. For she wolde

virtue plese. 8(l!)2. For I teche. 12374.

in composition, has various powers. It is most com-

monly intensive of the signification of the word with

which it is joined ; as in Fordronken, Fordry, Forfered,

&c., sometimes privative, as in Forboden, Foryete ; and

sometimes only communicative ofan ill sense, as in For-

faite, Forfare, Forjuged, &c.

For, Fr. and Ver, Belg. have similar powers in com-

position.

FoRBERE, V. Sax. To ahstain. R. 47.'51.

Forboden, part. pa. of Forbede, v. Sax. Forbidden. P.

166, col. 1, 1.32. R. 6616.

Forbrake, pa. t. Broke off. Bo. iv. pr. 1. Abrnpi. Orig.

Forbrused, part. pa. Fr. Sorely bruised. 14532.

Force, 7i. Fr. No force. 7771- No matter. / do no force.

6816. I care not. / do no force of your divinitee. 7<I94.

I care not for your divinity. No force of delh. 8968.

No matter for death. They yeve noforce. "R. \m6. They

care not. " Be fruit avoir ne fait force." Orig.

FoRCUTTE, V. Sax. To cut through. 17289.

Fordo v. Sax. To do away ; to ruin. 13057.

FoRDON, Fordo, part. pa. Undone. 11866. 172.39.

FoRDRivE {Fordriven), part. pa. Sax. Driven away.

R. 3782.

Fordronken, part. pa. Sax. Very drunken. 3122. 12608.

FoRDRV, adj. Sax. Very dry. 10723.

FoRDWiNED, part. pa. Sax. Wasted away. R. 3G6.

Fore, {Foren), part. pa. of Fare, v. Sax. Gone. R, 2710.

. prep. Sax. is seldom used by itself. In composition

it has the power of Before.

FoREiN, n. li. W. I'jeo. A Jakes. Gloss. Ur. from Sk.

The context seems rather to require that it should

signifie An outward court, or garden.

FoREWETiNG, n. Sax. Foreknowledge. 15249.

Forewote, Forewete, v. Sax. To foreknow. 15240.

FoRFAiTE, v. Fr. To misdo. P. 152, col. 1, 1. 19.

Forefare, v. Sax. To fare ill. R. 5388.

Forfered, part. pa. Sax. Much afraid. 10841. T. iv. 1411.

Forgifte, n. Sax. Forgiveness. L. W. 1851.

FOROON, inf. V. Sax. To omit ; to lose. 9959. 17244.

FoRGRowBN, part. pa. Sax. Overgrown. F. L. 45.

FoRjUGBD, part. pa. Fr. Wrongfully judged. B. K. 275.

FoRKERVE, D. Sax. To carve, or cut through. 17289.

Forlaft, part. pa. Sax. Left off entirely. 12017.

FoRLESB, V. Sax. To lose entirely. P. 164, col. 2, 1. 37-

FoRLETE, V. Sax. To give over ; to quit. P. 148, col. 1, 1. 49.

Forlore (Forloren), part. pa. Sax. Utterly lost. 3505.

FoRLOYNE, n. Fr. Forlonge. A term of the chase, which

signifies that the game is far off. Du. 386.

Forme, adj. Sax. First. Adam cureforme father. M. 109,

col. 2, !. 2.

FoRMEST, adj. sup. Sax. First. Du. 890.

Formell, a. F. 371. is put for the female of any fowl

;

more frequently for afemale eagle. See ver. 445. 535.

FoRPiNED, part. pa. Sax. Wasted away ; tormented.

205. 1455.

Forsake, v. Sax. To denie. Bo. ii. pr. 3, 4.

FoRSHAPEN, part. pa. Sax. Transformed. T. ii. 66.

FoRSHRONKE (Forshronkcu), part. pa. Sax. Shrunk up.

F. L. 358.

FORSLEUTHE, FORSLOUTHE, FoRSLUGGE, V. Sax. TO lOSe

through sloth. 15102. P. 162, col. 1, 1.28.

FoRSONGEN, part. pa. Sax. Tired with singing. R. 664.

FoRSTER, H. Fr. a forester. 117.

FoRSTRAUGHT, part. pa. Sax. Distracted. 1.3035.

FORTHBV, adv. Sax. Forward by. 13499. 13532.

Forth ER, u. Sax. To further; to advance. T. ii. 1.368.

FoBTHiNKE, )). Sax. To grieve ; to vex. 9780. T. ii. 1414.

FORTHOUGHT, pa. t. of FoRTHINKE. R. 1671.

FORTHREN, jn/ ?)!. of FORTHER. T. V. 1706.

FoRTHV, conj. Sax. Therefore. 1843.

FoRTRODE.v, part. pa. of Fortread, v. Sax. Trodden down.

P. 150, col. 1, 1. 5.3.

FcRTuiT, adj. Fr. Accidental. Bo. v. pr. 1.

Fortune, !). Fr. To make fortunate. 419. To give good

or bad fortune. 2379.

FoRTUNOus, adj. Proceeding from fortune. Bo. ii. pr. 3, 4.

FoRiVAKBD, part. pa. Sax. Having waked long. 5016.

FoRWANDRED, part. pa. Sax. Having wandered long.

R. 3336.

FoRWELKBD, part. pa. Sax. Much wrinkled. R. 360.

FoRWEPT, part. pa. Having much wept. C. D. 1833.

FoR^vSRSD, part. pa. Sax. Worn out. R. 235.

FoRWERiE, adj. Sax. Very weary. R. 3336.

FoRwoRD, (Foreword), n. Sax. A promise, or covenant.

831 . 854.

FoRwouNDED, part. pa. Sax. Much wounded. R. 1830.

FoRWRAPPED,;)a?-<.pa Wrapped up. 12652. P. 153, col. 1,1.35.

FoRVELDE, V. Sax. To repay. 8707. L. W. 467.

FoHYETE, V. Sax. To forget. 1884.

FoRYETTEN, part. pa. 3055.

Fo.STER, n. Fr. R. 6329. as Forster.

FosTRED, part. pa. of Foster, v. Sax. Nourished. 8916, 9.

FosTRiNG, n. Nutriment, 7427-

FoTE-HOT. 4858. Immediately. See the n. and add to the

instances there quoted. Du. 375.

FoTE mantel. 474. means, I suppose, a sort of riding-petti-

coat, such as is now used by market-women.
FoTHER, n. Sax. A carriage-load; an indefinite large

quantity. 532. 1910.

FouDRE, n. Fr. Lightning. F. ii. 27.

FouLB, n. Sax. A bird. 1046.3.

Found, pa. t. of Find. Supplied. 12471. See the n.

FouNDE, V. An. 244. as Fonde.
FouNORED, pa. t. of Founder, v. Fr. Fell down. 2689.

FowBRTiE, 7ium. Sax. Forty. R. 5733.

FoxERiB, n. Foxish manners. R. 6795.

Fra for Fro, prep. Sax. From. It is sometimes used

adverbially. Til and fra. i037. To and fro. 2850.

Fraine, V. Sax. To ask. T. v. 1226.

Fraknes, n. pi. Sax. Spots, freckles. 2171.

Franchise, K. Fr. Frankness; generosity. 9861. 11828.

Frank, n. A denomination of French money; answering

at present to the Livre Tournois. 13111.

Frankelein, n. Fr. See his Character, ver. 333-362. and

the n. on ver. 333.

Fraught, v. Sax. To freight, load a ship. 4.'>91.

Fre, adj. Sax. Willing ; unconstrained. 854.—At liberty.

5631.—Liberal, bountiful. 13106. 13462.

Fredom, n. Sax. 46. 17075. as Franchise.

Freelteb, n. Fr. Frailty. 56/4,5.

Fregius for Phrygius. Du. 1070.

Fremde, Fremed, adj. Sax. Strange. 10743. T. ii. 248. To

frend ne to fremed. P. P. 79-

Frenetikb, adj. Fr. Frantiek. T. v. 206.

Frenseie, n. Fr. A frenzy. T. i. 728.

Frere, n. Fr. A Frier. See his Character, ver. 208—

271. and P. P. 12. a. b.

Freshe, v. Fr. To refresh. R. 1513.

Fret, n. Fr. A band. L. AV. 225,8. F. L. 152.

Fret, Fbette, part. pa. Fr. Fraught, filled. R. 4705. L.

W. 1115. C. L. 124. or, perhaps, irro«sA« in a kind offret-

work. A sort of Blazon is called FretU. In R. ver.

4705. And through the fret full offalshede—^e should

read—A tronthe fret full offalshede.

Frete, v. Sax. To eat, devour. 2070.

Freting, part. pr. 2021.

Frettb (Freted), part. pa. 4895.

Frevne, v. Sax. 13530. 15901. as Frainb.

Frise, pr. n. Priezland. R. 1093.

Fro ye. T. i. 5. From you. Te is put for You, that Fro ye

may rime, in appearance at least, with joye and Troye.

So in ver. 7038. say ye rimes to praye. See more of these

double rimes in the n. on ver. 674. and add the following

passages, in which the (thee), being the eleventh and

last syllable of the verse, is to be pronounced without

any accent.
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Ver. 109«7. aloue the rimes to youttie.

161.31. to the snlhe,

\67(>-2- hie the swilftc.

.>TS. f. Fr. To rub. .17-1'J. T. iii. 1I2I.

i-NCKi.ES, ailj- Fb, Without wrinkle. R. 860.

<\VAKD, adj. Sax.. Averse. R. 4!>4M.

! iTiors, iidj. Fr. Fruitful. 17.M14.

I iTKSTERK, n. Sax. A/emale seller of fruit. 12402.

' I VHivs, part. pa. Fully driven, completed. 12402.

KB if. F01.KE), n. Sax. People. F. i. 7X
:

I i^ioiNKSsK, n. Sax. Satiety. 10719.

i I iKTERE, pr. n. of a plant ; Fumitory. 14963. Fumaria
-l>urijat bilcm et hiimores adustos. Ray's Synopsis.

1 iMosiTKK, n. Fr. Fumes arising from e.xcessive di-ink-

u.tr. 10672. 12501.

1 vDAMBNT, H. Fr. Foundation. 7685.

lAL, <j(//. Fr. Raginp. 10762.

MBLK, (K/y. Fr. Capable of being melted. 16,'i24.

I N , i«<cr/. Fr. 75U9. / tay/y. 4500. I crie shame.

G.

(
. \ uRE, t'. Fr. To talk idly ; to lye. 3510. 1.5072. Gabbe I

•''this ? Ra ii. pr. 5. iVwrn id meniior V

c AriDEs. F. iii. 116. is probably a misprint for 2Bacides s

tliough I do not know that Chiron had any right to that
title.

I'LiNO, n. Sax. An idle vagabond. R. 938.

i iiKD, part. pa. Sax. Gathered. 4379.

r er, n. Fr. Gaoler. 1476.

1. \iLLARD, adj. Fr. Brisk, gay. 3336. 4365.

(
. \ iTRE-BERtES. 14971. Rerries of the dog-wood tree ; Cor-
i'i(s/wmina.

< ^ LAxiE, pr. n. The milky way ; a tract in the heaven so

r illed. F. il. 428.

<iM.E, I'. Sax. See the n. on ver. 6414.

<_; \i KRiDE, pr. n. Geoffrey of Jlonmouth. F. iii. 382.

'ieoffrey Vinsauf. C. L. 11. See Gaufride.
(CE, pr. n. A province of Spain. 4()8. The famous
line of St. James at Coviposlella was in Ga'licia.

-
. -i.ivGALE, pr. n. Sweet cyperus. 383.

<; ALLIEN, GAUAN,;)r. n. Galen. 433. 12240. See the notes.

• iALocHE, »!. Fr. a shoe. 10869.

II M.PE, V. Sax. To gape, to yawn. 16984.

<. M.piNG, part. pr. Gaping, yawning. 10(;64.

(i i i.WES, ». pi. Sax. The gallows. 6240. 14652.

I'Av, pn. f. of Gi.VNE, f. Sax. Regan. 11153. Gannen, p?.

l'. ii. 194.

C-xR. V. Sax. To make. 4130.

(i ARDEBRACE, n. Fr. Armour for the arm. C. I). 1,W4.
<

. AitGATE, 7!. Fb. The throat. 15341.

CiARi.sou.v, R. 3249. Seems to be used as a r. To heal. The
Ciig. has Garison, a n. Healing, recovery.

CIahmement, n. Fb. A garment. Magd. 354.

<
.
\r!,vEB, n. Fr. A granary, or store-room. R. 1148. 6810.

< . A I'.viso.v, »i. Fr. a guard, or garrison. M. I07., col. 2,

1 68. R. 4204.

C \ST.\-Ess, n. Sax. Gastliness. Ro. iii. pr. 5.

<.xTE, Gatte, pa. t. of Get, v. Sax. Gate; Begate. R.
L'i;;)2 L. \V. 2561.

7(.Sax. Away. Went hergate. R..3332. Went her way.
I ..xTiSDEV, pr. n. 436. John Gatesden, author of a medical

\vnrk, entitled Roia Anglicana, in the XlVth Century.
See Tanner, in v.

Gat-tothed. 470. See the note.
(.AUDE, n. Fr. Jest. 12323. T. ii. .351.

(iAUDEs,;)^. Ridiculous tricks. P. 161, col. 1, 1. 45.

Gauded. lop. See the note.

G.iUFRiDE, pr.n. 15353. See the note.
Gaure, v. To stare. 3825. 5332. For them, that oalred
and cast on me their sight. Lydg. Trag. R. ix. f. 22. b.

Gawain, pr. n. nephew to King Arthur, by his sister,

married to King Lot. So says the British History,
wliich goes under the name of Geoffrey 0/Monmouth ,-

and I believe it will be in vain to look for any more
authentic genealogist of all that family. He is there

called Walgattus. The French Romancers, who have
built upon Geoffrey's foundations, agree in describing

Ga.wain as a model of knightly courtesy. To this his

established character our author alludes In ver. 1040SI

and in K. 22oi).

Gavler, 11. Fiu 1472. as Gailrr.
Gkant, n. Fr. Ciant. The Crane the geant. A. F.344.
Gear, »i. F. L. 26. See Gkhk.
Gende, for Gent. R. K. 127.

Genelon, pr. n. of one of Charlemaigne't officers, who, by
his treachery, was the cause of the defeat at Hnncevaux,
the death of /Inland, &c. for which lie was torn to pieces

by horses. This at least is the account of the author
who calls himself Archbishop Tiirpin, and of tlie Ro-
mancers who followed him ; upon whose credit the name
of Genelon, or Ganclon, was for several centuries a
synonymous expression for the worst 0/ traitors. Our
author alludes to his treachery, ver. 14699. \yiXi. and to

his punishment, ver. 13124. See also I)u. 1121.

Gent, adj. Fb. Neat, pretty. ,32.34 13645.

Genterie, h. Fb. Gentility. 6728.

Gk.ntil, adj. Fr. in its original sense means Well-horn ;

of a noble family. 67.'i5. R. 21i)4. 11 y avoit un Cheva-
lier, Capitaine de la ville ;—point gcntilhonimc n'estoit

:

—et I' avoit fait, pour sa vaillance, le Hoy Edouard Che-

valier. Froissart, v. ii. c. 77.—It commonly put for

Civil ; liberal; gentlemanlike.

Gentillesse, n. Fr. follows the significations of Gkntil.
Geomancie, n. Fr. Divination by figures made on the

earth. P. 160, col. 1, 1. 27.

Gere, n. Sax. All sorts of instruments ; of Cookery. o-M.

of Wiir. 2182. of Apparel. 8248. of Chemistry. 16-'63. Jn
hir quainte geres. 1533. In their strange fashions.

Gerie, Gkrful. 15.38. i.'>40. Changeable. Probably from
the Fb. Girer. To turn round. Giehful. T. iv. 2k6.

Ger[.ond, n. Fb, A garland. 668. The name of a dog. 15389

Gksse, I'. Sax. To guess. 2595. 3467.

Gest, n. Sax. A guest. 8314.

Geste, v. See the n. on ver. 173.54.

Gkstes, «. pi. Lat. Actions; adventures. T. ii. 1349

The Roman gestes. 10158. See the note.

Gestour, n. A relater of gestes. See the n. on ver. 1.3775-

Get, ji. Fr. Geste. Fashion; behaviour. 684. See the

note. With that false get. 16745. With that cheating

contrivance.

Gethe, for GoETH. L. W. 214,^

GiE,t). Sax. To guide. ISWH. 15627-

GiGGES. n. pi. F. iii. 8.52. Irregular sounds, produced by

the wind, &c. Gigue, Fr- signified a musical instrument,

like a fiddle ; and from thence a sort of light tune.

Menage, in v. It is probably a word of Teutonic origi-

nal. See Junius.

GiLRERTiN, pr. n. An English Physician of the xmth
Century. See Fabricius Bibl. Med. Jit. in v. Giliiertus

DE AqviLA.

GiLOUR, n. Fb. A deceiver. 4319.

Gilt, part. pa. Sax. Gilded ; of the colour of gold.

L. W. 2,30-

GiLT, n. Sax. Guilt. 59C9-

GiLTE-LES, adj. Sax. Free from guilt. 1312. 1314.

GtLTiF, adj. Sax. Guilty. 5088. Conf. Am. 62. b.

Gin, n. Fa. Engine ; contrivance. 10442. 1663,3.

GiNGiBER, n. Fr. Ginger. R. 13I>'.)-

GiMNE, V. Sax. To begin. T. v. 6.57.

GiPCiEBE, n. Fr. A pouch or purse. 3.59.

GiPK, n. Fr. An upper frock, or cassock. R. 7214.

GiPON, n. Fb. A short cass<ick. 7.5. 2122.

GiBDE, 1'. Sax. To strike; to smite. 14464. Tin's word is

perhaps the original of Gride, in Spenser. .See Obs. oh

Sp. V. ii. p. 62.

GiBDKi-sTEDE, ji. Sai. The waist ; the place of the girdle.

R. 826.

GiRLEs, n. pi. Sax. Young persons, either male or

female. 666.

Girt, part. pa. of Girde. Tliurgh girt. 1012. Smitten

through.

GisARMK, n. Fr. A battle-ax. R. 5978. See Du Cangc, in

V. Gisarma.

GisE, H. Fr. Guise ; fashion. 2127. At hit owen gite. PBfi.

In his o»vn manner ; as he would wish.

GiTE, n. Fr. A gown. 3952. 6141.
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GiTERNE, n. Fr. a guitar. 3333. 4394.

GiTERNiNO, n. Playing on a Giteme. 3363.

Glade. 1-. Sax. To make glad. 11280. 14817.

Glader, h. One that maketh glad. 2224.

Gladsom, adj. Sax. Pleasant. 14784.

Glase for Gm)se, v. T. v. 469.

. V. Sax, To put glass into windows. Du. 323.

Glasinge, n. Glass-work. Du. 327.

Gle, n. Sax. Mirth. 13/69.—Musick. T. ii. 1036. Glees,

pi. Musical instruments. F. iii. 119.

Gi-EDE, K. Sax. A burning coal. 33/9. Gledes, pi. 3881.

Sparks of fire.

Gleire, n. Fr. The white of an egg. 16274.

Glent, pa. t. Glanced. T. iv. 1223.

Gleve, n. Fr. Glaive. A lance. C. L. 544.

GuMSiNG, n. Glimmering. 10257.

GLrTERE.-*, pr. t.pl. of Glitter, v. Sax. 979.

Glode, pa. t. of Glide, v. Sax. 10707. 1.3832. She oix)DE

forth, as an adder doVi. Con/. Am. 105.

Glombe, !. Sax. To look gloomy. R. 4356.

Glose, n. Fr. A comment or interpretation. 7374-

V. To comment, or interpret. 5609. 5701.—To speak

tenderly. 10225.—To flatter. 6091. 16983.

Gl .TON, n. Fr. A glutton. R. 4307.

Gloweden, pa. t. pi. of Glow, v. Sax. 2134.

Gnarre, n. Sax. A hard knot in a tree. 551.

Gnat, n. Sax. is put for any liltle, worthless thing. 5929.

17204.

Gniding, part pr. Sax. Rubbing. 2506.

Gnoffe, n. 3188. " An old cuff ; a miser." Gloss. Ur. I

know not upon what authority.

Gnowe, pa. t. of G.MAWE, v. Sax. 14758.

Go, V. Sax. means sometimes To walk, in contradistLnction

to riding. 1353. 2254.

(Gon), part. pa. T. ii. 795.

Gobbet, n. Fr. A morsel ; a bit. 698.

God, n. Sax. God toforne. R. 7294. T. i. 1060. God going

before. Deo faverde.—Goddes amies two. 6415. 12588.

Goddes bniies. 12629. 12906. Vulgar oaths—^ Guddes
kichd. 7329. See the note. A' Goddes half. 5632. See
Halfe.

GoDE, Good, n. Sax. Wealth ; goods. 7534, 5.

GoDELEs, acy. Without money or goods. 13220.

Godelyhede, n. Sax. Goodness. R. 4604. T. iii. 1736.

GoDENEss, »i. Sax. At godeness. R. 1453. At advantage.
And so we should read in R. 3462. where the Editt. have
At gode mes. The Orig. has en bon point.

GoDsiB, w. Sax. A gossip ; a godfather. P. 167, col. 2, 1. 58.

GoFisH, adj. Foolish. T. iii. 585. from the Fr. Goffe ; Dull,

stupid.

Gold, n. A flower, commonly called A Turnsol. 1931.

Gower says, that Leucothea was changed

Intoafloure teas named golde,
Which stont governed of the sonne.

Conf. Am. 121. b.

GoLD-HEwE.v, arlj Sax. Of a golden hewe, or colour. 2502.

GoLDSMiTHRiE, K. Sax. Goldsmith's work. 2500.

GoLET, n. Fr. The throat, or gullet. R. 7096.

GoLiARDEis. See the n. on ver. 562.

G0.11ME, n. Fr. Gum. L. W. 121.

Gov, inf. m. Sax. To go. 2512. So mote I gon. 3116. 11089.

So may I/ar« well. So mote I ride or go. 7524. So may
I fare well, riding or walking, i. e. in all my proceedings.

See Go.

. pr. Upl. 771. 2604. 2965.

part. pa. Gone. 4437. 5137-

GoNFANON, n. Fr. A banner, or standard. R. 1201. 2018.

Gong, n. Sax. A little-house ; a jakes. P. 167, col. 1, 1. 36.

GoNNE, n. A gun. L. W. 637. F. iii. 553.

Gonnen, Gonne, jja. ;. ;rf. of Gin.ve. 11230. 15985.

Gore, n. See the n. on ver. 32.37. since which it has been
suggested to me by a learned person, whom I have not
the honour to know, that Gore is a common name for a
slip of cloth or linen, which is inserted in order to widen
a garment in any particular place. GooR of a cloth.

Lacinia. Prompt. Parv. See also the Glossary to Ken-
net's Paroch. Antiq. in y. Gore. This sense will suit

very well with the context of ver. 3237, but hardly, I

think, with that of ver. 13719 ; unless we suppose, that

^ore is there put for jAjX, because shirts have usually

gores in them. The expression would certainlybe very

aukward, and unlike Chaucer's general manner, but in

this place, the Rime of Sire Topas, he may be supposed

to have taken it purposely from one of those old Ro-

mances, which are the objects of his ridicule. See the

n on ver. 1384.">.

GosE for Goes. C. D. 1286. Goeth.

Gospellere, n. Sax. Evangelist. R. 6887-

GossoMER, n. A thin cobweb-like substance which flies

about in the air. 10573.

GosT, n. Sax. Spirit ; mind. 5679.

Goth, imp. m. 2 pers.pl. Go ye. 2560. 14200.

GovERNAiLLE, ji. Fr. Government, steerage. 9068.

Goi'NE-CLOTH. 7829. 7834. Cloth enough to make a gown.

Gourd, n. A vessel to carry liquor ; perhaps so called from

its shape. 17031, 40.

GowER, pr. n. T. v. 1855. An eminent English poet, io

whom Chaucer direets his Troilus and Creseide. Some
circumstances relating to him are touched upon in tlie

Essay, &c. n. 55. the Discourse, &c. §. xiv. xv. «. 15, 16

and in the notes, p. 202.

Grace, n. Fr. Favour. 3071. Sort/ grace, 6328. Harde
grace. 1613a Misfortune. T. i. 713.

So full of sorowe am I, sothe to sajTie,

That certainly no more harde grace
May sit on me, for why ? there is no space.

80 Hercules, ap. Euripid. Hf . M. 1250.

TifMu xccxut Svj, x'ouxir' iirS-' o^ti tsS-»i.

The criticism of Longinus, sect. XL. is perhaps equally

applicable to both passages.

With harde grace. 7810. is to be understood as spoken,

in a parenthesis, of the Cherl ; Misfortune attend him I

See With. Save pour grace. M. 108. col. 2, 1. 59. With
your favour. Sauve voire grace.

Gracious, adj. Fr- Agreeable. 3693. Graceful. 8489.

Gramb, n. Sax. Grief. 16871. Anger. T. iii. 10.30.

Felle it to gode or grame. P. L. 327.

Grammere, n. Fr. Grammar. 13466.

Grand mercie, Fr. Great thanks. 8964.

Grane, n. Fr. A grain; a single seed. T. iL 1028.

Grange, n. Fr. A Farm-house. 3668.

Grapinel, n. Fr. A grappling-iron. L. W. 640.

Gratche, R. 7368. " is perhaps the same with Graithe, if-

not mistaken for it" Gloss. Ur. See Greithe. The
Orig. has

—

s'aourne comme beguyne.

Grave, v. Sax. To carve ; to engrave. T. ii. 47. T. iii. 1468.

(Graven), part. pa. Buried. 6647. 11288.

Graunson, pr. n. C. M. V. ver. ult. See An account of the

works of Chaucer, &c. in this vol. p. 446.

Gre, n. Fr. Pleasure ; satisfaction, from Gratus, Lat.

To receive in gre. 4679. 9027. To take kindly. The gre.

27an. The prize. See the note.—From Gradus, Lat. it

Signifies A step, or degree. 9349.

Grede, n. Sax. A greedy person. R. 6002.

V. Barb. Lat. To cry. C. N. 135.

Grein, n. Fr. Grein de Paris. R. 1369. de Paradis.

Orig. Grains of Paradise; a sort of spice. The same are

meant in ver. 3690.

—

Grain of Portingale. 1.5465. A sort

of scarlet-dye, called Kermes, or Vermillion.

Greithe, v. Sax. To prepare, make ready. 4307. 14512.

Grenehed, n. Sax. Childishness. 4583.

Grese, n. Fr. Grease. 135. 6069.

Grete for Grede, v. R. 4116.

GRETTE,pa. <.of Grete,!). Sax. Greeted; saluted. 5471.882a

Greves, n. pi. Sax. Groves. 1497. R. 3019.

Grille, adj. R. 73. f. Horrible. Gbymm. grvland horrvblb.

Horridus. Prompt. Parv.

Grint for Grindeth, 5971

Grinte, pa. t. of Grind, v. Sax. Ground. Grint with

his teeth. 7743. Gnashed with h. t.

Grinting, n. Grinding ; gnashing. P. 150, col. 2, 1. 37.

Gris, ». Fr. a species of Furr. Sec the n. on ver. ISJ-l.

Grisly, adj. Sax. DreadfuL 1973. 63ia
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CHK, f. Sax. To prutch ; to murmur. 3861. 6025.

! .'?F. ailj. Pax. Flat on tlie ground. 951. VM'M. K. S561.

liKoiNK, n. Fb. The snowt of a swine. P. 149, col. 2, 1. 2^.

A banging lip. T. i. 3j<).

i". To hang the lip, in discontent. R. 7099.

Grone, I'. Fr. To groiin. To grunt 741 1.

Gront, pa. t. 14627- Groaned.

Grope, v. Sax. To search ; to examine by feeling.

7399. 7723.

Grot, n. A coin, worth four-pence. 6874. 7546.

Grounden, parL pa. of Grind. 16243.

Groyning, h. 2462. Discontent. See Gkoine.

Guerdon, n. Fr. Reward ; Recompense. 7460. 8759.

f. To reward. F. l.')2, col. 1 , I. 55.

Gderdonles, aii}. Without reward. B. K. 40(1.

Guico, pr. n. L. W. 1462. GuiDO TjK Columpnis. F. iii.

381. Giiido dalle Colonne, of Messina in Sicily, a lawyer
and poet, died about 129»l. Quadrio, vol. ii. p. 160. Uig
History of the Trojan war, to which our author refers,

was written in Latin, and finished in 12H7. See the n.

on ver. 15147. I have there intimated my suspicion,

that he translated it, for tlie most part, from a French
Romance of Benoil de Sainte More. Iloweverthat may
have been, Guido's work is certainly the original, from
which the later writers of themiddloageshavegeneraily
taken their accounts of Trojan affairs. It was translated

into Italian in 1324 by FiUiU'O Ciffi, a Florentine. Qua-
drio, vol. vi. p. 475. A I'rcuch translation is also

extant, in which it is said to be translal^e en Franfois
premierement du commandetnent dit ilaire de la cM de
Beauvais, en nom et en honneur de Karles te roy de
France, I'an mil ccc. quatre vingtz. MS. Reg. 16. F. i.x.

This is probably the French translation mentioned by
Lydgatc in the Prologue to his lioke of Troyc, which is

a mere paraphrase in verse of Guido's history, with
some digressions and additions of his own. Lyd-
gate's work was finished, as he tells us himself at

the end, in 1420.

H.

Habergeon, n. Fb. A diminutive of Ilauberg, a coat of

mail. 76. 13/90.

HABiLrrKE, n. Fr. Ability. C. L. 1044.

Habitacles, n. pi. Fr. Places of habitation. F. iii. 104.

Habite, r. Fr. To dwell. R. 66i'.

Habundant, part.pr.FR. Abundant. 7935.

Hacke.naie, n. Fr. An ambling horse, or pad. R. 1137.

Hacking, n. Fr. Cutting in pieces. F. iii. 213.

Hadden, pa. t. pi. of Have. 375. 762.

Haf, pa. I. of Heve. r. Sax. Heaved, raised. 2430.

Haie, Hay, n. Fr. A hedge. R. 54. 30<l7.

Haile, n. Sax. Health ; welfare. 4ii!j7.

Hailes, pr. n. of an Abbey in Gloucestershire. See the n.

on ver. 12587.

Haire, n. Fr. A hair-cloth. 15601. R. 43a
Hakeney, h. Fr. I6O27. as Hackenaie.
Haketov, n. Fr. A short cassock, without sleeves. 13789.
Halden for Holden, part. pa. of Hold. 4206.

Halfe, n. Sax. A side; a part. A' Goddcs half. 56.32.

Du. ,370. On Gods part ; with God's favour. A' this

halfe God. T. L. i. 325. b. On this side of God. Four
halves. 3481. Four sides.

Hali, pr. n. 433. An Arabian Physician. Fabric. Bibl. Gr.
t. xiii. p. 17.

Halke, n. Sax. A comer. 114.^^ 15779.
Halpe, pa. t. of Help, f. Sax. 14052. R. 1911.

Hals, ?i. Sax. The neck. 4493.

Hai.se, v. Sax. See the n. on ver. 13575.
Halt, pa. t. of Hold, v. Sax. Held, or kept 5141.

for Holt, i. e. Holdeth. Du. 621.

Halte, v. Fr. To go lamely. Du. 622.

HA.ME for Ho.me, n. Sax. 4030.

Hamele, v. Sax. To hamstring ; to cut off. T. ii. 964.
Hakiers, n. pi. Sax. Hammers. Du. 1 164.

Han, inf. m. of Have, f . Sax. 754. 1048. 2109.

pr. t. pi. 931. 1022. 7581.

Hanseunes, p. JM, col. 2, 1. 50. appears from the context
to mean a tort ofbreechet.

Happk, n. Sax. Chance. 13168- Bo, v. pr. 1.

V. To happen. .1117. 64»)7.

Hard, adj. Sax. Hard, llurde nrace. 71110. 161.^^ Mis-

fortune. Sec Gra< K. It is u.H'd ailvorbially. 9879. 131331

IIarde, I'. ^-Ax. To nuike hard. 10.V>y.

Uaiu)ELv (Hardily), adv. Fr. Boldly. 10147. adv. Sax,
Certainly. 7l«.7. 7901. 91(m;. T. v. (J73.

Harding, h. Sax. Hardening. 10557.

Harie, v. Fr. To hurry. To hario and draire. P. 149, col.

2, 1. 64,

Haried, part. pa. Hurried. 2728. lU leroienl hariez en
grand manere. Froissart, v. i. c. 225.

Harlot, n. See the n. on ver. 649.

IlAi.LoTRiKS, »i. ;//. HibaUlries. r/iX

Harneis, n. Fr. Armour. 1615. Furniture. 5718.

Harnkise, f. Fr. To dress. R. 2648.

Harow, interj. Fr. See the n. on ver. 3286.

Harpouh, n. Fr. A harper. T. ii. 1030. In the Act of

Resumption, 28 H. vi. there is a proviso in favour of

John Turges, Hurpuiir with the Queen, for the reversion

of an annuity of 10 Marks, after the death of William
Langton, Minstrell.

Harwed, /). /. of llAitivE, V. Sax. See the n. on ver. 3512.

Hasardoi:r, H. Fr. A Player at Hazard ; A gamester. 12530.

Hasarorie. n. Fr. Gaming, in general. 12524.

Haselwode. T. iiL 892. V. 585. 1174. All the.sc passages

plainly allude to the same proverbial saying, which
appears to have been used in scorn or derision of any
improbable hope i>r expectation. Why it was so used,

is beyond my reach to discover. It may be proper how-
ever to mention that in T. iii, K!>2. MS. Harl. 394.'>. read.—-

Haselwode is shaken ;—and that the pa.ssage, T. v. 1174.

is an imitation of the following in the Filosirato. Sec

Essay, &c. n. 62.

Ma pandero seco tacitamente
Ride de cio che Troylo dicea

—

Chel si fusse sembiante facea

Di crederlo, e dicia, di munrjibch
Aspctta il vento questo tapinello.

Hastif, adj. Fr. Hasty. 3545.

Hastiflv, adv. Hastily. 13546.

Hate, v. Sax. To be named. R. 38.

Haubkrk, »!- Fr. A coat of mail. 13792.

Haven, inf. m. of Have, v. Sax. Bo. iv. pr. 2. It is more
commonly abbreviated into Han.

Haunce, v. Fr. To raise, to enhance, B. K. 431.

Haunt, n. Fr. Custom ; practice. 449.

Haunte, v. Fr. To practise. P, 164. col. 2. 1. 4.

Haunteden, ija. I. pi. 12.'i!l8. Pnictiscd, frequented.

Hautein, adj. Fr. Haughty. 3739.— Loud. 12:;(;4—A haw
teinfaucon. L. W. 1118. A high-flying hawk ; Faulcon
haiiltain. Fr.

Ha voir for Avoir, n. Fr. Wealth. R. 4720.

Haue, n. Sax. A hawthorn-berry. 6241. T. iii. 856 —A
farm-yard. 12789. A church-yard. P. 165, coL 1, 1. 10.

Hawebake, 4515. See the note.

He, pron. Sax. is often prefixed in all its cases to proper

names emphatically, according to the Saxon usage. He
Moiscs. 10564. Jle Tilyus. T. i. 787, !>ce the n. on ver.

9594.

—

He is also frequently used for It in all cases.

7.">50, 7838, 9737. See the n. on ver. 9594.

Hed, Ji. Sax. Head. On his hed. \Zi(i. On pain of losing

his head. See the note.

Hedde for lIiDDE (Hidden.) L. W, 208,

Hegges, n. /)/. Sax. Hedges. 1,5224,

Heisugge. a. F, 612, Curriico, a little bird, which is

supposed to hatch the Cuckow's egg, and to be destroyed

by the young Cuckows. Sp.

Hele, i.Sax. Ilelan. To hide. 6531. R. 6882.

D. Sax. Haelan. To heal ; to help. 1250. 10955.

n. Sax. Health. 3104. 42,37.

Heleles, adj. Helpless. T. v, 1592.

Helise, pr. n. Elysium. C, L. 119^

Hel.med, part. pa. Fr. Armed with an helmet 14376.

T. ii. 593.

Helowis, pr. n. 6259. Eloisa, the mistress of Abelard.

See a summary of their history in Rom. de la Rose, ver.

9172—9247.

He.m, obi. c.pl. of He. Them. See Hni ; and Essay, &c n. 23.
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Hemself, Hemselvb, Hemselven. Sec Self.

Hench.men, n. pi. Pages. F. L. 252. See a note on the

Midsummer Night's Dream of Shakespeare. Act. ii. Se. 2.

Last. Edit.

HE>rDE, Hendy, adj. Sax. Civil ; courteous. 6868. 3199.

Hexen. 41131. Henne. 2358. 3887- Hennes. R. 4922.

Hens. 12ti21. adv. Sax. Hence.

Heng, pa. ^ and pari, of IIang, y. Sax. 36ii. 678. 9757.

Hennesforth, adv. Sax. Henceforth. 10972.

Heimtk, v. Sax. To take hold of ; to catch. 906. 7082.

Hent, pa. t. andpaW. 700.6899. 1583.

Hepe, n. Sax. A heap. To hrpe. T. iii. 1770. Bo. iv. pr. 6.

Together ; in a heap.—The fruit of the Dog-rose. 13677-

HKRAin), n. Fr. A herald. 2535.

Hekbebgage, n. Fr, Lodging. 4.327-

HERBF,RGEorRs, H. pi. Fr. Providci's of lodgings; Har-
bingers. 5417.

Hereerwe, n. Sax. An inn ; a lodging. 767. 4143.—The
place of the Sun. 11347. In ver. 405. (see the note) it

rather means, I think, A harbuur.—Herber. T. ii. 1705.

F. L. 49. An arbour.

V. Sax. To lodge. R. 6145.

Herd, Hierde, n. Sax. A keeper. 605. 15660.—Herde-
gromes. F. iii. 135. Shepherd-boj-s.

Heroes, n. pi. Coarse flax. Herde, fibra lini. Kilian. R,
1233.

That not ofhempc. ne heerdis was.

Hunter. The Orig. has

4880. and in other places,

So this ver. is written in Ms.
only

—

elle ne/ut de bourras.

Here for Hire, pron. 2059. 3691.

for the sake of the rime.

Here, adv. Sax. In this place.

in composition, signifies this, without including any
idea of ptoce. Hereagaines. SOU. Against this. Here-
befurn. 1586. Before this.

. r. Sax. To hear. 2347.

Herd, Herde, pa. t. and part. 221. 955. 1597.

Herden, 7J«. t.pl. 15382.

Herb, «. Sax. Hair. 677-

Heren, adj. Made of hair. 12670.

Herking, "part. pr. of Herke, v. Sax. Hearkening. 10392.

Hermes, pr. n. 16902. A chemical treatise under his name
is extant in the Theai. Chemic. t, iv. See Fabric. Bibl.

Gr. h. i.e. W. HkrmesBallen'us. F. iii. 183. 'Whether

a

different person from him just mentioned, I cannot tell.

Herne, n. Sax. A corner. 11433. 16126.

Hero.vere, 71. Fr. A hawk made to flie only at the heron.

T. iv. 413. L. W. 1118.

Heronsewes, n. pi. Fr. Young Herons. 10382. See the

note.

Herte for Hurt, v. Sax. Du. 883.

n. Sax. Heart Herle-blood. 6300. 12836. Heart's

blood. Herte-spnne. See the n. on ver. 2608.

Herteles, adj. Without courage. 14914.

Hektly, adj. Heart}'. 10319.

Hery, I?. Sax. To praise 8492. 13548.

Herving, n. Praise. 13389.

Heste. n. Sax. Command. 12574 Promise. R. 4475. "J.

Hex, Hette, pa. t. of Hete, v. Sax. Heated. A. F. 145.

Hete, v. Sax. To promise. 2400. 4754. To be called. Du.
200. See Highte.

Hethknesse, n. Sax. Country of Heathens. 49. 5532.

Hething, n. Sax. Contempt. 4108. All is thy hethjng

fallen npon thee. P. L. 2/3.

Heve, v. Sax. To heave, to raise. 552.

—

v. neut. To
labour. T. ii. 1289.

Heved, n. Sax. Head. F. ii. 42. Every virtue in myheved.
So I apprehend this line should be read, instead of in me
heved.

Heven qiiexe, n. Sax. The queen of heaven ; the Virgin
MarJ. 16557.

Hew of Lincoln, pr. n. 13614. See Discourse, &c. §. xxxii.

Heivb, v. Sax. To cut. 1424.

v. neut. C. L. 980 T. L. i. 325. b. lie that heweth to

hie, toith chippes he map lese his sight. So Conf. Am. 18. b.

Full ofle he hcwcth up so hye.
That chyppes fallen in his eye.

Hewe, n. Sax. Colour ; appearance. 10901. T. ii. 21.

Hewed, pari. pa. Coloured. 11557.

H^xT, adj. siiperl. Sax. Highest. CD. .345. Hcgh, Heghcst,

Heghst, Hext. In the same manner Next is formed from
Negh.

HiDous, adj. Fr. Dreadful. 3520.

HiDousLY, adv. Terribly. 1/03.

Hie, v. Sax. To hasten. 10605. C. D. 1550.

n. Haste ; diligence. In, or On hie, 2981. 4629. T. iv.

1385. In haste.

HiGHE, a^y. Sax. High. In high and low. 819. 5413.

See the n. on ver. 819.

HiERDEssE, w. Sax. A shepherdess. T. i. 654. See Herds.
HiGHEN, F. iii. 1062. is perhaps miswritten for Highe.

HiGHT, n. Sax. Highth, 1892. On hight. 1786. seems to

signify—aloud ; in a high voice. En haui. Fr.
Highte, v. Sax. See the n. on ver. 1016.

HiJi, obi. c. of He, is often used alone in that reciprocal

sense, which is generally expressed by the addition of

the adj. Self. 3052. Than hath he don hisfrend, ne him,
no shame, i. e. nor himself. As he him laid. 1380. And
clad him. 1411. And bare him. 1449.

It is also frequently put without the usual preposition.

Him to grete shame. 17209. To great shame of him.

Shefalleth him to fete. 5524. She falleth at the feet of
him. She snore him. 6543. She swore to him. Hem
and Hire are used in the same manner.

Himself, Himselve, Himselven. See Self.

Hinderest, superl. d. of Hind, adv. Sax. Hindmost. 624.

HiNE, n. Sax. A servant in husbandry ; a hind. 605.

71. Bal. Vil. 35. should probably be Hiene. The gall

of a7i hyena was used to cure a certain disorder of the

eye. Plin. N. H. 1. 29, c. 38.

HiPPOcRAS, pr. n. Hippocrates. 433. See the note.

HiR, pro7i. pass. Sax. Their. See Essay, &c. p. xlvi .

Hire, obi. c. of She. pro7i. Sax. is often put for Herself.

139. 4869. and without the usual preposition. 11057. See

Him.

X^ron. pcss. Sax. Her. See Essay, &e. p. xlvi.

Hireself, Hireselve, Hireselven. See Self.
Hip.s, pro7i.poss. Sax. Theirs. 7508- See the Essay, &c. n. 29.

Histobial, adj. Fr. Historical. 12090.

Ho, inleij. P'r. commanding a cessation of any action.

See the n. on vei-. 2535. and X believe o in that verse is put
for Ho, and not for Oyez. See the C. L. ver. 270.

HocHEPOT, n- Fr. A mixture of various things sftake7i

together in the same pot. M. 112, col. 1, 1. 10. Hutspot.

Belg.

HoKER. n. Sax. Frowardness. .5717-

HoKERLV, adv. Frowardly. P. 159, col. 2, 1. II.

Hold, n. Sax. A fort, or castle. 4927.

y. Sax. To keep. To hold in honde. T.V. 1370. To
keep in suspence. T. V. 1614. 1679- To amuse in order

to deceive.

. HoLDEX, part. pa. Obliged. 5717. T. iii. 1265.

Hole, Hot, adj. Sax. Entire; whole; sound. 6952. 7615.

HoLLV, adv. Entirely ; wlioUy. 5793.

HoLOi'R, n. Sax. A whoremonger. 5836. P. 168, col. 2, 1. 7-

Holt, 71. Sax. A grove, or forest. 6 T. iii. 352.

. for Holdeth. 9224. 9.386.

HoMLY, adj. Sax. Domestick. 9666.—Plain ; simple. 7425.

HoMLir*EssE, n. S.\x. Domestick management. 8305.

—

Familiarity. M. 118, col. 1, 1. 10.

HoNDE, n. Sax. A hand. An honde-brede. 3809. An
hand's breadth. Wilhouten ho7tde. T. iii. 188. Without
being pulled by any hand.—Honden, pi. R, 6(>63.

Honest, adj. Fr. means generally, according to the French

usage. Creditable ; honourable. 246. 13491. Becoming a
person of rank. 8302. 9902.

Honestetee, Honestee, n. Fr. "Virtue. 8298.—Decency.

14630.—Good manners. 6849.

Hong, v. Sax. To ban? 12724.

HoNT, n. Sax. Du. 385. as Hu.vt.

Honv-swete, adj. Sax. Sweet as honey. 9270.

Hope, v. Sax. To expect. 4027. See the note.

Hoppesteres, »i. p?. S.AX. Danceis. 201.9. See the note.

HoRD, n. Sax. Treasure. 13014.—A private place, fit foJ

the keeping of treasure. P. 165, col. 2, 1. 16.
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HoKK, IIooR, atlj.SAx. Iloary; grey. 77<54- 93.J,i.

HoRuWi:, ailj. Sax. Foul. ('. SI. 52.

EuRRiBijeTK, )(. Fn. Ilorriblencss. H. 72H.'i.

HoRS, »i. p/. Sax. Horses. Stlliy. 7141. 13563.

UoRSB, adj. Sax. Hoarse. Du. 347.

EoBSLV, adj. 1U508. is applied to a horse, as manly is to

a man.
fiospiTALRRS, n. pi. Lat. Rcligious persons, of both sexes,

who attended the sick in hospitals. P. 167. col. 1, 1. 59.

—Knights Hospitalers, of different orders. H. C(J93. See

Du Cauge, in v. Hospitalarius,

Host, n. Fr. An army. 14486.

Hostelers, n. Fb. An inn-keepor. 4358. 1503.?.

HoSTKLRiK, n. Fb. An inn, or lodging-house. 2.T.

B[OSTiLE.ME.\Ts, 71. pi. Household furniture. Ho. ii. pr. 5.

Bote, ailj. Sax. Hot. 7(il8.

Bote, Hoten, part. pa. of Hete. Called. 3039.

Hove, v. Sax. To hover. T. iii. 143;5. T. v. 33.

Bound FISH, n. Sax. The dog-fish. 9(;9y.

BouNE, «. for Hou.vD. T. iv. 210. Thtcs said both here anil

houne, i. e. hare and hound ; all sorts of people.

BouPED, pa. t. Fr, Hooped, or hollowed. 15406.

HouSEL, n. Sax. The Eucharist. R. 6.'i«6.

V. To administer the sacrament. R. 6437.

.— To ben houseled. To receive the sacrament.

P. 170, col. 2, 1. 69.

HowvE, n. Sax. A cap, or hood. See the n. on ver. 3909.

BoLFERE, n. Sax. Holly. B. K. 129.

BuLSTRED, part. pa. Sax. Hidden. R. 6146.

Hdmblehede, M. Sax. Humble state. 14590.

HuMBLESSE, n. Fr. Humility. 4585.

Humbling, n. A humming. F. ii. .')3I. Ilommelen ; Bom-
bilari, bombum edere. Kilian. Hence our Humble-bee.

Hunt, n. Sax. A Iiuntsm.nn. 1680. 2020.

I
Hurtle, v. Fb. To push. 2618. 4717.

HusBANDRiE, n. Sax. Thrift, CEConomical management 4075.

Husbond man, n. Sax. The master of the family. 7350.

UusT, adj. Sax. Silent ; whist. Bo. ii. m. 5.

j

Hvlde, I'. Sax. To pour. Bo. ii. m. 2.

Hyllke., part. pa. Sax. Hidden. 15061. See Hele.

I, at the beginning of a word, in the common Editt. and
even in the MSS. of Chaucer, is often used to express a

corniption of the Saxon prepositive particle Ee j which,

in this Kdit. of the Canterbury Tales, (as has been said

before in the Essay, &c. p. xlvi.) is always expressed by
p. All such words, therefore, occurring in the works of

Chaucer not contained in this Edition, should bo looked
for either under v, or under their second letters.

Jacke of Dover. 4345. See the note.

Jacke fool. 3708. See tlie n. on ver. 14816.

Jauobin, pr. n. A grey-frier. R. 63;!8.

Jakkr Straw, pr.H. 15400. The noise made by the fol-

lowers of this rebel, to which our author alludes, he had
prob.-ibly heard himself. It is called by Walsingham,
p. 251. clamor horrendissimus, non similis clamuribus
quos edere solent homines, sed qui ultra omnem cestima-
tionem supcraret omnes clamores humanus, et maxime
posset assimulari ululatibus in/crnalium ineolarum.
Many Flemings (Flandrenses) were beheaded by the
rebels cum clamore consueto. Walsingham, ibid.

Jambeux, n. pi. Fr. Boots ; armour for the legs. 1.3804.

Jane, n. A coin of (Janua) Genoa. It is put for any
small coin. 8875. l.'!665.

Jangle, i;. Fb. To prate ; to talk much, or fast. 10534.
-^ n. Prate ; babble. 6989.

Jangler, Janglour, n. A prater. 17292, 7.

Jangleresse, )i. a female prater. (;220. 10181.

Jape, n. Sax. A trick ; a jest. 4.'J41. 1G780.

V. To jest. 13623.—To cheat ; to laugh at. 1731.

Jape-worthv, adj. Ridiculous. Bo. v. pr. ,"5.

Japer, n. A common jester, or buffoon. P. 161, col. 1, 1. 41
Japerie, «. Buffoonerie. P. 161, col. 1, 1. 45.

IcH, IcHE, pron. Sax. I. i<o the ich. 12881. So the iche.

Ifi397. So may I prosper.

Idbl, adj. Sax. Idle; fruitless. Jn idel. 11179. V. 159,

col. 2, 1. 29. In vain.

Idolastrb, II. Fr. An idolater. 10172.

Jeopard, r. To hazard ; to put in danger. T. iv. 1566.

Jropabdie, n. Danger. T. ii. 465. T. v. 1529. Jeopardiss.
Du. 666.

Jeremie, pr. n. Jeremiah. 12.')69.

Jerome, pr. n. 62.")6. Our author has made much u«> of n
treati.se of St. Jerome, contra Jovinianum. See the n. on
ver. 9172, and ver. 1 1679, and the Discourse, Ac. n. 19.

Jestes, >i. pi. T. V. 1510. F. iii. passim, as Ge.stes.

Jbwerie, ji. Fb. A district, inhabited by Jews. l.'M19.

Je\wse, n. Judgement
; punishment. 1741. 5215. It may

have been formed by corruption either of the Lat.
Judicium, or the Fr. Justice. Con/. Am. 157. b. 1.58,

Ik, pron. Sax. I. :t862. ;!865. See IcH.

Ilion, pr. n. The citadel of Troy. 153C2.

Ilke, adj. Sax. Same. 64. 30.'J5.

Imaginatik, adj. Fr. Suspicious. 11406.

Imped, pari. pa. Sax. Planted. R. 5137.

Imi'etren, pr. t. pi. Fr. Obtain by prayer. Bo. v. pr. 3.

Impes, n. pi. Sax. Shoots of trees. 13962. R. 62!).}.

Importable, adj. Fr. Intolerable. 14520. 11. 6902.—Impoa.
sible. 9020.

Importune, adj. Fr. Troublesome. R. 56.32.

Impossible, adj. Fr. used as a substantive. 6270. T. iii. 625.

In, prep. Sax. Upon. 6350. 14500. 14546. In with. 9460.

9!il8. Within.
Inco.mbrous, adj. Fr. Cumbersome. F. ii. 354.

Inconsta.vce, n. Fr. Inconstancy. 7540.

Incubus. 6462. See the n. on ver. 6441. 7'

Indk, adj. Fr. Azure-coloured. R. 67.

Indione, adj. Fr. Unworthy. 8235.

Ineched, part. pa. Sax. Inserted. T. iii. 1335,

Inequal, adj. Fr. Unequal. 2273.

Infortunat, adj. Lat. Unfortunate. 4722.

Infortune, n. Fr. Misfortune. R. 5551.

Ingot, n. A mould for casting ingots. 16674. 16701. 16782.

Inhabit, part. pa. Fr. Inhabited. C. D. 14oo.

Inhilde, v. Sax. To pour in. T. iii. 44. See Hylue.
Injure, n. Fr. Injury. T. iii. 1020.

Inly, adv. Sax. Inwardly, deeply, thoroughly. 6930. Ii.

397. T. iii.1612. F. i. 31.

Inne, prep. 'Sax. In. 14002.

In, n. Sax. A house, habitation, lodging. 3547. 5517.

13.372.

Inned, part. pa. B^ x. Lodged. 2194.

Innereste, adj. sip. Sax. Inmost. Bo. iv. pr. 6.

Innocent, arf/. Fr. Ignorant. 8150. 10840.

Inseled, par<. JaJ Fr. Attested under seal. CD. 1014.

I.vsET, part. pa. *sAx. Implanted. Ho. iL pr. .3.

Inter.minable, a<(;'. Fr. Infinite. Bo. v. pr 6.

INWITTE, n. Sax. Understanding. T. L. i. 32a b.

JocE, pr. n. 6065. See the note.

JocoNDE, adj. Fr. Joyous ; ple.isant. 18064.

Jogelour, n. Fr. A juggler. 7049;

JoiNA.NT, /mrt. pr. Fr. Joining. 1062.

JoiNE, V. Fr. To enjoin. R. 2355.

JoLiE Robin. The name of a dance. R. 745.'). De la danse

kbeau Robin. Orig. 12864.—See T. v. 1174.

.JoLiF, adj. Fr. Jolly; joyful. 3355. 4152.

Jombre, v. To jumble. T. ii. 10.'i7.

JoNGLERiE, n. T. v. 7^5. should rather be Jangleric ; Idle

talk. See Jangle.

JoRDANES. n. pi. See the n. on ver. 12239.

JossA, interj. 4099. seems to be partly formed from the Fr.

fa! Come hither!

Jovis, pr. n. Jupiter. T. iii. 15. F. i. 219. F. iii. 917-

JouRNEB, n. Fb. A day's journey. 2740. C. D. 1945>

A day's work. K. 579.

JousTES, n. pi. Fb. Justs. C. D. 1987.

JowELBs, n.pl. Fr. Jewels. R. 5420.

JoYE, V. Fr. To enjoy. R. .5028.

Ipocras, n. Fr. Wine mixed with spices and other in-

gredients ; 80 named, because it is strained through

a woollen cloth, called the sleeve of Hippocrates. 9681.

See Clarre.

Ike, h. Fr. Anger. 741f».
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Irous, adj. Passionate. 7596, 7, 8.

IsACDK, pr. n. F. iii. 707. See Belle Isaudb. She is

called YsEUT by Bernard da Veutador. JUS. Crofts.

foL LXVII.

Tant trag pena d'amor,
Q'anc 7'Ws7«/iramador
Kon sofret maior dolor

Per Yseut la blonda.

And so in Fabliaux, &c. T. i. p. 242. Tseut la blonde.

Petrarch calls her Isotta. Trionfo d'Amore. iii. 82. A
late French writer, in what he has been pleased to

style, " Histoire litUraire des Troubadours," (T. ii. p.

323.) having quoted a passage celebrating the love of

" Tristan a IsauU," adds very cooWy—C'est une allusion

d quelque Roman ; which is just as if a commentator

upon Ovid should say of the epistle from Paris to Helen,

that it alludes to some Greek story.

It, pron. 3 pers. neut. (tend. Sax. ia used instead of He
andSfte. 3764. 5529. 13144.

Itaille, pr. n. Italy. 8142.

JUBALTARE, pr. n. Gibraltar. 5367.

JUBBE, n. A vessel for holding ale, or wine. 3628. 13000.

JUDicnw. 14052. The book of Judges. So Metamorphoseos

is put for the Metamorphosis of Ovid. 45ia and Eneidos

for the Jilneis of Virgil. 15365.

JUGE, n. Fr. a judge. 12057. 12190.

JuiL, pr. n. The month of July. 10(X)7.

Julian, pr. n. See the n. on ver. 341.

JupARDiE, n. R. 2666. as Jeopardie.

JuPARTiE, n. Fr. Jeopardie. See the n. on ver. 16211.

Justice, n. Fr. A judge. 15965.

Justinian, pr. n. R. 6615. The law referred to is in the

Code, L. xi. tit. 25. De mendicantibus validis.

Juvenal, pr. n. The Roman Satirist. 6774. T. iv. 197.

K.

Kalender, n. Lat. A Calendar. 13136.—A guide, or

director. L. W. 542.

Kalendes, n. pi. Lat. The first day of the month ; the

beginning of any thing. T. ii. 7- T. v. 1633.

Kavnard. See the n. on ver. 5817-

Kj:le, v. Sax. To cool. C. L. 775.

Kembed, Kejiped, part. pa. Sax. Combed. 2291. 2136.

Ke.melin, n. Sax. A tub. 3548.

Kenelm, pr. n. 151 16. See the note.

Kepe, n. Sax. Care ; attention. 4162. 8934.

V. To take care. 2240. 2962.

Kerchef, n. 660O. a corruption of Coverchief.

Kernels, n. pi. Fr. Battlements. R. 4195.

Kers, w. Sax. Water-cresses. 0/ paramours ne raught

he not a kcrs. 3754. He cared not a rush for love.

Crbsse is used, in the same sense, in T. L. i. 320. and

ii. 332. b.

Kerver, n. Sax. A carver. 1901.

Kesse, r. Sax. To kiss. 893.3. R. 2610.

Keste, pa. t. Kissed. 10664.

Ketche, v. T. iii. 1381. as Cacche.

Kevere, v. Fr. To cover. In T. i. 918. it signifies to

recover,

KrcHEL, 7?. Sax. A little cake. 7329. See the note.

Kid, Kidde, pa. t. and part, of Kithb. JIade known ; dis-

covered. 9817. T. i. 208. R. 2172.

Kike, v. Sax. To kick. 6523.

Kin, n. Sax. Kindred. Bt/ my fader kin. 9389. 16297.

By my father's kindred.

. adj. Of the same nature. .5557.

Kind, n. Sax. Nature. 17130. T. i. 238.

Kindly, adv. Naturally. 5984.

Kjnrede, n. Kindred. M. 113, col. 2, 1. 33.

KiRTEL, n. Rax. A tunic, or waistcoat. 3321. 11884. In

kirtels and none other wede. R. 778- Qui estoient en

pure cottes. Orig. 775.

KiTHE, V. Sax. To shew; to make known. 5056. 7191.

Ae kithe hire jealousie. 11060. Nor shew to her any

jealousie.

KiTHED, part. pa. 16522. See Kid.

KiTTE, pa. t. Sax. Cut. 6304.

Knakkes, n. pi. Sax. Trifling tricks. 4049. The word
seems to have been foimed from the knacking, or snap-

ping, of the fingers, used by jugglers. See Cotgrave, in

v.-Matassiner des mains, and Kiquet—Trifling words.

P. 161, coL 1, 1. 49.

Knappb, n. A short sleep ; a nap. R. 400.5.

Knarry, flrfj. Sax. Full of pjiarrM, or knots. ir79.

Knave, n. Sax. A servant ;
properly, a boy-servant 2730.

\32\0.—A knave-child. 5135.8320. AmalechUd.— TA(>

buie knave. R. 3849. Ce gargon. Orig.

Knedde, part. pa. of Knede, v. Sax. Kneaded. R. 4811.

Kneen, Knene, n. pi. Sax. Knees. C. D. 294. 436.

Knet, part. pa. R. 2092. as Knit.

Knight, n. Sax. A servant ; generally, a sen-ant in war

;

a soldier. M. 117, col. 2, 1. 31. 15851.—A dubbed knight.

See his Character, ver. 43—78.

Knighthode, n. Valour. 14560.

Knit, part. jja. Sax. Joined; bound. 11298.—Agreed.

11.542.

Knobbes, n. pi. Sax. Excrescences, in the shape of buds,

or buttons. 635. See Knoppe.
Knoppe, n. Sax. A button. R. 1080.—A rose-bud. R. 1702.

Knopped, part. pa. Buttoned; fastened. R. 7212.

K.NOiTE, n. Sax. A knot. In ver. 10715. 10721. it is used,

in the sense of Kceud, Fr. for the chiefpoint, or head of

a matter.

Knotteles, adj. Sax. Without a knot ; without any

thing to obstruct or retard the passage. T. V. 769.

Knowe for Knee. T. ii. 1202.

Knowleche, I'. Sax. To acknowledge. M. 118, col. 2, 1. 45.

Knowleching, n. Knowledge. 16900. R. 4676.

KoNNiNG, n. F. iii. 966. as Conning ; Cunning.

Kyke, v. Sax. To look stedfastly. 3445. Kijcken. Teot.

Spectare. Kilian.

Labbe, n. A blab ; a great talker. 3509.

Labbing, part. pr. Blabbing. 10302.

Laced, part. pa. Fr. Tied, bound. R. 3178.

Lacert, n. Fr. "A fleshy muscle; so termed from its

having a tail like a lizard. Cotg." 2755.

Lache, adj. Fr. Sluggish. Bo. iv. pr. 3.

Lachesse, n. Fr. Slackness; negligence. P. 162, col. 2.

1.67.

Lad, LADDE.pa. t. of Lede, v. Sax. Led; carried. 7^:60.

13264.

Laft, pa. t. and part, of Leve, v. Sax. Left. 16351. L. W.

168.

Laie, n. T. i. 341. 1002. as Lay.

Laied, part. pa. of Lay, r. Sax. With orfreys laied, i. e.

trimmed. R. 1076 So this word is frequently used by

HoUinshed, vol. iii. p. 1317- Laid with gold ?of€.—Laid

ON with red silke and gold /ace.—Laid about with silver

lace. See Couched.

Laine, !»!/. V. Sax. To lay. R. 184.

Lainers, n. pi. Fr. Straps, or thongs. 2506.

Lake, n. 13787. It is difiicult to say what sort of cloth is

meant. Laecken, Belg. signifies both linen and woollen

cloth. Kilian.

Lakke, n. Sax. A fault ; a disgraceful action. 10073.—

Want. 10145.

Lakke, v. To find fault ; to blame. R. 284. 4804.

Lam BEN, n. pi. Sax. Lambs. R. 7063.

Laxgure, v. Fr. To languish. 9741.

Lapidaire. F. iii. 262. A treatise on precious stones, 80

entitled ; probably a French translation of the Latin

poem of Marbodus de gemmis, which is frequently cited

by the name of Lapidarius. Fabric. Bibl. Med. Mt. in

V. 5IARB0DUS.

Lappe, n. Sax. A skirt, or lappet of a garment. 8461

15480. T. iii. 59. 743.

Large, adj. Fr. Spacious; free. Prodigal. 13361. At

large. 2290. At liberty. Til that it was prime large.

10674. Till prime was far spent.

Largely, adv. Fully. 1910.

Las. n. Fb. A lace. 394—A snaro. 1819. 1953.
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Imssb, Las, adj. comp. Sax. Less. 4407. 13047- R. 3045.

Laichk, fi. U. 1624. as Las.

Latkrkd, part. pa. Sax. Delayed. P. 162, col. 2, 1. 62.

Lathe, n. 4086. A b irn. " It is still used in Lincoln.shire.

Sk." In F. iii. 1050. where the Editt. have rathe and

fattie, the MSS. give the true reading—;<i/At'.

Lato». n. Fr. a kind of mixed metal. 701. of the colour

of brass. 11557.

Lauue, h. L.4T. Praise. 13385.

Laides. 3655. The service performed in the fourth, or

last watch of the night. Dicuntur autem Laudes, quod

illud officium laudim pracipue sonat divinam, SfC. Du
Cange in v. Lai-s 2. The same service was often called

Matins. Idem in v. M.^imNr.
Laved, part. pa. Kb. Drawn ; spoken of water taken out

of a tcell. Bo. iii. m. 12.

Lavender, n. Fr. A washerwom.-m, or laundress. L. W.
358. In the passage of Dante, which is here quoted,

Eni'!/ is called,

La meretrice, che mai dalV ospizio

Di Ctsare non torse gli occhl pntti,

Morti comune, e delle corte vizio.

Inf. xiii. 64.

Laverock, n. Sax. A lark. R. 662.

Launtegay, n. A sort of lance. See the n. on ver. 13682.

Lau.vcelot du Lake. 15218. An eminent knight of the

round table, whose adventures were the subject of a Ro-

mance begun by Chrestien de Troyes, one of the oldest of

the Romance-poets, and finished by Godefrois de Leigni.

See Fauchet.L. ii. c. 10, U. They have been repeatedly

printed in French prose, and make a considerable part

of the compilation called " Mori d'Arthur." Ilis accom-

plishments, as a courtier and a man of gallantry, have

been alluded to before, ver. 10601. Signor Volpi, in his

notes upon Dante, Iixf. v. 128. has most unaccountably

represented Lancilotto, as innamorato di Ginevra,

mo/llie del Re JIarco. If there be any faith in history,

Ginevra was the wife of King Arthur. The story in

Dante, which is the occasion of Signor Volpi's note, is a

curious one. It is alluded to by Petrarch, Trionfo

d'Amore. iii. 82.

Vedi Ginevra, Isotta, e 1' altre amanti,
E la coppia d'Arimino.

LAtTNDE, n. Fr. A plain not ploughed. 1693.

Lavoures, ?i. pi. Fr. Lavers. 5869.

Laureat, adj. Lat. Crowned with laurel. 7907. 14614.

Laureole, n. Fr. Spurge-laureL 14969.

liAiRER, >i. Fr. Laurel. 9340.

Lais, ailj. Sax. Loose. 4062. Laus. Island. Solutus. This

is the true original of that termination of adjectives, so

frequent in our language, in les or less. Consuetud. de
Beverley. MS. Ilarl. 560. IIujus saerilegii enienda non
erat determinata, sed dicebatur ab Anglis Botalaus, i. e.

sine emendd. So Chaucer uses Botelcs, and other words
of the same form ; as Vetteles, Drinkelcs, GiUeles, iJjc.

La\ve, adj. for Low. R. 5046.

Laxatif, ;i. Fr. A purging medicine. 27.58. 14949.

Lay, n. Sax. Law; religious profession. 4796. 10332.

Lay, h. Fr. A species of poem. 9755. 11259. See the Dis-

course, &c. n. 24.

Lay, pa. t. of Lie. or Ligge. 972. Layen. pi. 3210.

Lazar, n. Fr. A leper. 242.

Leche, >i. Sax. A physician. 3902. Lechecrajl. 2747- The
skill of a physician.

V. To heal. C. D. 852.

Lecherous, a/lj. Provoking lecherie. 12483.

Lbchour, n. Fr. A leacher. 6953.

Xectorne, n. Lat. A reading-desk. C. L. 1383.

Leden, n. Sax. Language. 10749. See the note.

Ledge, v. C. L. 1065. as Allege.
Lees, n. Fr. A leash, by which dogs are held. P. 155, col.

1, i.a
adj. Sax. False. Withouten lees. R. 3904. With-

out lying ; truly.

Lepe, adj. Sax. Pleasing, agreeable. Al be him lothe or
L£FE. 1839. Tliough it be impleasing to him, or pleasing.

i^or LEFE ne lothk. 13062. For friend nor enemy. He
turned nol—^for lkve ne for lothk. P. L. 286.— It some-
times binnilies. Pleased. / n'am not lkfe to gahbe. 3510.

I am not plen«ed to prate ; I take no pleasure in prating.

Lekull, ailj. Lawful. .'H;19. 9322.

Leoob, V Sax. To lay. 3.435.

— i;. Fr. To ease. U. .5(116. as Alege.
LEtE, V. Sax. To lay. T. iii. 72.

Lkiskr, n. Fr. Leisure. 1 1 !>>. 9708. Opportunity. 3292.

Lkite, ji. Sax. Light. Thumlerleile. Ho. i. m. 4. Liglitning.

Leke, n. Sax. A leek. 3H77- It is put for any thing of vory
small value. 16263. R. 4830.

LE.MF.S, n. pi. Sax. Flames. 14936.

Le.mman, 71. Sax. A lover, or gallant. 4238. 5337.—A mis-
tress. 14069.

Lendes, n. pi. Sax. The loins. 3237.

Lene, adj. Sax. Lean. 289. 9727.

V. Sax. To lend. 613. 3775 To grant. 7226. 13613.

Lenger, adv. eomp. Sax. Longer. 14437-

Lexte, pa. t. of Lbne, 13284.

Lknton, fl. Sax. The season of Lent. P. 148, col. 2, 1. 21.

L'ENVOY, Fr. was a sort of postscript, sent icith poetical

compositions, and servinc either to recommend them to

the attention of some particular person, or to enforce

what we call the moral of them. The six last Stanzas

of the Clerkes Tale are in many Mss. entitled, L'envoy

de Chaucer a les mariz de noire temjis. See also the

Stanzas at the end of the Complaint (if the Black Knight,
and of Chaucer's Dreme.

Leon, n. Lat. A lion. 1600.

Leoni.ve, adj. Belonging to a lion. 14.564.

Leopart, Lepard, »i. Fr. A leopard. 2188. 14267.

Leos, n. Gr. People. 1.5571, 4.

Lepande, part. pr. of Lepe, v. Sax. Leaping. R. 1928.

Lepe, Lep, for Lkpeth, 3 pers. sing. 422*;. 10285.

for Leped, pa. I. 2689. C. D. 2164.

pr. n. A town in Spain. 12.504.

Lkre, Lerne, v. Sax. To learn. l(K)02. 13466.—To teach

16312.

Lered, pa. t and part. .577. 13449.

Lerb, n. Sax. The skin. 1.3786. See the note.

Lese, n. Fr, as Lees. In luslie Use. T. ii. 752. In Love's

leash.

adj. Sax. as Lees. R. 85093.

f. Sax. To lose. 1 1672, 4.

Leseth, 2 pers. pi. imp. m. 4439. Lose ye.

Lesinq, n. Sax. A lie ; a falsity. 15947. R. 4508. Lesinges,

pi. 12525.

Lkst, List, Lust, n. Sax. Pleasure. 1.32. 192. 6215. 11124.

Leste, Liste, Luste, i-. To please. It is generally u.sed,

as an Impersonal, in the third person only, for It

pleaseth, or It pleased. Him luste tv ride so. 102. It

pleased him t r. s. IFel to drink us leste. 752. It pleased

us well t. d. Ifyou lest. 830. If it please you. Me list

not play. 3865. It pleaseth me not to play.

adj. Sax. supcrl. d. Least. 2200. At the leste way.

1123. ^<rt« tote 54.32. At least.

for Last. T. ii. 1330.

Let, V. Sax. To leave; to omit. 1319. To leave; to per-

mit. 1.325. Let thy japes be. 5824. Let the sompnour be.

6871.—To cause 2!>78. 5377 —To hinder. T. iii. 726.

Lete, pr. n. The river Lethe. F. i. 71-

Letgame, n. Sax. A hindererof pleasure. T. iii. 528.

Lette, II. Delay; hindrance. 8176.

Lettoh'k, pr. n. Lithuania. 54.

Lettred, adj. Fr. Learned. R. 7691.

Lettrube, Lf.tterure, n. Fr. Literature. 14414. 16314.

Lettuarie, n. Fr. An electuary. 428, 9683.

Leve, v. for Live. 7U4.
n. Sax. Desire ; inclination. 13952.

adj. Dear. 3132. See Lefe.

f. Sax. To believe. 1(HI79.

Leveth, !m/). m. 2;)i;rj. p/. 3090. Leveth me. Believe me>
In U. 3519. Leveth is misprinted for Leseth.

He leseth more than ye may doe.

So this verse should be written.

Plus y pert-il que vous ne/aides. Orig.



In T. iii. 56. Leve is misprinted for Lene ; and also in

T. li. 1212. and T. v. 1749.

Leveles, ailj. Sax. Without leave. C. D. 74.

Lkven, n. Sax. Lightning. 5858.

Lbvbr, comp. d. of Lefe. More agreeable. It were me
Uv,r. 10995. / hadde lever. 10037. Hire kadde lever,

5447. See also ver. 16844. 16972.

Levesell. See the n. on ver. 4059. though I am by no

means satisfied with the explanation there given of this

word. The interpretation of it in the Prompt. Parv.

will not help us much. " Levecel beforv a wyndowe
CR OTHER PLACE. Umbraculum." My conjecture with

respect to the origin of the proverb, Good wine needs

no bush, is certainly wrong. That refers to a very old

practice of hanging up a bush, or bough, where wine is

to be sold. The Italians have the same proverb, Al
buon vino non bisngna frasca.

Lewed, Lewde, adj. Sax. Ignorant ; tmlearned. 6928.

12370.—Lascivious. 10023.

liEVE. V, Sax. as Legge. To lay. R. 4143.—To lay a wager.

16064.

Leyes, pr. n. Layas, in Armenia. 58. See the n on ver. 51.

Leyte, n. Sax. Flame P. 169, col. 1, 1. 21. See Leite.

Liard, pr. n. belonged originally to a horse of a grey

colour. See the n. on ver. 7145.

LiCBNciAT, n. Lat. 220. seems to signify, that he was
licensed by the Pope to hear confessions, &c. in all places,

independently of the local ordinaries. See R. 6364—6472.

LrcHE-wAKE. See the n. on ver. 2960.

LiDE, pr. n. Lydla. 14645.

Lieges, n. pi. Fr, Subjects. 7943.

Lien, pr. t. pi. of Lie. or Liggk. 16247.

. part. pa. of Lie, or Ligge. Lain. P. 170, col 1, 1. 55.

P. 172, col. 1, 1. 20.

Lies, n. pi. Fr. Lees of wine, &c. F. iii. 1040i

LiETH, R. 414.3. is misprinted for Levbth.
LiFLY, adv. Sax. Like the life. 2089.

Ligeance, n. Fr. Allegiance. 5315.

Ligge, Lib, v. neut. Sax. To lye down. 2207. 138^
Ligging, part. pr. Lying. 1013.

Light, i'. Sax. To enlighten. 15539. 13401.—To make light,

or pleasant. 10710.

V. neut. To descend ; to alight. 5524. 1048.3.

Ligne, n. Fr. Lineage; lineal descent. T. v. 1480. Ligi.ve.

C D. 1517. should probably be Lignee, to rime to Com-
pagnee.

Ligne aloes. T. iv. 1 1,37. Lignum aloes ; a very bitter drug.
Like, Liken, v. Sax. To compare. 5951. 3. 5.

V. Sax. To please. 8382. T. i. 432. Ifyou liketh. 779.

If it pleaseth you. ft liketh hem. 5679. It pleaseth them.
Likerous, adj. Sax. Gluttonous. 12473.—Lascivious. 6048.

Liking, part. pr. Pleasing. R. 868.

n. Pleasure. 12389.

Limaile, n. Fr. Filings of any metal. 16321.

Lime, v. Sax. To smear, as with bird-lime. T. i. .354.

Limed, port. pa. Caught, as with bird-lime. 6516.

part. pa. Fr. Polished, as with a file. F. iii. 34.

LiMER, n. Fr. Liniier. A blood-hound. Du. 362. 5.

LiMB-ROD. 146.94. A twig with bird-lime.

Limitation, n. Lat. A certain precinct allowed to a Limi-
tour. 6459.

LiMiTouR, n. A Fryer licensed to beg within a certain

district. 209. 253. 4.

LiMMEs, n. pi. Sax. Limbs. P. 149, col. 1, 1. 45.

Linage, n. Fr. Family. 4270. R. 258.

LiNDE, n. Sax. The lime. tree. 9087. R. 1385.

LissE, w. Sax. Remission; abatement. 11550.

V. neut. Sax. To grow easy. R. 3758. 4128.

LissED, part. pa. of LissB, v. Sax. Eased ; relieved. 11482.

LisTB, j;. See Leste.
LisTENETH, imp. m. 2 pers. pi. of Listen, v. Sax. Hearken

ye. 1,3642.

LisTEs, n. pi Fr. Lists ; a place enclosed for combats, &c.
See the n. on ver. 1715.

Litaroe, n. Fr. White lead. 1624,3.

Lite, adj. Sax. Little. 1195. P. 162, col. 1, 1. 47.

Lith, n. Sax. A limb 14881.

for Lieth. 3653. 10349.

Lithe, adj. Sax. Soft ; flexible. Du. 953. F. i. 11<».

V. Sax. To soften. T. iv. 754.

Lither, adj. Sax. Wicked. C. N. 14. In the Editt. it is

Litky. LvTHER and (jnede. R. G. 414. See Quade.
Litherly, adv. Sax. Very ill. 3299.

Litling, adj. Sax. Very little. F. iii. 133.

LiVAND, part. pr. Sax. Living. C. D. 1628.

Live, n. Sax. Life. On live. 30il. 562-2. In life ; A'live.

Lives creattire. 2397. 8779. Living creature. Lives body.

F. ii. 555. Living body.

{See the note on ver. 405. and the sta-

tute 3 Geo. I. c. 13. where Load-manage
is used repeatedly in the sense of Pi-

lotage.

Lodesmen, n. pi. Sax. Pilots. L. W. 1486.

Loft, adv. Sax. On loft. 4697. On high ; A-loft.

Loge, n. Fr. A lodge ; habitation. 14859.

Logged, part. pa. Fr. Lodged. 15004.

Logging, n. Lodging. 15001.

LoKE, V. Sax. To see ; to look upon. Bo. iv. pr. 6. v. pr. 3.

LoKEN, LoKE, part. pa. of Lore, v. Sax. Locked. 14K81.

R. 2092. Shut close. Conf. Am. 29. His one eye anon
was LOCKE.

LoLLER, H. ALollard. See then, on ver.12923. and ver. 12914.

LoLLius, pr. n. of a writer, from whom Chaucer professes

to have translated his poem of Troilus anil Creseide. Sea
the note on P. 172, col. 2, 1. 23. I have not been able to

find any further account of him.
LoNDE, n. Sax. Land. 4806. 5323.

LoNDENOYs. A Londoner ; one bom in London. T. L. i. 325,

Lone, n. Sax. A loan ; any thing lent. 7443.

Long, v. Sax. To belong. 2280. Longingfor his art. 3209.

Belonging to his art. 10353.—To desire. L. AV. 2275.

16390. See Along.
Loos, Los, n. Fr. Praise. 16836. M. 117, col. 2, 1. 1. Loses,

pi. F. iii. 598.

Lord, ?!. Sax. A title of honour, given to Monks, as well

as to other persons of superior rank. 172. 13930.—In ver.

8.30. Lordes is used in the sense of Lordings.

Lojidings, n. pi. Sirs ; Masters. 763. 790. A diminutive
of Lords.

Lordship, n. Sax. Supreme power. 1627.

Lore, n. Sax. Knowledge. 8664.—Doctrine. 529.—Advice.
.3527.

LoREL, n. Sax. A good-for-nothing fellow. 5855. Bo. i. pr.

4. wliere it is the translation of perditissimiim. Skinner
supposes it to be derived from the L.\t. Lurco ; and ia

the Promptorium Parvulorum, "Losel, or Lorel, or

LuRDEN," is rendered " Lurco." But Lurco, I apprehend,
signifies only a glutton, which falls very short of our
idea of a lorel ; and besides I do not believe that the

word was ever suflBciently common in Latin to give rise

to a derivative in English. One of Skinner's friends

deduces it with much more probability from the Belo.
(rather Sax.) Loren ; Lost; Perditus.

LoRNE, part. pa. of Lese, v. Sax. Lost. 8947. Undone.
10943. 13959.

Los, n. Sax. Loss. 16477. T. iv. 27.

LosED, pari. pa. Sax. Loosed. R. 4511.

part. pa. Fr. Praised. T. L. i. 325.

LosBNGE, n. Fr, A quadrilateral figure, of equal sides but

unequal angles, in which the Arms of women are usually

painted. R. 893. In F. iii. 227. Losynges seejna to signify

small figures of the same form in the fret-work of a
crown.

LosENGEOUR, u. Fr, A flatterer. 15,332.

LoTEBY, n. R. 6339. In the Orig. Compaigne. A private

companion, or bed-fellow. In P. P. 14. the concubines of

priests are called their Lotebies. Perhaps it may be
derived from the Sax. Loute ; to lurk.

Loth, af/j. Sax. Disagreeable; odious. 3393.

LoTHER, comp. d. More hateful. L. W. 191.

LoTHEST, siiperl. d. Most unwilling. 11625.

Lothlv, adj. Loathsome. 6682.

LovE-DAVEs. See the n. on ver. 260. and add T. L. i. 319.

" Maked I not a Love-daye betwene God and mankynde,
and chese a m^iyde to be nompere, to put the quarell at

ende ?
"
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LovE-DRiNKE, ji. Sax. A drink to excite love. fi-TlG.

LovE-j,oNGiN(j, Ji. Sax. Desire of love. 3;»y. 'M^i).

LovKso.ME. ailj. Sax. Lovely. T. v. 4fir>.

LoioH, pa. t. of Lauoh, v- Sax. Laughed. fi254. 12410.

Loi'KE. 441.1. See the note. In P. P. 20. Jrroii/i is culled

a wicked liiske,- and I learn from Cotgrave, that liiske ia

a synonymous word to loivl, lurel, &c. so that iJerhaps

Luuke may be still another term for an idle, guud fur-

nothing fellow See Cotg. in v. Luskc, E.vo. and in v.

Loricard, Falourdin. Fr.

Loi'RE, II. neiit. Sax. To look discontented. R. 7099.

Loi'Rr.vo, part. pi'. 68iH.

LoiTK, V. Sax. To bow. 141G8. R. 4384 To lurk. 15654.

Low, n. for Law. C. D. 319.

LowLYHEDE, n. Sax. Humility. B. K. 315.

LtJCAN, pr. n. The Roman poet. 14d37.

Luce, n. Lat. The fish, called a pike. 352.

LucrNA, pr. n. The Moon. 11357.

Lulled, pa. t. of Lull, v. Sax. Invited to sleep. 8429.

LuMBARDES, »i. pi. Bankers ; Remitters of money. 13297.

LuNARiE, pr. n. of a herb ; moon-wort. 1G268.

Lore, d. Kr. a device used by falconers for calling their

hawks. 6922. 17021.

V. Fr To bring to the lure. .'|997.

LussHEBURGHKs. See the n. on ver. 139G8.

Li'.ST, n. See Lest.

LusTE, V. See Leste.

LusTVHEDK, «. Sax. Pleasure, mirth. 17223. L. W. 1,')28.

LuxuRiE, n. Fr. Leacherie. 5345.

LvNiAN, pr. II. 7910. See the note. A learned correspon-

dent, to whom 1 am obliged for other useful h'ints, has
suggested to me, that Fabricius, upon the authority of

Ghilini, has placed tVie death of Joannes Lignaniis in

1383. Bibl. Med. Mt. in v. This furnishes an additional

reason for believing that the Canterbury Tales were
composed, or at least collected into a body, after that

period.

M.

Mace, n. Fr. A club. 2126.

Machabe, pr. n. The books of the Jlaccabees. 14497. 14.'J73.

Macrobes, pr. n. R. 7- Macrobius. 15129. Du. 284. A. F.

111. The author of the Commentary on the Somnium
Scipionis of Cicero.

Madde, v. Sax. To be mad. S-Wg, R. 1072.

Madr[An. 13898. See the note. I have found since that

tho French have a Saint called Materne. But Mr.
Steevens, with much more probability, supposes, that
the precious l)ody, by which tlie Host swears, was that
of St. Mathurin. See his story in the Golden Leyende,

Edit. 1527. by Winkin de Wordc, 151. b. "Than toke
they the precious botiy and enoynted it with moche reve-

rence ; and when they had layd it in the erth, on the
morowe they came to the sepulture and founde the holy
body above the erth nygh unto the same sepulture, and
than were they all abashed and wyst not what to do."

It seems, the knightes, who had brought him out of

France, had promi.sed that, if he died on his jourmy, he
should be sent back and buried " wliere as they had taken
him;" and therefore his body would not stay in the
ground, till it was deposited, according to promi.se, in

France ; where it afterwards worked many miracles.
Mafeie, Fr. Ma fay ; by my faith. T. iii. 52.

Magicie.v, n. Fr. A magician. 11.553.

Magikb, n. Fr. Magiek. 11607. Magikc naturel. 418. See
the note.

Mahcwnd, pr. n. JIahomet. 4G44. See Du Cange, in v.

Maille, ?i. Fr. a coat of mail. 9078.

Mainte, part. pa. B. K. 2,TO. as Meint.
Mai.ntenance, n. Fr. Behaviour. Du. 834.

Maiso.vdewe, Fr. Maisnndieu ; a hospital. R. 5619.

Maistkr, n. Fr. A skilful artist; a master. 11514. 115,32.

Maislerstrete. 2904. The chief street. Maister-trmjilc.

L. W. 1014. The chief temple. Maister-tour. 10540. The
principal tower.

Maisterfil, adj. Imperious. T. ii. 756.

Maisterie, Maistrie, n. Fr. Skill ; skilful management.
S-TSa 6400—Power: superiority. 6622. i)048. llo76.

Love wol not be constreined by maisfrio.
Whan maistrie couietli, the (iod of love nnon
Betcth his winges, and, farewel ! he is gou.

I cite these elegant lines, ns I omitted to observe before,
that Spenser has inserted them in his Faery Queen, H. 2.

C. 1. St. 25. with very littlo alteration, and certainly
without any improvement.

Ne may love be compel'd my ma.«itery ;

For. soon as mastery comes, sweet love nnone
Taketh his nimble wings, and soon away is gone.

.A maistrie. 16528. A masterly operation; Un coup de
maitre. For the maistrie. 16.5. See the note.

Maistrksse, n. Fr, Mistress, governess. 12040.

Maistrise, ji. Fr. Masterly workmanship. R. 4172.
Make, ji. Sax. A fellow ; a mate. 2358 A husband.

5667. 8716. A wife. 9175. 9696. JIakb or Metchb. Corn-
par. Prompt. Parv.

V. Sax. To compose, or make verses. L. W. 69. ,364.

To Solace him sometime, as I do whan I .make. P. P. 60.

—

To make a man's berde ; To cheat him. See the n. on
ver. 4094.

Maked, iiart. pa. Made. 2526.

Make. Bo. iv. m. 7. Why make ye your lackes? Wo
should read—jiaA-f, i. e. make naked. Cur inerlet terga

nudalis 9 Orig.

Makkles, adj. Sax. Peerless ; without a fellow. T. i. 172.

Maki.vh, n. Poetry. L. W. 74. ."Makinges, pi. Poetical

compositions. L.W. 413. And thou mediestwith RiAKJNOa.

P. P. 60.

Malai'ert, adj. Pert, forward. C. L. 737. And so we
should read in T. iii. 87. with the MSS. J. K. instead of

in all apert. The word seems to be evidently of French
original, though I do not recollect to have seen it used

by any French writer. Appert. adj. Fr. signifies £x-
pert, fic. Cotgrave.

Male, n. Fr. A budget, or portmanteau. 3117. M&Si.

Malekice, n. Fr. Enchantment. P. 153, col. 2, 1. 47.

Male-tale.vt, Ji. Fr. Ill will. R. 274. SM).

Malison, n. Fr. Malediction, curse. 167ia P. 156, col. I,

1. 50. I gyve it my .malisoun. P. L. 318.

Malt, pa. t. of Melt, v. Sax. Melted. T. i. .'JBa

Malvesie, pr. n. MalmK'>y-wine. See the n. on ver. 9681.

Malure, n. Fr. Misfortune. C. D. 599.

Manace, n. Fr. A threat. 2005.

I'. To threaten. 7998. 9626.

Managing, n. Threatening. 2037.

Manciple, n. An oflicer, who has the care of purchasing

victuals for an lim of Court. See bis Character, ver.

£69—588. The name is probably derived from the Lat.

Miinceps, which signified pnTticuliiT\y the sujicrinlemlant

of a public bakehouse, and from thence a baker in general.

See Du Cange, in v. Manceps. 2. The office still subsists

in several Colleges as well as Iims of Court.

Mandement, Ji. Fr. Mandate. 6928.

Manere, ji. Fr. Carriage, behaviour. 140. 10860— Kind,

or sort. A manere Latin. 49.'i9. A kind of Latin. Suirhe

a maner lovc-drinke. 6335. Such a sort of love-potion.

Swiche matter rime. 6/09.

Ma.mgonel, n. Kr. An engine used to batter walls. R.6279.

Manie, Ji. Fr. Or. Madness. I.376.

Mannish, rtrf/. Sax. Human; proper to the human species.

M.112, col. 1,1.2.5.—Masculine; proper to man, as distin-

guished from woman. T. i. 284. In this last sense, when
applied to a woman, it is a strong term of reproach. 5202.

Manor, n. Fr. Dwelling. Du. 1004.

Mansi;ete, adj. Fk. Gentle. T. v. 194.

Mantelet, ji. Fr. A sh(.rt mantle. 216.5.

Marcian, pr. n. Martianus Capclla. !j606. F. ii. 477-

adj. Martial; under the influence of Mars. 6192.

Mareis, Ji. Fr. a marsh. 6552.

Maroarite, Ji. Fr, A pearl. T. L. i. 315. b.

JMarie. Marv, Ji. Sax. Marrow. 12476. Mariebones. 382.

Marrow-bones.
Market-p.etkr. 3934. See the note. But I am now more

inclined to believe, that this word is to br undc r.>it.'iod in

a sense similar to that in which the French phra,ses,

Battre les rues—and Balteur de pavez are used. Batlre



let rues; To revel, jet, or swagger up and down the
streets a'nights. Batteur de pavez ; A jetter abroad lu

the streets.—A pavement beater. See Cotgrave, in v.

Bateur. Batre. Pavi. So that « He was a market-beter

atte/uU " may mean perhaps ;

—

He was used to swagger
up and down the market, when it was fullest: a circum-
Btance, which suits very well vnth the rest of his charac-

ter.

—

Market DASCHAR. Circumforaneus. Prompt. Parv.
Marris, n. Fr a marquis. 794(1.

' for Markises, gen. ca. sing. 8870. In the same
manner Peneus is put for Peneuses. 2066. Theseus for

Tlieseuses. 2201. 2697- Vemcs for Venuses. 2l'74. 10586.

Ceres for Cereses. 1013!). Melibeus for Melibeuses. 13902.

and in prose, M. 119, col. 1. 1. 50. Perhaps it might have
been proper to add a mark of Apocope to the words so

abbreviated. As to the present method of expressing the
genitive cases of nouns ending in s, by adding another s,

with a mark of Syncope, as Peneus's, Theseus's, Veniis's,

&e. it seems absurd, whether the addition be intended
to be pronounced, or not. In the first case, the e should
not be cut out ; in the second, the s is quite superfluous.

But the absurdity of this practice is most striking, when
the genitives of monosyllable nouns are thus written

;

are ox's horns ; an a.ss's ears ; a fish's <ai7; St. James's
park ; notwithstanding that the e, which is thus directed

to be cut out, is constantly and necessarily to be pro-

novmced, as if the several words were written at length
;

axes, asses, fishes, Jameses.

Markisesse, re. Fr. The wife of a Marquis. 8159. 8270.

Marts, pr. n. Mars. 2023.

Wartire, n. Fk. Martyrdom ; torment. R. 2547.

V. Fr. To torment. 1564.

Mary, Marie, ;;>•. re. Avulgaroath; Bj/ Mary. 13322. 1 653 !

Mase, w. a wild fancy. 15099. T. v. 468.

——— V. neut. To doubt ; to be confounded. 10261.

Masednesse, re. Astonishment ; confusion. 8937.

Maselin, re. Rather Mazerin. 13781. A drinking cup.

See Du Cange, in v. Mazer.
Mate, part. pa. of SIate, i\ Fr. Dejected ; struck dead.

957. R. 1739. So/eble and mate. Con/. Am. 127. b.

Matirb for Matere, re. Fr. Matter. T. iv. 818.

Maugre, SIalgre, Fr. In spite of. Maugre all thy might.

1609. Maugre thin eyen. 5897- Maugre hire hed. 6469.

P. 169, col. 2, 1. 17.—The original of this expression

appears more plainly in the following passages. / drede

thou canst me grete maugre. R. 4399.

Carje cuide, que me scavez
Mai gri. Orig. 4118.

Malgre his. R. 2386. 5933. With his ill wUl ; against

his will ; Mai gri lui.

Mavis, re. Sax. A thrush. R. 619.

R. 5590. is probably a mistake for JIuis, re. pi. Fr.
The Orig. has Cent muys defromcnt. 5197. The Paris Muid
contains something more than five quarters English.

Maumet, re. An idol. P. 163, col. 2, 1. 31.

Maumetrie, re. The religion of Mahomet. 4656.—Idolatrie.

P. 163, col. 2, 1. 34.

Mawe, re. Sax. The stomach. 12930.

May, t'. Sax. To be able, physically. 2314. 3045. 8. morally.

739. 2355. 6. See MowB.
Mav, re Sax. A virgin. 5271. OfMary, moder and may.

P. L. 235. 307.—A young woman. T. v. 1719.

Maydenhed, re. Sax. Virginity. 2331.

Maximian, pr. re. C. L. 798. The author of vt Elegies,

which have been frequently printed under the name of

Gallus. He is said by Fabricius (Bibl. Lat. T. i. p. 29".

Ed. Patav.) to have lived under the Emperour Anasta-
sius, q. I. or U. ? A translation, or rather abridgement,
of these Elegies, in English verse, is in MS. Harl. 2253.

Meaneliche, adj. Sax. Moderate. Bo. i. pr. 6. Mediocri-
bus. Orig.

Merles, re. pi. Fr. Moveable goods. 9188. 16008.

Meoe, re. Sax. Reward. a380. P. 164, col. 2, 1. 65.—

A

meadow. 89.

i JIethe, JIeth, n. Barb. Lat. Mead ; a liquor

made of honey. 2281. 3378. 3261.

Medle, v. Fr. To mix. P. 149, col. 1, 1. 1.

Meclee, adj. Of a mixed stuff, or colour. 330.

Mbinie, n. Fr. Household attendants. 7627. 7738.—An
army. 14348. 17177. Hurlewaynes meyne. Contin. of

Canterb. Tales. 1. 8. This obscure phrase, I think, may
be understood to relate to a particular set cf ghostly

apparitions, which were used to run about the country
at night, and were called in French La mesgnie de

Hellequin or Herlequin. The fullest account that I

have seen of them is ia " L'histoire de Richard sans
paour, Due de Kormandie, qui fut fls de Robert le

Diiible." In one of his rides he meets with three black
Knights, whom he engages. " Et quand les Chevaliers

veirent le jeu mal party pour eux ils monterent a cbeval
et s'enfuyrent ;—et Richard—chevaucha apres eux ; et

ainsi qu'il chevauchoit il apperceut une dance de gens
noirs qui s'entretenoyent. Adonc luy souvint de la

mesgnie de Hellequin, dont il avoit autres foys ouy par-

ler. " The title of the next chapter (4.) is " Cy divise de

la mesgnie de Hellequin et qui il estoit." He is there said

to have been a knight, who, having spent all his sub-

stance in the wars of Charles Martel against the Sara-

cens, lived afterwards by pillage. " Adonc il avint qu'il

mourut et fut en danger d'estre damne, mais Dieu luy

fit pardon, pource que il avoit bataille contre les Sarrv
zins et exaulce la foy. Si fut condamne de Dieu que
pour un tems determine luy et ceux de son lignage

feroient penitence et yroient toute la nuit parmyla terre,

pour leurs penitences faire et endurer plusieurs maux et

calamitez." The belief of such apparitions was certainly

of great antiquity in Normandy, as they are mentioned
by Ordericus Vitalis, under the title offamilia Herlechini,

in a most extraordinary story related by him, L. viii.

I

p 695. ann. 1091. And I suspect that in a passage quoted

by Du Cange, in v. Herlinini, from Petr. BUsens Ep.
14. we should read Herlikini instead of Herlinini.

Gervase of Tilbery, who wrote in 1211, mentions ano-

ther set of apparitions, which were caWeifamilia Arturi.

Ot. Imper. Dec. ii. c. 12. " In sylvis Britanniae majoris

aut minoris consimilia contigisse referuntur, narrantibus

nemorum custodibus, quosforestarios—vulgus nominat,

se alternis diebus circa horam meridianam, et in primo
noctium conticinio sub plenUunio lima lucente, ssepissi-

me videre militum copiam venantium et canum et

cornuum strepitum, qui sciscitantibus se de societate et

familia Arturi esse aflirmant." He had just said that

Arthur, not long before, had been seen in a palace,

" miro opere constructo," in a most delicious vallej' in

the neighbourhood of Mount jEtna, where he had resided

ever since the time of his supposed death, " vulneribus

quotannis recrudescentibus."

Meint, part. pa. of Menge, v. Sax. Mixed, mingled.

R. 2296.

Meke, adj. Sax. Meek, humble. 8OI7.

V. To become meek. R. 3541. 3584.

Mei,es, re. pi. Sax. Meals ; dinners, cStc. Du. 612.

Mele-tide. re. Sax. Dinner-time. T. ii. 1556.

Meli,e, I'. Fr. To meddle. C. D. 536.

re. for MiLLE. 3921.

Memorie, re. Fr. Remembrance. To be drawen to metnorie.

3114. To be recorded.

And for to drawe in to memorye
Her names bothe and her historye.

Conf. Am. f. 76.

V. To remember. 10118.

Mendiants, n. pi. Fr. Fryers of the Begging orders.

7488. See the note.

Me.ve, v. Sax. To mean ; to intend. 2065. 2218.

. n. Fr. Moyen. A mean, or instrument. 9545.

T. iii. 255. Where the Orig. has mezzano; a procurer.

Menes, pi. 7064. 3375.

adj. Jliddle. 7027. 17322. But see the note on the

latter verse.

Meniverb, re. Fr. A sort of furr. K, 227. See the n. on

ver. 193.

Mercenrike, pr. re. The kingdom of Mercia. 15118.

Mercia, pr. V. F. iii. 139. Marsyas is probably meant

;

but our Poet, I know not upon what authority, has

turned him into a female.

Merciable, adj. Fr. Merciful. 13618.
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HBRiTomE, a4J- Fr. Meritorious. P. 165, col. 2, 1. 47.

Mkrkk, ». Sax. A mark ; an image. 1H!I2. AllOiemerke
c/Adam. ti278. All the images of AUani ; all mankind.

. adj. Sax. Dark. K. .")33;i.

Mermon, «. Fr. EmeriUon. A merlin; a sort of hawk.
A. F. .139.

Mervaillk, n. Fr. AVontler, marvel. 105)74.

Merv, ailj. Sax. Merry. 8(l4.—Pleasant 14!»7"

Mks. R. 3462. At gode me* should probably be At gode-

ncss. The Orig. has en boii point. See Gudbnkss.

Mksr, «. for Messe. C. I). ?11G.

Mbsel, Ji. Fb. A leper. P. 1(5(1, col. 2, 1. 19.

Mkselrik, n. Fr. Leprosic. P. IGO, cnl. 2, 1. 24.

Message, n. Fr. A messenger. 8014. 8823.

Messagkrie, jjr. n. A fictitious attendant in the Temple
of Venus. A. F. 228. Boccace calls her Ruffiania.

Theseida. b. vii.

Messb, n. Fr. The service of the Mass. 9768.

Meste, adj. Sax. superl. d. 8006. as .Moste.

Mesuicable, adj. Fr. Moderate. 437. 10()76.

Mesure, m. Fr. Moderation. 11981.

Metamorphoseos. 4513. Metamorphosose. C. L. 12()0.

Ovid's Metamorphosis. See Jldicu.m.

Mete, adj. Sax. Fitting ; convenient. 1C33.

?i. Sax. Meat. 1()17. During the metes space. 5i3i.

During the time of eating.

Mete-borde, n. Sax. An eating-table. T. L. ii. 326. b.

Metely, adj. Proportionable. H. 822.

Mete, v. Sax To meet. 12627.—To dream. T. iii. 1350.

Mette, Met, pfl. t. Dreamed. 15089. 15118. / mette. 6159,

Me inelte. 14900. 4. I dreamed.
Metricie.ns, n. pi. Writers in verse. C. L. 30.

Mevable, adj. Fr. Moveable. R. 47.36.

Mewe, n. Fh. a cage for hawks, while they miie, or

change their feathers. 10957.—A cage, in general, or

any sort of confinement. R. 4778. T. iii. 603. In mewe.
T. i. 382. In secret.

Mkuet, adj. Fr. Mute. In metcet. C. L. 148. Dumbly,
speaking inwardly.

MiCHER, n. A thief. R. 6541. Lierres. Orig. 12008. Mv-
CHY.V OF PRWKLY STELYN SMAXE THYNCiS. SurrtpiO.
Prompt. Parv.

Might, pa. t. of May, v. Sax. Was able. 301. 1519.

MlGHTEV, pi. 7985.

part. pa. T. iii. 655. If godely had he might. If he
had been able with propriety.

n. SAi. Power; strength. 1152. 1858.

MrLKsop, n. An effeminate fellow. i;J916.

MiLNE-STO.VEs, Ji. pi. Sax. MiU-stoncs. T. ii. 1384.

MiNDE, «. Sax. Remembrance. 1908. Con/. Am. 148. As
the bokes 7naAYn minde.

Mine, y. Fr. To penetrate. T. ii. 627.

Mi.vfsTRALLEs, H. III. Fr. Minstrels. 10392.

MiNisTREs, n. pi. Fr. Officers of justice. 15049. 15064.

Ministers. C. D. 2130. Minstrels.

MiNOREssE, n. R. 149. A nun, under the rule of St. Clare.

Du Cange, in v. Minorissa. It is not clear however why
Chaucer has likened Hate to a Sister of this order. His
original gave him no authoritj'.

MiNOUR, n. Fr. A miner. 24(i7.

Minstralcie, n. Fr. Musick. 2199. 10582.—Musical in-

struments. 17216.

Mirrour, n. Fr. A looking-glass. 10446.

Mirth ELEs, adj. Sax. Without mirth. A. P. 592.

Mis, adv. Ill ; amiss. 16467. R. 3243. T. iv. 1267. It is

often to be supplied to a second verb, having been ex-
pressed in composition with a former. 1/ that I mis-
tpekc or say. 3141. Tltat hire mindoth or saith. 13928.

'There is nothing missaide nor do. Du. 528.

n. A wrong. 17226.

Mis-<Acco.MPTED, par*, pa. Miareckoned. T. v. 1184.

Misaventure, n. Misfortune. 6916.

Mis-AvisE, I'. To advise wrongly. 5812.

Mis-BODEN, part. pa. of Mis-bede. Injured. 911.

MisBORN'E, part pa. of Mis-bere. Misbehaved. M. 120,

col. 2. 1. la
Mischance, n. Fr. Misfortune. With mischance. 6916.

17142. See With.

MiscHEFE, n. Fr. Misfortune. R. 6741.

MiscovKTiNd, n. R. 196. should probably be Ml8C0UPTI^Yl.

Mescovipler. Orig.

Mis-DEPARTK, f. To distribute wrongly. 4.'127.

Misericobdk, n Fr. Mercy
; pity. 7492.

MiS'ESE. n. I'neasincss. P. I.'id, col. 1, I. lU.

Mis-FORYAVK, pa. ^of Mis-FORYEVE. Mis-gftvc. T. iv. 1426.

Mis-GIED, part. pa. of Mis-GIE. Misguided. 14451.

Mis-gun, Mis-oo, part. pa. of Mis-oo. Gone wrong. 4i:J6

4253.

Mis-HAPPiNO, part, pc Falling amiss. R. 5,'>43.

Mis-LEDK, r. To conduct amiss. T. iv. 48.

MisLivED, part. pa. Having lived to a bad purpose.

T. iv. 350.

Mis-metre, v. To spoil the metre of verses, by writing or

reading them ill. T. v. 1795.

Mis-sate, pa. /. of Mis- SIT. Misbecame R. 1U>4.

Mis-SAYDE, p«W. pa. of MisSAVE. Ill spoken of. R. 1260.

Mis-SAYER, n. An evil speaker. R. 2231.

MissK, f. Sax. To fail. T. iii. 1630.

MiSSE-METRE, V. See MiS-METRK.
JIisTAKE, V. To take a wrong part ; to transgress. R. 1540.

Mesprendre. Orig.

MisTKRE, n. Fr. Trade ; occupation, 615.—Condition of

life. 1342. What mistere men ge ben. 1712. What kind
of men ye are.—Need. R. 5614 6078.

MisTi-HEDE, n. Sax. Darkness. C. M. 71.

Mistily, adv. Sax. Darkly. 16862.

MisTRisT, 1-. for Mistrust. 12;!(i3.

Mis-waie, n. A wrong way. R. 4766.

Mis-went, part. pa. of Mis wende. Gone amiss. R. 7280.

Mis-write, r. To write wrong. T. v. 1794.

Mitaine, n. Fr. A glove. 12307, 8.

MiTCHE, n. Fr. A manchet ; a loaf of fine bread. R. 5585.

Mite, ji. Sax. A small worm. 6142. 161()6.

MixEN, w. Sax. A dunghill. P. 167, col. 2, 1. 67.

Mo for Mk. 8915. See the note.

for More, adj. comp. 546. 810. 1937

—

adv. comp.

1354. 2073.

MocHKL, MocHE, adj. Sax. Great, in quantity. 2354.

7593. in number. 6586. 6855. in degree. 496.—at/i-. Much,
greatly. 1118. 2852.

JIoDER, MoDRE, n. Sax. Mother. 10139. 10291—The Ma-
trix, or principal plate of the Astrolabe. Ast.

Moison, n. Fr. Harvest ;
growth. R. 1677-

Moist, Moisty, adj. Fr. New. 459. 12249. 17009. See the

n. on ver. 459.

MoKBL, 71. Du. 454. 861. may perhaps signifie /i;r<!, magni-

tude ; as Michel seems to be used in that sense in P. P.

89. b. 0.^(//i« MICHEL a«t/ might.

Molestie, n. Fii. Trouble. Bo. iii. pr. 9.

MoLTE, pa. t. of Meltb, v. Sax. Melted. F. ii. 414

—

part. pa. T. v. 10.

Monche, y- To chew. T. i. 915.

MoNE, n. Sax. The Moon. 9759.—Lamentation. 5076. 11232.

Moneste, v. Fb. To admonish. R. 3579.

MoNiouRs, n. pi. Fr. Coiners. R. 6811. In the Original it

is Faulx Monnoycurs.
MoNSTRE, n. Fr. A monster, or prodig>-. 11G56. — A
pattern. Du. 912.

Mood, n. Sax. Anger. 1762.

MoRCELS, n. pt. Fr. Morsels. R. 6179.

More, adj. comp. Sax. Greater, in quantity. 705. 785.

in number. 10192. <>i degree. 1758. 6516.— arfu. comp.

1309. 274(). It is usually joined to adjectives and adverbs

to express the comparative degree. IH)23. 7551. 10786.

Mormal, »i. See the n. on ver. 388.

Morter, n. Fn. A sort of wax-light. T. iv. 1245.

MoRTiFiE, 11. Fr. To kill (speaking of Quick»i7wr). 16594.

Mortrewes, h. See the n. on ver. .T86.

MoBWE, n. Sax. The morning. 2493. A'morwe. 824. 6175.

In the morning. 1623. 2491. In the morning of the

fulhncina Aay.—To-niortce, I believe, always me:ins//i«

following day. 782. 1612. 2241. 2404. and it includes the

whole day. To-morwe at night. 3593.

Morwenino, 71. Sax. The morning. 4232. 15308. Morwb-

NI.NGES, pi. 6457-

Mosel, n. Fr. The muzzle ; mouth of a beast. 2153.
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^losTE, adj. sxperl. Sax. Greatest, in quanlily. 305. 897-

in number. 1(1675. in degree. 22(iO. 10614

—

adv. superl.

563. 24(»9. It is usually joined to adjectives and adverbs

to express the superlative degree. 2205. 9425.

v. Sax. Must. 734. 7. Mosten, pi. 6024.

Mote, v. Sax. Must. 232. 1647. 8.—May. 834. 4175. Moten,

pi. 10630. 2.

n. Sax. An atom. C450. T. iii. 1609.

MoTHES, n. pi. Sax. Moths- 6142.

Motif, n. Fb. A motive, incitement. 5048. 9365.

MouGHT, pa. t. of Mo«'e, v. Sax. Might.

MouLE, V. Sax. To grow mouldy. 4452. Mouled, part. pa.

3868.

MouN for MowBN, pr. t. pi. of Mows, v. Sax. May. 12868.

13160.

MooNTANCE, n. Fr. Amount ; in value. 1572.—in quan-

tity. 12797. Not full the mountance of a mile. Conf. Am.
187.

MouRDANT, n. Fb. The tongue of a buckle. R. 1094.

Mov/E, V. Sax. Jlay ; to be able. Mowen, pi. 13967. 16149.—

It issometimes used in the inf. m. M. 115, col. 1 , 1.5. Which

thou Shalt not moice suffre. Which thou shalt not be able

to endure.—To moteeti sucke a kniffht done live or die. T.

iL 1594. To be able to make such a knight to live or die.

—She should not con ne mow attaine. C. D. 150. She

should not know nor be able to attain.

MowE, n. Fr. A distortion of the mouth. T. iv. 7- F. iii.

716. What do I than but laugh and make a mowe?
Lydg. Trag. 137.

MomxG, n. AbUity. Bo. iv. pr. 4. In the following

passage it seems to be used as a Gerund. That shreices

weren disponed of moicing to don yvel. Ibid.

Much, Mucbel. See Moche.

MucKRE, V. Sax. To heap. T. iii. 1381.

MuE, V. Fr. To change. T. ii. 1258.

MuET, adj. Fb- Dumb, mute. T. v. 194.

MuLLOK, n. Sax. Dung ; rubbish. 3871- 16408.

Multiplication, n. Fr. The art of making gold and

silver. 16317.

MuLTiPLiE, V. Fr. To make gold and silver. 16303.

Musard, n. Fr. A m.user, or dreamer. R. 3256. 4034.

Muse, v. Fr. To gaze. R. 1592.

Myself, Myselve, Myselven. See Self.

N.

Na for No. 4174. See the n. on ver. 4021.

N'adde for iS'e hadde ; Had not. 10212.

Nailb, k. Sax. A nail. 6351. By nailes. 12222. By Goddes

nailes. 12585. an oath. See the n. on ver. 12585.

Nakeres, n. pi. Fr. See the n. on ver. 2513.

Nale, n. Sax. An ale-house. 6931. See the note. But I

am now less inclined to adopt Skinner's explanation of

this word, because I observe that Ale alone is commonly
put for an Ale-house, and I cannot find that A'ale is ever

used, except where it follows the preposition ^<^<". In

tQe passage quoted from P. P. 32 b. the Cotton MS. Vesp.

B. xvi. has at the ale. And so in P. P. 26 b. With idle

tales at the a/?.—Robert of Brunne's translation of

Manuel des pech^s. MS. Bodl. 2313. fol. 1.

In gamys, in festys, and at the ale—
fol. 38. Or yf thou leddest any man to the ale.

I suspect therefore that Nale, in those few passages in

which it is found, should be considered as merely a cor-

ruption, which has arisen from the mispronunciation

and consequent miswriting of atte nale for atten ale. See

the n. on ver. 12.542. A similar corruption seems to have

taken place in the name of that celebrated personage

in our law, Jlr. John a-noke, whose original appellation,

I believe, was John atten oke, as that of his constant

antagonist was John atte stile. Sim. atte stile is a name
in P. P. 23 b. and there are many others of the same

form; as, Attecliff, Atte-ley, Atle-u'cll, Atte-icood, &c.

That the letter n is apt to pass from the end of one word
to the beginning of another, we have an instance in

Seu-t, which has certainly been formed by corruption

from Ati eu't, or eft ,- and perhaps Kedder, n. Sax. may
have been formed in the same way from An adder. The

word in the Teutonic is Adder, as we write it now. with-

out the initial n. The same corruptions have happenii!

in other languages. See the notes of Signer Hedi upon
his Bacco in Toscana, p. 133. 4. 5. 182. 3.

N'am for Ne a.m ; Am not. 5/30.

Name, pa. t. of Ni.me, v. Sax. Took. 16765.

Nappe, v. Sax. To sleep. 16958. See Knap.
Narcotikes, n. pi. Fr. Gr. Drugs causing sleep. 147-!.

L. W. 2659.

Narwe, adj. Sax. Close, narrow. 3224. 14828. Whan th,-,j

hem narwe avise. 9862. Whan they closely consider

their conduct.

Nas for Ne was ; Was not. 1450. 1651.

Naso, pr. n. L. \N'. 928. 2218. P. Ovidius Naso. See Ovide.

Nat, adv. Sax. Not. 5889. 6551.

Natal, adj. Lat. Presiding over nativity. T. iii. 150.

Nathelesse, Natheles, adv. Sax. Not the less ; never-

theless. 2475. 36(16.

Nation, n. Fr. 4701. Nation.—Family. 6(>50.

Naught, Nought, n. Sax. Nothing. 758. 770.

adv. Not ; not at all. 2070. 4820. It may more
properly perhaps be considered as a noun used adverbi-

ally. See Nothing.
Nav, adv. Sax. 8297. It seems to be used sometimes as a

noun. It is no nay. 8692. 9015. It cannot be denied.

I'. To denie. P. 170, col. 2, 1. 20.

Ne, adv. Sax. Not. 9356. IOO70. A'e had he ben holpcn.

10980. Had he not been helped.

conj. Sax. Nor. 970, 1. 8847. 11795.

Nece, n. Fr. A niece.—A cousin. 13030. 13055.

Necessarie, adj. Fr Necessary. T. iv. 1021.

Nede, n. Sax. Need ; necessity. 4523.

. V. is generally used as an Impersonal. It nedeth

thee nought teche. 3599. Nedeth hem no dwale. 4159.

Neded no more to hem to go ne ride. 9489.

Nedeful, adj. Distrest, indigent. 4532.

Nedely, adv. Necessarily. 6550.

Nedes, Nede, adv. Necessarily. It is usually joined with

must. 1171. 11475. 17157.

Nedder, n. Sax. An adder. 9660. Neders, pi. L. W. 699.

Nbighe, adj. Sax. Nigh. 3392.

f. To approach ; to come near. R. 1775. 2003.

Nekke, «. Sax. The neck. 5859. Nekkebone. 6488.

Nempne, v. Sax. To name. 10632.

Ner, adv. Sax. Near. 10315. 129O0.

Nere, comp. d. Nigher. Never the nere. 16189. Never

the nigher. Nere and nere. 13450. Nigher and nigher.

Ferre ne nere. 1852. Later nor earlier.

N'ere for Ne «ere ; Were not. 17222. Xf^ere it. 1602.

Were it not. Ne're the frendship. 1G830.

Nerfe, n. Fb. Nerve ; sinew. T. ii. 642.

Neshe, adj. Sax. Soft ; tender. C. L. 1092. Nesch and

hard. P. L. 242 300.

Netk, n. Sax. Neat-cattle. 599.

Nether, adj. comp. Sax. Lower. 3850.

Nettle in. Dock out. T. iv. 461. See Raket.

Nevem, v. Sax. To name. 8485. 16289.

Nevew, n. Fb. A nephew.—A grandson. L. W. 2648.

Newe, adj. Sax. New ; fresh. 459.

adv. Newly. 7879. Neice and neve. T. iii. 116.

Again and again. All neu-e. 9700. Of netce. 8814.

Newly ; lately. All newe. 13308. Anew ; afresh.

V. To renew. T. iii. 306.

Newed, part. pa. Renewed. M. 120, col. 1, 1. 6.

Newefangel, arf/ Desirous of new things. 10932. 1/142.

Newefangelnesse, n. Inconstancy. 10924.

Nexte, superl. d. Nighest. It generally signifies the

nighest/oHoicin(7; but sometimes the nighest preceding.

F. iii. 68.5.

N'HATH for Ne hath ; Hath not. 925.

Nice, adj. Fb. Foolish. 5508. 6520.

NicETEE, n. Folly. 4044. 171OL Do Ms nicetee. 5994. So

the French use Faire folic.

Nifles, n. pi. Trifles. 7342.

Nigard, «. A stingy fellow. 5915.

NiGABDiE, n. Stingj-ness. 13102.

Nightebtale. 97. Night-time. See the note.

NiGHT-sPEi-, n. Sax. A-night-charm. See the n. on ver 3480.
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K'lLL for Nk wiLh ; 'WiU not 5/24. 5762.

N'ls for Nk IS ; Is not. 976. 1679.

N'isTK foi'Nu WIS.TE ; Knew not. siruj. 11340.3414. N'istk.s

for Ne wisten ; Knew not pi. 10948.

NoHLECEST, pa. 1. 2 pers. sim/. of Noble, i". Fr. Ennobledst

15508.

Noblesse, n. Fr. Dignity, splendour. 8344 8658.

NoBLBV, n. 8704. 1(1391. as Noblesse.

NocKBD, parL pa. Notched. R. 942.

NoiB, n. Fr. Hurt ; trouble. 3772.

V. Fr. To hurt ; to trouble. R. 4416.

Noise, v Fr. To make a noise. i!o. iii. ui. 6.

N'oLDK for Ne wolde ; Would not. 3159. 3168.

NojiBRE, n. Fr. Number. 718.

NoME.v, No.ME, part. pa. of Ni.mb, v. Sax. Taken. T. v.

190. 514. L. W. 1016.

NOMPBRE, n. An arbitrator. T. L. i. 319. See the passage

quoted above in v L<)ved.4ie. The sense of this word is

established bj- the Prompt. Pan: "Nowmper or owm-
per. Arbiter. Sequester." If the etymology of it were as

clear, we might be able to determine which of the two
methods of writing it is the best. Custom has long

declared for the latter. Tlie modern word is umpire ;

and in P. P. 25 b. the Editt read an umper ; but the

Cotton MS. Vesp. B. xvi. has

—

a tiumper. I cannot find

that any such word is used, in the same sense, in any
other of the Gothic or Romance languages. It has been

supposed by some to be a corruption of un pere, Fr.

which I can hardly believe ; and perhaps the reader will

be as backward to admit of a derivation of it from thepR.

Nonpair ! An 0(/rf, or </u>rf person ; Vihich an arljitrator

generally is. This however is the most probable ety-

mology that h.as occurred to me; and I see that the

compiler of the Statutes for the University of Oxford

(whoever he was) had the same idea, for he expresses the

word umpire, in his Latin, by Impar. Tit. xv. §. 14.

In<lex,lMVAR, aut Arbitrator, 7 n qudcu7ique causa electut.

NoN, adj. Sax. Not one ; none. 6."i6. 682.

adv. Fb. Not 13011. Absent or nan. 8311. Whether

ye icol or nan. UOiW.

None, n. Fr. The ninth hour of the natural day ; Nine
o'clock in the morning ; the hour of dinner. 9767- T. v.

1114.22,30.

Nones. For the nones. See the n. onver. 381. and add,

if necessary, the following instances, T. i. 562. ii. 1381. iv.

428. L. W 295. 1068. 1114. [There seems to be now no

doubt that the original form was the Saxon /ur than

anes. See Price's note on Warton's Hist, of Enyl. hoet.

ii. 496, and Sir F. JIadden's Gloss, to Syr Gatcayne, &c.]

Ko.vNE, n. Fr. A nun. 118.

NoBicK, n. Fr. A nurse. .5881. Bo. ii. pr. 4. In other

passages, Bo. i. pr. 3. iii. pr. 9. it is printed by mistake, I

suppose, for Norie, n. A foster-child. Alumnus.
NoRTELRiE, n. Nmture ; education. 3965.

NosETHiRLEs, «. pi. Sax. Nostrils. 559. P. 150, col. 2, 1. 38.

N'oT for Ne wot; Know not. 286. 3664.

Notabilitke, ?). Fh. a thing worthy of observation. 15215.

Note, h. Sax. Need ; business. 40(i6.

n. Fk. a musical note. I'o cry by note. T. iv. 583.

To cry aloud, in a high tone.

NoTEMi'OE, n. Nutmeg. 13693. R. 1361.

Notes, n. pi. Sax. Nuts. R. 1377.

NoT-HED ; A head like a nut. See tlie n. on ver. 109.

NoTHER, con/. Sax. Nor, neither. 879<J. 9951.

N'OTHER, adj. Sax. for Ne other. A'eilher it'vlhcr. L. W.
192. Nor one nor other. He n'is in tteilher n'other habile.

Bo. V. m. 3. Seutro est habitu. Orig.

Nothing, adv. Sax. Not; not at all. 1756. 8251.

Noi'CHES, n. pi. 8258. See the note. It is probable. I think,

that NoucJie is the true word, and that Ouche has been

introduced by a corruption, the reverse of that which
has been taken notice of in Nale. See Du Cange, in v.

ifochia, ani Xusca ; andSchilter, Gloss. Teut. iuv.A'aosci;

from whence it appears that Nuschin, Teut. signifies

Fibula ; a clasp, or buckle As these were some of the

most useful instruments of dress, they were probably

some of the first that were ornamented with jetcels ; by

which means the name by degrees may have been ex-

tended, so as to include several other sorts of jiftetls.

The same thing may have happened in the cane of the
word Brochk (see above) ; which indeed seems, origin-

ally, to have been a French expression for Xouche.
Novelries, II. ;)/. Fn. Novelties. K. ii. 178.

NouoHT, n. if adv. Sax. Sec NAutiHT.
NocTHE, adv. Sax. Now. 464. T. i. 986. Sec the n. on

ver. 464.

Now, adv. Sax. Ifotc and note. 10744. Once and again.

Koio adayes. 9040. ir>864. In these days.

Noh-el, n. Fr. Christmas. See the n. on ver. 11567.

Noysau.nce, n. Fb. Offence ; trespass. C. D. 255.

O.

O for Ho. 2.135. See IIo.

O, adj. for On ; One. 740. 5555. In the curious old Ballad
on the battle of Lewes {Ant. Poet. x. ii. p. 4.) I. lo.

oferlyttg should be written, 1 believe, ofertyng, i. e. one
farthing.

Obevsance, n. Fr. Obedience. 8378. Obevsinc. R. .'Win.

Obevsant, j^art. pr. Fr. Obedient 7942. Obevsino. L. W.
\2fA.

Obse(juies, n. pi. Fb. Funeral rites. 995.

Observa.vce, ». Fr. Respect. 10830.

Observe, i>. Fb. To respect ; to pay regard to. 13560.

Occioknt, n. Fr. The West. 4717.

Octavie.v. pr. n. Du. 368. I do not suppose that Augustus
is meant, but rather the fabulous emi^rour, who is a
subject of a Romance entitled " Octaviiin imperatar."

JIS. Cotton. Calig. A. ii. See Percy's Catalogue, n. 18.

and the passage, quoted from MS. Reg. 17. C. viii. in

the n. on ver. 13775. The same Oetavian, I apprehend,

was celebrated in apiece of Arras hangings, which made
part of the furniture of Henry V. and is thus descrilied

in the Inventory. Jitit. Pari. 2. Hen. VI. Itcn, t autre

pece d arrns D or q comence en I estorie "Lc Octavion

Roy de Rome."
OcY, OcY. C. N. 124. The nightingale's note.

Oerthrow for Overthrow, part. pa. Sax. Overthrown.

CD. 1151.

Oetis, pr. n. Metas. L. W. M.-Jft

Ok, adv. Sax. Off. 552. 7»4. 2678.

Offended, part. pa. Pr. Hurt. 2396.

Offensioux, n. Offence ; damage. 2418.

Offertorie, n. Fr. A part of the JIass. 712.

Offring, n. Fr. Offering at Mass. 452. P. 155, col. i, 1. 63.

Oft, Ofte, adv. Sax. Often. OFTEXsrrH ; Oftentimes.

1879. 8109.

OiNEMENT, n. Fr. Ointment. 63.3.

OuFAiNT, n. Fr. Elephant 13739. See the note, and K.

de la Jiose. 18686. Oliphant sur sa haute eschinc, .Sec.

Oliveres, n. pi. Fb. Olive-trees. 14042. R. 1314.

0."UER, pr. n. Homer. T. i. 146. F. iii. 376.

On, prep. Sax. In. On live. 3(m. In life ; Alive. On
tirelve. 7.i49. In twelve. On huidimj. 1689. On haickiny.

13667. See A. pn-;;.—Upon. On to see. 3.'47. To linik

upon. See the note; and add L, W. 2414. Lycurgus

daughter, fairer on to sene—So this line is written in

JI& Bodl.

adj. Sax. One. A.ner on. 343. 178.T Alike. Thrp

were at on. 4195. They were agreed. See R. 5817. T. iii.

566. ^ivr !« on. 1773. 3878. Continually. I mine on

C. D. 1019. I single; I by myself. And thus I vent

videtclier icalkinp MrvE one. P. P. 4o b. iS'«ii sate but

HE ONE P. L. 44. All HI.M ONE. Conf. Am. 17.^

Onde, »i. Sax. Zeal ; malice. R. 14& Sy the and onde.

P. L. 24.().

Onkd, part. pa. Sax. Made one, jmited. 7550. P. 150,

col. 1, 1.62.

ONEs.p?. of On. 12630. IFe three ben alU ones. We three

are all one.

adv. Sax. Once. At ones- "HTJ. At once; at the

same time. 3470.

Onhed, n. Sax. Unity. T.L. ii. 339.

Only, adv. Sax. Al only. 13385. .M. 115, col. 1,1:10. Solely.

Ony, adj Sax. Any. 2410.

Opbn-ebs, n. Sax. The fruit of the Medlar-tree .'JBO.
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OpEW-HEDKD, adj. Bare-headed. 6228.

Opib, n. Fr. Opium, 1474.
.

Oppresse, D. Fr. To ravish. 11723. Oppressed, pa?V. jm.

116!t7.

Oppression, n. Rape. 6471. L. W. 18(J6.
,

Ok, («/c. Sax. Er, before. 275. 1157.

Oratorib, n. Fr. A chappie. ]9(f7. A closet. 627fj.

Ordal, n. Sax. Judicial trial. T. iii. 1048. See Kilian. in

V. Oor-deei, and Hickes. Dissert. Epist. p. 149. It is

possible however that Chaucer may have used this word

in its more confined sense, for n trial bii fire, or water,

without considering whether such trials were practised

at Troy.

Okde, n. Sax. A point. L. "\V. 645.

OKv^nKD,part. jja. Ordained, in holy orders. P. 104, col.

2, 1. 13.

Orders foitr, 210. The four orders of Mendicant Friers.

Ordinance, )(. Fr. Orderly disposition. 8837. 11215.

Ordi.vat, part. pa. Lat. Orderly ; regular. 9160.

Ork, n. Sax. Grace ; favour. 3724. See the note.

Orewell, pr. n. A sea-port in Essex. 279.

Orfrays, n. Fb. Gold-embroidery. R. 562. 809. See Du
Cange, in v. Aurifrigia.

Orient, n. Fr. The east. 14320.

Origenes, pr. n. In the list of Chaucer's works in L. W.
ver. 427. he saj-s of himself, that

" He made also, gon is a grete while,

Origenes upon the Maudekine."

meaning, I suppose, a translation, into prose or verse, of

the Homily de Marid Magdalend, which has been com-
monly, though falsely, attributed to Oiigen. v. 0pp.
Origenis. T. ii. p. 291. Ed. Paris. 1604. I cannot believe

that the Poem, entitled " The Lamentation of Marie
Magdaleine." which is in all the editions of Chaucer, is

really that work of his. It can hardly be considered as

a translation, or even imitation, of the Homily ; and
the composition, in every respect, is infinitely iheaner

than the worst of his genuine pieces.

Orisont, n. Fr. The horizon. 9671.

Orloge, n. Fr. A clock, or dial. 14860.

OKPiiviENT, pr. n. A mineral so called. 16291.

Other, adj. Sax. Alter. Lat. The other of two. 11.34.

1137- 1277. Others, .gcre. C(i. 27.36.

adj. Sax. AUns. Lat. 463. 1218.

, covj. Sax. Or, either. 1714. 1814. 55.56.

Ouche, n. (i325. F. iii. 260. See Nouche.
Over, pj-pp. Sax. Above. 2045. Overall. In every case;

on every side. 249. 6846. 8924.

adj. Sax. Upper. 133.

Overe.st, superl. d. Uppermost. 292. 16101.

Over GRBT, adj. Sax. Too great. 16116.

OvBu-hADDE, part. pa. Overbnrn. 13917- Do not the people

oppresse, nor ovbrlede. Lydg. Trag. 104.

Over-live, v. Sax. To outlive. 6842.

Over MERiLY, flrfw. Sax. Too merrily. C. L. 406.

Over-moche, adj. Sax. Too great. C. L. 384.

OvKR-NOME, part. pa. of Over ntime, v. Sax. Overtaken.

2802.

OvER-sPRiiDDE, pa. t- Sax. Overspread. 2873. T. ii. 769.

Overte, adj. Fr, Open. F ii. 210.

Overthrew, pa. t. of Overthrow, v. netit. Sax. Fell

down. CD 663.

Overthrowing, part. pr. Sax. Falling headlong. By
overthrowiiig icay. Bo. i. m. 6. Prcecipiti via. Orig.

And therefore clepeth Cassiodore poverte the moder of
mine, that is to say, the moder o/'overthrowing orfalling

doiin. M. 116, col. 1, 1.62.

Over-thwart, adv. Sax. Across. 1093. Du. 863 Over
against. T. iii. 686.

OvERTiMELicHB, udv. Sax. Too early. Bo. i. m. 1.

Ought, n. Sax. OpillC- Any thing. 5158. 8471. adv.

,3047. See Aught. The difference has arisen merely

from the different usages of writing ^ or for One.

pa. t. of Owe. 4331. L. \V. 589 1607.

OuoHTEN, Oughte, pi. M. 118, col. 2, 1. 31.— From
hence, as it seems, has been formed a new verb Ought,

which is very commonly used in the present tense, for

Give, in both numbers. 3053. 90400. 2. 14687. M. 109,

col. i. 1. 38.

Ought is also used as an Impers. in the pr. and pa. t.

Wei ought us werke. 15482. Well behoveth it lis to wojk.
Hem oughte have gret repentance. M. 118, col. 2, 1. 20.

It behoved them to have g. r.

OviDB, pr. n. 4474. 6534. 9999. M. 107, col. 1, 1. 8. Our
author seems to have been well acquainted with thebest
part of Ovid's works. Most of the histories in his Legende
ofgood women are taken from the Epistola Heroidam,
or the Metamorphoses. That of Lucrece shews that he
had read the Fasti.

OuNDiNG, n. Fr. Waving; imitating waves. P. 155. col. 2,

1. 29.

Oures, pr. poss. Sax. Ours. 12720. 13203. See the Essay,
&c. n. 2.9.

Out, interj. Sax. Away ! 3823. 10240.

adv. Sax. Out and out T. ii. 73.9. Throughout.
Outhees, «. Lat. Bare. Outcry. 2014. And born to Lon-
don brigge full hie ovthkys. P. L. 339.

Oi'Trage, n. Fr. Violence. 2014.

OuiRAiE, V. Fr. To fly out ; to be outrageous. 8519.

Out-rede, v. Sax. To surpass in counsel. 24ul.

Outrelv, adv. Fr. Utterly. 1278.3.

Out-renne, r. Sax. To out-run. 2451.

Out strauoht, pa. I. of Out-stretch, v. Sax. Stretched

out. R. 1515.

Out-taken, paJ•^pn. Taken out ; excepted. Out-taken
Crist on loft. 4697. Christ in heaven being excepted.

Outtake Carleon, that was in Arthure tyme. P. L. .332.

OwE.i). Sax. Debeo. 3091. Owen, pi. 7688. M. 115, col. 2, 1. 3.

Owen, Owne, part. pa. 8.380. 9664. 1312C.

OwHERE, adv. Sax. Anywhere. 655.

OwNDiE, adj. Fr. Waving. F. iii. 2;i6.

OxENFOKDE, pr. n. Oxford. 3329.

OvsE, pr. n. A river in Picardie. F. iii. 838.

Pace, v. Fr. To pass away. 8968. 10808.—To surpass. .576

Page, n. Fr. A boy-child. 3970.—A boy-servant. 12975.

L. W. 2035.

Paie, n. Fr, Liking ; satisfaction. R. 5938.

V. Fr. To please; to satisfie. R. .3599.—To pay. 13120.

Paide, part. pa. Pleased. 6767- C. D. 426—Payed. 13319, 29.

Paillet, n. Fr. A couch {properly of straw). T. iii. 230.

Paindemaine. 1,3655. See the note.

Pairk, v. Fr, To impair. R. 610,3. If I speke ought to

PAIRE her loos, i. e. to impair their credit or reputation.

So this line is written in Editt. 1542. and MS. Hunter.

Palamedes, pr. n. B. K. 331. Not the son of Nauplius,

one of the Grecian commanders at the war of Troy, but

a knight of the Round table, called Palomides in " Mart
d' Arthur,-" the unsuccessful rival of Tristan for the

love of la belle Isoude. See Mort d' Arthur, Ii. ii, which
seems to be compiled chiefly from the Roman de Tristan.

Palasins, n. p?. Fr. R. 6862, Ladies Palasins ; Ladies of

the court. In the Orig. Palatines. See Du Cange, in v.

Palatini.

Palatie, pr. 71. See the n. on ver. 65.

Pale, ii. A perpendicular stripe, in Heraldry. F. iii. 750.

V. Fr. To make pale. Bo. ii, m. 3.

Paleis, 11. Fr. A palace. 2201. 10374.

Palpreis, n. pi. Fr. Horses for the road. 2497. where

Stedes are horses for battle. Ne large palfrey, esyfor the

nones. L, W. 1114.

Paling, n. Fr. Imitating pales. P. 155, col. 2, 1. 29.

Palladion, n. Gr. The image of Pallas at Troy. T. i. 1.53

Palled, part. pa. Fr. Made pale. 17004.

Palmeres, n. pi. See the n. on ver. 13.

Palmerie, p?-. n. Palmyra in Syria. 14253.

Pamphilus, ;)(-. n. 11422. See the note.

Pampred, part. pa. Pampered; made plump. C. L. 1"7-

Seejun. Etymol. who derives it from the Fr, Pamp'-e ;

a vine-branch, full of leaves.

Pan, pr. n. The heathen deity. Du. 512.

n. Sax. The skull ; the head. 1 167. 13958.

Panter, n. Fr. A net. R. 1621. L. W. 131.
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Papelard, n. Fr. A hypocrite. K. 7^33.

Papblakdie, n. Fr. llypocrisie. R. 67^6.

Paper-whitk, adj. White as paper. L. W. ] IB6.

Par, prep. Fr. Par amour. ll.")7. AVith love. See the

note. Par cdtnpafftiie. 3ij37. For company. Par chance.

12u40. By chance. Par ciure. K. 47!K!. By heai't. Mcmo-
riler. So thi.s line should be written.

Paraboles, n. pi. Vs. Parables ; the Proverbs of Solomon.

62(:i.

Parage, n. Fr. Kindred. 5832.

Paraillk, n. Fr. Apparel. 6143.

PARA.Moim, Paramoubs, ji. Fr. Love; gallantry. 3'!54.

3754, 1,3772.—A lover, of either sex. 6036. 6954. See

the n. on ver. ll.'>7-

PtitAVEsiuRE, adv. Fr. Ilaply ; by chance. 6475.

Paraunter, corruption of Peraventure. Du. 5.i6. 779.

Pahc.k, n pi. Lat The Fates. T. v. 3.

Parckl-mele, adv. By parcels, or parts. P. 170, col. 1 , 1. 61.

Parde, Pardieu.k. 7257. 0110. T. ii. 75i). A common Fr.

oath, which most of the personages in Chaucer express

very frequently in English, Avith as little ceremony as

the Greeks used their vr, A/a, and with as little meaning
too. See ver. 1812. 4024. 4033. 616!). 7432.

Pardoner, ti. Fr. A seller of pardons or indulgences.

See his Character, ver. 671—^7^6. See also the n. on ver.

710. and P. P. 2.

Parements, n. pi. Fr. Ornamental furniture, or clothes.

See the n. on ver. 10.-,R3

Pahentelb, m. Fr. Kindred. P. 167, col. 2, 1. 5.3.

Parfay, l^R. Parfoy. By my faith. 3631.

Pahkei. R. 6228. as Parka A'.

Parfit, adj. Fr. Perfect. 7-'. 5697.

Parfiti.v, adv. Perfectly. 5693.

PAHFOffi.AiE, f. Fr. To perform. 784,3. 9926.

Parishens, n. pi. Fr, Parishioners. 484.

Paritorie, n. Fr. Lat. The herb Parietaria, or Pellilory

0/ then-all. 16049.

Parlement, n. Fr. An assembly for consultation. 2972.

T. iv. 211 A consultation. R. 7358.

Parten, inf. m. Fr. To take part. 9504. L.W. 465.

Partib, )!. Fr. a part. 3010. 4437.—A party, hi a dispute. 2659.

Parvis, »(. Fr. a portico before a church. IJu Canpe,
in V. Paradisus, 1. It appears from R. 7158. Orig. 125.'JO.

that books Avere commonly sold Au parvis devatit Aotre
Dame at Paris. At London, the Parvis was frequented

by Serjeimts at Law. See ver. 312. and Fortescue de laud,

leg. Aug. c. Lt. Post meridiem cur ice non lenenlur ; scd

placitantes tunc se divertunt ad Pervisum et alibi, consu-

lentes cum servientibus ad Le^em et aliis consiliariis

suis. There is a difference of opinion where the Parvis
at London, to Ai'hich the Lawyers resorted, Avas situated.

Somner supposes it to have been in Old Palace-yard,

before Westminster-hall. Gloss, in x Script, v. Tri/urivm.
But others, Avith more prob.ability, think it was what
Dugdale calls the Pervyse 0/ Pairlrs. See the notes upon
Fortescue, luc. cit. When the Serjeants had dined in

any of the Inns of Coiu-t, St. Paul's lay much more con-

veniently for an afternoon consultation than Westmin-
ster-hall.

Pas, n. Fr. A foot-pace. See the n. on ver. 827. and T. ii.

627. His horse—On which he rode a pas ful soflely.

Pass, v. Fr. To surpass; to excell. 45(i. L. W. 1125.—To
judge ; to pass sentence. 3091. T. iii. 1288. L. W. 162.

Passant, Passing, part. pr. Excelling. 2109. 16082.

PATRE^f, inf. m. To pray; properly, to repeat the Pater
noster. R. 7195. 6794.

Pavadb, n. 39^. See the note.

Pau.mes, n. pi. Fr. The palms of the hands. T. iii. 1120.

Pax. To kisse the Pa.r. P. 155, col. 1, 1. 63. For an account
of this ceremony, see Du Cange, in v.

Paven, adj. Fr. Pagan. 2372.

Payenes, n. pi. Heathens. 4962.

Paysaunxe, n. C. D. 1673. '• Pausing or stopping. Gloss.

Ur." q ?

Pecunial. adj. Pecuniary ; paid in money. 6896.

Pees, n. Fr. Peace. 2319. "When used as a.n interjection,

6420. 6432. it signifies the same as Hold thy pees. 2670 Be
eilent.

Peine, n.FR. Penalty. Uppeineofdelb.r,30i. See Up
Grief; torment. 1,321. 2385.—Labour. 11042.

V. Fr. To torture : to put to p.iin. 1748. She peincd
hire. 139. 4740. She took great pains.

Pkise, v. Fii. To poize; to weigh. T. iii. 1413.

Peli,, II. F. iii. 220. " A house ; a coll. Sp. and SI;, f. a
palace. Gloss. Ur." q?

Pellht, n. Fr. Pelotte. A b-nll. F. iii. 553.

Penance, ji. Fr. Repentance. I'. 148, cnl. 1, 1. 15.—Paing
to be undergone by Avay of katisfaction for sin. 22.3

5411.—Pain ; sorrow. 47.')8. ,1224. lld.W.

Pe.vant, n. Fu. A person doing penance. ia040.

I'F.NXELt., n. Fr. Pennonrel. A small streamer T. v. 104.3,

PENIBLE, adj. Fr. Industrious; pains-taking. 7428. II5.)0.

i'ENiTENCER, JI. Fr. A priest, A\-ho enjoins penance in

extraordinary cases. P. 170, col. 1, 1 68.

Pknmark, pr. n. A place in Bretagne. See the n. on ver.

11113.

Pen.s'er, ji. 97.')3. A pen-ca-sc. In the iuA-entory of the

goods of TIenry V. lint. Pari. 2 II. 6. n. 1.5. m. 13 is the

folloA^-ing article : " Un penucr' el i ynkhorn d' org' dor-

rez." And again, m. 20. " i penncre et 1 come covert du
velvet bloy."

Penon, n Fr. A streamer, or ensign. 980.

Pens, n.pl. Sax. Pennies. 12310. 1:;B64.

I'ENSELL, « R. 6280. as Pencei.l.

Pensifehed, JI. Pensivcness B. K 102.

Peper, n. Lat. l*ei)per. 162.30. To brewe peper. R. 6028.

seems to be an expression for the preparation of a hot,

pungent liquour, which should burn the throatnof the

drinkers. In the Orig. it is

—

Dames les brasseront tel

poivre. 11.514.

Peple, ji, Fr. People. S.'iSa, 6.

Peplish, adj. Vulgar. T. iv. 1677-

Pebche, n. Fr. A pearcli for birds. 14890.

Percel, adv. U. K. 225. r. Parcel. Ed. 1.042. By parcels,

or parts.

Perde. F. ii. 332. as Parde.
Pere, t!. To appear. C. L. .'i.5.

JI. Fr a peer, an equal. 4024. 1099O.

Peregal, rtf//. Equal. T. v.840.

Peregrine, adj. Fr. Wandering. 10742. See the note.

Pereles, adj. Without an equal. B. K. .347.

I'ERJENETE, JI. A yonug pear. See the n. on ver. ,3248.

Per.naso, pr. J!. Mount Parnassus. 110.33.

Perrie, ji. Fr. Jewels ; precious stones. 2938. 5926.

Persaunt, part. pr. Fr. Piercing. R. 2809.

Perse, pr. n. Persia. 14258.

aiij.VK.. Slcie-colomed ; of a blewish-grey. 441.

Persei.ee, ji. Sax. Lat. Parsely. 4.348.

Persone, ji. Bakb. L.4T A man ; generally, a man of

dignity. 103.39.—A par.son, or rector of a church. 7590

—

See his Character, 479—.130. Personkr. T. L. ii. .326.

Pertelote, pr. n. of a hen. 14876.

Perturbe, v. Fr. To trouble. !)08.

Pertubri.vo, ji. Disturbance. 78.36.

Pekvinke, n. Sax. Lat. The herb periAvinklc. R. !)i'3

Pery, Ji. Fr, a pear-tree, I0091.

Pese, ji. Fp_ R. 470.3. as Pees
Pesen, ji. pi. Sax. Peas. L. W. 648.

Pesible, adj. Peaceable. R. 741.3.-

Petf-r Alfonse. M. 110, col. 2, 1.60. 11 1, col. 1,1.60. Pikrs

Alfonse. M. 108,col.2, 1.2 112, col. 2, L 42. 116 col. 1,1. 6.3.

See the note on M. 108, col. 2, 1. 2.

Petrark, pr. n. 7907- 143.31. See the note on ver. 792?.

and 142.53. Our author h.is inserted a translation of the

102d Sonnet of Petrarch into his Troilus and Creseide.

B. i. ver. ,394—421. It is not in the piloflraln. There

seems to be no sufficient reason for believing that

Chaucer had ever seen Petrarch. See the Discourse, &c.

§. XX. n. 20.

Peytrei., ji. Fr. The breast-plate of a horse. 16032. P. l.VJ,

col. 1,1. 17.

PmsiKE, n. Fr. Medicine. 415. 2762. Doctour nf Phisike.

See his Character. 413—446.

PHisiOLOGrs,pr.j|. 15277. See the note. There was a larcer

Avork, with the same title, in prose, which is frequently

quoted by Vincent of Beauvais.



434 GLOSSARY.

Phiton. pr. n. The serpent Python. I7"58, 77-

Phitonesse, n. Barb. Lat. A witch. 7092. F. iii. 171. See

the n. on ver. 7' '92.

Pie, ?(. Fr. A mag-pie. 10363.—A prating gossip, or tell-

tale. T. iii. 528. F. ii. 195.

Pjerrie, n. Fr. Jewels; precious stones. 14311.

PiGGESNiB. See the n. on ver. 32(j8.

P;ght, pa. t. of Pike. v. Sax. Pitched. 2691.

Pike, v. Sax. To pitch. To pick, as a hawk does his

feathers. 9885. To steal L. W. 2456.—To peep. T. iii. 60.

n. Sax. A fish so called. iM'Xi.

PiKBREL, H. Sax. a young pike. 9293.

PiLCHE, n. Sax. A coat, or cloak, of skins. Prov. 4. Toya
pellicea. Junius in v.

PiLER. n. Fr. a pillar. 1995. Du. 739.

PiLLE, V. Fr. Filler. To rob ; to plunder. 6944. P. 164,

col. 1, 1.2.5.

Pilled, rather Piled, part. pa. Fr. PeU. Bald. 629. 393.S.

PiLLOURS, n. pi. Fr. Plunderers. 1009. P. 164. col. 1, 1. 31.

PiLWE, n. Sax. A pillow. T. v. 224.

PiLWE-EERE, »i. Sax. The covering of a pillow. 696.

PiMBNT, n. Barb. Lat. Spiced wine. R.6(I27.—Wine mixed
with honey. Bo. ii. m. 5. See Clarre.

PiNCHE, V. Fr. To squeeze. Tker cotide no loiglit piiiche

at his ivriting. 328. No one coud lay hold of any flaw

in his writings.

Pink, n. Sax. Pain ; gi-ief. 1326. 6369.

r. Sax. To torment. R. 3511.

Pined, part. pa. Tortured. 15065.

Pipe, v Sax. To play on a pipe. 3874. To pipe hi an ivy

Iffc. 1840. T. L. iii. ,348. is put for any useless emplvyment ;

as it is now said of a disappointed man. He may go
whistle. See Buckes horn.

PisTELL, n. Sax. Lat. An epistle. 9030.—A short lesson.

6603.

Pitance, n. Fr. A mess of victuals. 224. It properly

means an extraordinary allowance of victuals, given to

Monastics, in addition to their usual commons. See Du
Cange, in v. Pictantl*.

Pith, n. Sax. Marrow ; strength. 6057.

PiTous, adj. Fr. Slerciful. 10.334.—Compassionate. 8980.

—Exciting compassion. 8962.

PiTousLY, adv. Pitifully. 5339. 8958.

Plage, n. Lat. The plague. P. 159, col. 2, 1. 49.

Plages, n. p?. Lat. The divisions of the globe. The plages

of the. North. 4963. The Northern regions.

Plain, n. Fr. A plain. 4444. 11510.

adj. Simple; clear. 110.32. It is often used as an
adverb. 792. 53(i6. See Plat.

V. To make plain. T. v. 1229.

Plains, v. Fr. To complain. 5969. 11629.

Plainliche, adv. Plainly. T. ii. 272.

Plat, Platte, adj. Fr. Flat; plain. 1847. 12582.—The
flat of a sword. 10476. T. iv. 937.—It is often used as an
adverb. 12582. All plat, i. e. Flatly. Ful plat and eke

fill plain. 14675.

Plate, n. A fiat piece of metal. A brest-plate. 2122.

Armour for the breast. A pair of plates. 2123. Armour
for the breast and back.

Play, n. Sax. Sport ; pleasure. 8906. 3047.

V. To sport ; to take pleasure. 12892. 12902. To
act upon a stage. 3384. To play upon musical instru-

ments. 3.306. 333.3. 3'o play a pilgrimage. 13163, 4. To
withdraw upon pretence of going on a pilgrimage.

Ple, m. Fr. An argument, or pleading. A. F. 485.

Plkin, adj. Fr. Full ; perfect. 339. 8802.

Plenere, adj. Fr. Compleat. L. W. 1605.

Pi.esance, n. Fr. Pleasure. 9308. 9524.

Plksinges, 71. p/. Pleasures. 5131.

Plkte. v. Fr. To plead. T. ii. 1468.

Pleting, n. Pleading. P. 149, col. 2, 1. 48.

Plik, v. Fr. To bend, or mould. 9045. 9304.

Plight, re. Condition. P. 164, col. 1, 1.7-

pa. t. and part, of Pluck, v. Sw.. Pulled ; plucked.

4433.6.372. 140.55. B. 1745.

PtiGHTE, v. Sax. To engage; to pnmiise. 6591. 13128.

ptut. 6(33. I'UCHTKS, pi. 11640.

Plite, v. To plait, or fold. T. ii. 697. 1204. See Plie.

Plite, n. Condition ; form. 16420. See Piioin
Plu.ngy, adj. Fr. Wet ; rainy. Bo. iii. m. 1.

PoiLEis, adj. Fr. Of Apulia, antiently called Poilb. '^^

the n. on ver. 105119. Willamme's dogter Canversane in

PovLB to wyve he name. K. G. 413.

Point, n. Fr. The principal business. 2.967.—A stop, or

full point. 16948

—

In good point 200. In good case, or
condition. At point devise. :V>\i9. WKii. ii. Iil5. With
the greatest exactness. At point lo brest- T. iv. 1638.

In point for to brast. R. 3186. Ready to burst.

PoiNTEL, n. Fr. a style, or pencil, for writing. 7324.

Bo. i. pr. I.

PoiNTEN, inf. m. V. Fr. To prick with any thing pointed.

R. 1058.

Poke, n. Fr. A pocket. 3778.—A bag. 42/6. See Poi'che,

V. Fr. To thrust, 4167.

PoLivE, n. A puUie. 10498.

PoLLAx, n. Sax. A halberd. 2546. Bipennis. Prompt. Parv.
Pomel, n. Fr. Any ball, or round thing. The top of the
head. 2691.

PoMELEE, adj. Fr, Spotted with round spots like apples,

dappled. Pomelee gris. 16027. Of a dapple-grey colour.

PoPELOT, n. See the n. on ver. 5254.

PoPET, n. Fr. a puppet. 1.36.31.

Popingay, re. A parrot. 10196. 13299. Papcgawt, Fr.
Papegaey. Belg. Papagallo. Ital.

Popped, adj. Fr. Nicely dressed. R. 1019.

Popper, n. See the n. on ver. 3929.

Pore, v. To look earnestly. 5877. 7320.

adj. 7518. for Poure.
Pop.EN, pr. t. pi. 16138.

PoBisME, n. Gk. Bo. iii. pr. 10. is used in the sense of—

A

corollary ; a theorem deduced from another.

PoRPHURiE, pr. n. of a species of marble ; Porphyrie. 16243.

Port, n. Fr. Carriage ; behaviour. 69. 138.

PoRTEConsE, n. Fii. A falling gate, a portcullis. R. 4168.

Pobtos, n. See the n. on ver. 13061.

Pose, n. A rheum, or defluxiim, obstructing the voice.

4150. 17011. Catarrns. Corisa. Prompt. Parv.

v. Fr. To suppose. 1164. T. iii. .'>72. I pose, / had
sinned so, P P. 95. b.-

Posse, v. I-'r. To push. L. AV. 2409.

PossED, part. pa. R. 4479.

PossESSiONERS, «. jil. LAT. An invidious name for such

religious communities as were endowed with lands, &e,

7304. The Mendicant orders professed to live entirely

upon alms.

Post, n. Sax. A prop, or support. 214. T. i. 1001.

Poste, re. Fr. Power. R. 6484. 653.3.

PoTECARV. )(. Fr. An apothecary. 12786.

PoTKNT, n. Fr. a crutch. R. 368. 7417. A walking stick.

7358.

Potential, adj. Fr. Strong ;
powerful. F. iii. 5.

Potestat, n Fr. A principal magistrate. 7599.

PoucHE, n. Fr, Pocket ; pouch. 3929.

PouDRE, n. Fr. Powder. 16228. F. ii. 28.

POL'DRES, pi. I627.5.

PoUDRE iiarchant. 383. See the note.

Poverte, n. Fr. Poverty. 6759. 676?. It is to be pin-

nounced Poverte ; the final e being considered as an e

feminine.

PouLCE, re. Fr. The pulse. T. iii. 1120.

PouLE, pr. n. St. Paul. 7^29. Poules windvwes. 3318.

See the note.

PouNSONED, part. pa. F".. Punched with a bodkin. P.

155. col. 2, 1. 44.

PouPB, V. To make a noise with a horn. 15405. 170.39.

PouRCHAcE, n. Fr. To buy. 610.—To provide. 52y.3. T. ii

1125.

Pourchas, n. Fr. Acquisition ; purchase. 258. 7033.

POURB, V. R. 1640. T. ii. 1708. as Pore.

adj. Fr. Poor. 6769. 6775.

PouBTBAiE, v. Fr. To draw a picture. 96.

PouRTRAiouB. n. A drawer of pictures. 1901.

Pouktraitiibe, n. A picture, or drawing. 1917. 1970.

Practicke, /(. Fr. Pr.actice. 5769.

Preamble, n. Fr. Preface. 6413.

Preambulatioon, n. Preamble. 6419.
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I'REcioi-s, ndj. Fb. Over-nice. W-W. <)»»).

I'REUKSTiNE. II. Fr. Predestination. T. iv. 966.

I'HEDiCATioN, ri. Fr. Freaeliing ; a sermon. 12279.

I'RBEs, It. Fr. a pres-s or crowd. SdCC. 6104.

I'RKFK, Prevb, n. Fr. Proof; trial. H()(>3. At. prevf.. T. iii.

Iii(i4. I'pon trial. ]\'ilh evil prij'e. b^ld. Evil may it

prove ! See With.
PREVEcr. n. Fr. Lat. A governoiir, or principal magis-

trate. 1.58WI.

Pre.'se, n. Fb. Commendation. 8f)02.

V. Fr, To commend. 8«!)8. 9tiO.—To value. 972P.

Prentis, n. Fr. An apprentice. 43H3. 5885.

Prkntishode, n. Apprenticeship. 4.'i!l8.

Prefarat, iiarl. pu. Lat. Prepared. I(i278.

Pres, fl(/i'. Fr. IS'ear. So I suspect this word is to be un-

derstood in ver. 14143. 0/pris. i.e. at hand ; close. De
pres. Fr. Or perhaps 0/pres may be put for Jn a prees.

See Prees.

Prese, f. Fr. To press, or crowd. 25(12. R. 4198.

Prese.vt, v. Fr. To offer; to make a present of. 12190.

And icilh the wine s)>e gan him to present. L. W. 1093.

And smote liis lied of, hisfader to presemt. P. L. 18.

Presentarie, adj. Lat. Present. Bo. v. pr. 6.

Prest, adj. Fr. Ready. T. ii. 785. iii. 919.

Pretend, ;•. Fr. To lay claim to. T. iv. 922.

Preterit, adj. Fb. Passed. R. 5011.

Prevk, v. Fr. To try. 8575. 9028 To demonstrate by
trial. 10112.

V. neut. To turn out upon trial. 8876.

Prick, n. Sax. A point. Bo. ii. pr. 7- F. ii. .'JSHJ -^A pointed

weapon. 2608.

PRtKB, f. Sax. To wound. 8914.—To spur a horse ;

to ride hard. 16029. R. 2314.

Prickasour, n. A hard rider. 189.

Pricking,?!. Hard riding. 191.

Prideles, adj. Sax. Without pride. 8806.

Prie, v. To look curiously. 3458. 7320.

Prikke, n. 5449. See Prick.

Pblme, adj. Fr. Lat. First. At prime temps. R. 3373.

At the first time. At prime face. T. iii. 921. At first

appearance.
• • n. The first quarter of the artificial day. T. ii.

1095. Half way prime. 3904. Prime h:ilf spent. See

the n. on ver. 3904. Prime larpe, lo674. Prime far ad-

vanced. In ver. 10387. it seems to be used metaphori-

cally for the season of action or business.

Primerole, n. Fb. A primrose. 32(>8. Coiif. Am. 148. b.

Primetemi-s, n. Fr. Spring. R. 4747.

Pris, n. Fr. Price. 817.—Praise. 67. ^^37. T. ii. 181. 376. Or
it be prys, or it be blame. Conf. Am. 165.

Pbive, (((//'. Fb. Private. Prir^ and ajierl. (V)^. Private

and publick. Privi! man. 8395. A man entrusted with

private business.

Prively, adv. Privately. 1445.

Pbivetee, n. Private business. .3454. 3';03.

Pbocesse, II. Lat. Progress. 2969.

Pbofessiou.v, n. Fr. The monastic profession. 13085. R.

4910.

Pboheme, n. Fr. Gr. A preface. 7919.

Proin'e, I'. Fr. Provigner. It seems to have signified,

originally, to take cuttingsfrom vines, in order to plant

them out. From hence it has been used for the cutting

away of the superfluous shoots of all trees ; which we
now call pruning ,- and for that operation, which birds,

and particularly hawks, perform upon themselves, of

picking out their superfluous or damaged feathers. In

allusion to this last sense, Damian is said to proine and
pike himself. 9885. Gower, speaking of an eagle, says.

For there hepruneth him and piketh,

As doth an hauke, whan him wel liketh.

Conf.Am.\Z9.

PnoLLE, V. To go about in search of a thing. 16880.

Provable, adj. Fr. Capable of being demonstrated. R. 5414.

Pkovende, n. Fr. Pntbenda. Lat. A prebend ; a daily

or annual allowance, or stipend. R. 6931. See Du Cange,

in v. Fr.ebenda.
Pbovendre, n. A prebendary. T. L. ii. 326.

Pbovekee, n. Fb. Lat. A prudential maxim. 6233. 9441.

Provkrbk, I'. To speak proverbially. T. iii. 294.

Provostrv, II. Fr. The oflice of Provost, or Prefect. Pr<t'

fectitra. Ro. iii. pr. 4.

Prow, n. Fr Profit ; advantage. 122.'H. 1.3:i.1«.

Pbowesse, ;i. Fr. Integrity. l!o iv. pr. .1.

Pblce, pr. n. Prussia. 53.

ailj. Prussian. 2124.

Prl'Ned, pa. t. C. U. 1874. .is Pboined.

Ptholoike, pr. n. 5764. 59(Ki. See the note on ver. .'»764.

and 17278. and Koin. de la H. 7399. 19449.

PuELLA and RuBCi'S. 2047. "The names of two figures in

Cieomancie, representing two constellations in heaven :

Puella signifieth jMars retrograde, and llubeut Mai's

direct." Sp.

I

PuLcHRiTi'DE, n. Lat. Beauty. C. L. 613.

fULUAiLK, n. Fh. Poultry. R. 7094.

Pulled HKM. 177. See the note. I have been told since,

that a hen whoso feathers are pulled, or plucked off, will

not lay any eggs. If that be true, there is more force in

the epithet than I apprehended.

Pu.vicE, V. Fr. To punish. R. 7187- T. v. 1706.

Pure, adj. Fr. Mere; very. See the n. on ver. 1281. and
add these instances. Pure fere. Uu. 1251. Pure kind.

F. ii 316.

FvnKt^, part. pn. Purified. 5725. 11864.

Purkiled, part. pa. See the n. on ver. 193.

PuRi'os, n. Fr. Purpose ; design. 6293.—Proposition in

di.scourse. T. ii. 897.

Purprise, n. Fb. An inclosure. R. 3987.

Purvkvanck, h. Fr- Foresight ; Providence. 1254. ."01.1

—Provision. 35Wj.

Pubveye, v. To foresee. T. iv. 1066.—To provide. 6173.

PuTKRiE, 11. Fr. Whoredom. P. 167, col. 1, 1. 38.

Pi'TouRS, 71. ;)/. Whoremongers. P. 167. col. 1, 1. 37.

Pythagoras, pr. n. Du. 1167. See the passage quoted in

v. Aurora.

Q.

Quad, Quade, adj. Teut. Bad. See the n. on ver. 4345.

and ver. 13368. i\one quad ,- Nothing evil. Cun.f'. Wm. 103.

Quaile-pipe, n. A pipe used to call quails. R. 7213.

Qiaire, n. Vr. a quire of paper ; a book. B. K. 675.

duAKKK, n. 41.50. .seems to be put for an inarticulate noise,

occasioned by any obstruction in the throat.

QuAL.ME, n. Sax. Sickness. 2016.—The noise made by a

raven. T. v. 382.

Quappe, r. To tremble; to quake. T iii. .57. L. W. 865.

QuARELs, n. pi. Fk. Square arrows. R. 182.3.

QuEiNT, n. See Junii Etijmulop. in v.

Qi'EiNTE, adj.VR. Strange. 2335. 10,">.';3. / made of that

lefefull qtieint. R. 3079. See ver. 11.5.30. He made it

strange Cunning ; artful. 3(j05. 4049.—Trim ; neat.

R. 2251.

pa. t. Is pari, of Quench, v. Sax. Quenched.

2336. 2338, 9.

QuKiNTisE, n. Trimness ; neatness. R. 2250.—Excessive trim-

ness. P. 168, col. 2, 1. 16.—Cunning. P. 16.3, col. 1, 1. 42.

'' Quelle, v. Sax. To kill ; to destroy, l.^gfi. 16173-

' QUKME. V. S.VX. To please. R. 72-22- T. v. 695. Wel mc

I
QUEMBTH. Conf. Am. 68.

Qi-ENE, n. Sax. A queen. 4.581.—A h.arlot. R. 7182.

QUERNE, n. Sax. A hand-mill. 14ii80. F. iii. 7'>8.

QUEBROUB. »i. Fb. One that works in a stone-quarry. R.4I49.

i

QuKsTB, n. Fr. A prayer or demand. F. iiL W8.
' QUKST MONGERS, H. pi. Packcrs of inquests, or juries. P.

I

164, col. 2, 1.67.

' QuKTHK, «. Sax. To say ; to declare. T quethe him quite.

R. 6999. is a translation of an old technical term in tho

law ; Clamo illi quietum. The original Fb. has only Je

quitte.

QuiK, adj. Sa.t. Alive. I017. R- 5t>5C,.

QuiKKEST. superl. d. Speediest. The quikkesl $trete,

1 1806. The most expeditious way.

QuiKEN, V. Sax. To make alive. 15949.

QuiKED, part. pa. Made alive. 113i;2.

pa. t. of the same v. used in a neutral sense. 23,37.

Became alive.

Qui.NiBLB, n. 3332. is the instrument, I suppose, which is
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called in Barb. Lat. Quinterna and Quintaria, See

Da Cange, and Carpentier, in v. Qiiinternizare ; and

Mehiis, Vita d' Ambr. Camald. p. 323. Lyrd limbutd,

quintaria, ribcbd, avend, tibiisqiie.

QuiSHiN, H. Fr. a cushion. T. iii. 96B.

QrrsTRON. n. R. 880. A beggar. Gl. Ur. I rather believe

it signifies a Scullion ; nn tiarcun de cuisine.

Quite, adj. Fr. Free; quiet. 1591(i.

V. Fr. To requite ; to pay for. 7/2. 3121—To acquit.

R. 3069.

QuiTTE, part. pa. Requited. R. 3146.

QuiTELv, adv. Freely ; at liberty. 1794.

Qi'OD, pa. t. of QuETHE. Said. 790. 839.

QuoKE, pa. t. of Quake, v. Sax. Trembled ; shook. 1578.

14210.

B.

Ra, n. Sax. A roe deer. 4084.

Racine, n. Fr. A root. R. 4881.

Rad, Radde, pa. t of Rede, v. Sax. Advised. A. F. 579.

—

F,xplained Du. 281.

Radevore, L. W. 2341. Tapestry. " Ras in Fr. signifies

any stuff, as Ras de Chalons, Ras de Ginnes, Ras de Vore,

or Vaur, may be a stuff made at such a place." Gloss.

Ur. There is a town in Languedoc, called La Vaur ;

but I know not that it was ever famous for tapestry.

Rafles, n. pi. Fr. Plays with dice. P. 164, col. 2, 1. 51.

Rafte, pa. i. of Reve, v. Sax. Took away. 14104, 7.

Rage, v. Fr. To toy wantonly. 2.59. 3273.

Ragerie, n. Wantonness. 6037. 9721.

RAG3UNCES. R. 1117. should probably be J.\gonces, as in

the Orig. Fr. The precious stones, called Jacinths, or

Hyacinths.

Raines, pr. n. The city of Ronnes in Bretagne Du. 255.

Rake-stele, n. Sax. The handle of a rake. 6531.

Rakel, adj. Hasty, rash. 17227 T. i. 1063.

Rakelnesse, n. Rashnesss. 17232.

Raket. Tu play raket ; nettle in, dock o'.it ; seems to be
used as a proverbial expression, signifjing, to bi' incon-

stant. T. iv. 461. T. L. i. 319. b. What the original of the

phrase may have been is not so clear.

Ramage. adj. Fr. Wild. R. 5384.

Rammish, adj. Sax. Rank, like a ram. 16355.

Rampe, !•. Fr To climb. She rampeth in vip /ace. 13910.

She rises against me ; flies in my face.

Ran. pa. t. of Renne, 4103. 6552. Rannen, pi. 2927.

Rape, adv. Quickly ; speedily. R. 6516.

n. Haste. Ch. wordes to his Scrivener. 7.

V. Sax. To take captive. To rape and renne.. 16890.

To seize and plunder. See Renne.
Rasis, pr. n. 434. An Arabian Physician of the sth Cen-

tury. See Fabric. Bibl. Gr. t. xiri. p. 46. in v. Albjibecar.
Raskaile, n. A pack of rascals. T. v. 1852.

Rated, part. pa. Chidden. 3463.

Rathe, adv. Sax. Soon ; early. 13029 Speedily. T. ii. 1088.

Rather, comp. d. Sooner. 10176.

Rathbst, sttperl. d. Soonest. B. K. 428.

Rather, adj. Sax. comp. d. Former. T. iii. 1342.

Ratouns, jj.i)/. Fr. Rats. 12788.

Rai'ght, pa. t. of Ra>can, v. Sax. Reached. 136. 2917- On
his way he raught. T. ii. 447. He sprang forth on his way.

pa. t. of Reccan, v. Sax. Cared ; rekked. 37/0. 15346.

Raveners IRavinoiirs), n. pi. Plunderers. Bo. i. pr. 3.

Ravine, n, Fr. Rapine. Foules of ravine. A. F. 323. Birds
of prey.

Ravisaele, adj. Fr. Ravenous. R. 7066.

Ravishing, part. pr. Fr. Rapid. With a rai-ishing sweigh.

Bo. i. m. 5. Rapido turbine. Orig. See Swegh.
Raunson, n. Fr. Ransom. 1178.

Raved, poj-t po. Fr. Streaked, or striped. Du. 252.

Real, adj. Fr. Royal. 1499. 15190.

Realler, (;o»(p. d. More royal. 4822.

Reallich, adv. Royally. 380.

Realtee, n. Royalty. 48.38.

Rebekke, pr. n. Rebeccah. 9578.

n. Fr. a musical instrument. See the n. on
ver. 6959.

Kecrased, pa. t. Fr. A term in hunting. Du. S79.

Recche, Rekse, v. Sax. To care. 2247. 4514.

Reccheles, adj. Careless. 8.364.

Recchelesnesse, n. Carelessness. P. 162, col. 2, 1. 38.

Reclaime, v. Fr. A term in Falconry, for bringing the
hawk to the fist, by a certain call. 17021.

Reclaiming, n. Calling ; in the sense of Reclaime. L. W.
136.4.

Reco.mfort, v. Fr. To comfort. 2854. M. I17, col. 2, 1. 34.

Record, n. Fr. Witness ; testimony. Du. 934.

Recorde, v. Fr. To remember. Bo. iii. m. 11.—In ver.

1747. it seems to be used in a technical legal sense, for

what is called <oc)i<erHpo)i rccocti in judicial proceedings.

Recreandisb, ?). Fr. signifies fear ; cowardice; desertion

of principle. R. 2107. 4038.

Recreant, adj. One who yields himself to his adversary

in single combat. P. 162, col. 2, 1. 4. R. 4090. For the

full import of these two words, see Du Cange, in v.

Recrede.vtia.
Recure, n. Fr. Recovery. B. K. 682.

Recured, part. pa. Fr. Recovered. R. 4920. B. K 652.

Redde, Red, pa. I. of Rede, v. Sax. 6296. 6.30a T. v. 737.

Reddour, n. Fr. Strength ; violence. Fort. 13.

Rede, n. Sax. Advice ; counsel. 14467- 3527.—A reed.

T. ii. 1387.

V. Sax. To advise. 30/3. 16476.—To read. 6252.6267.

—To explain. Du. 279.

adj. Sax. Red. 1971. 14934.

Redoute, V. Fr To fear. R. 2023.

Redouting, n. Reverence. 205?.

Redresse, v. Fr. To recover. T. ii. 969.—To make amends
for. 11748.

Refect, jjart. pa. Lat. Recovered. Bo. iv. pr. 6.

Refigiring, part. pr. Fr. Figuring again. T. v. 472.

Refrain, n. Fr. The burthen of a song. T. ii. 1571.

Refraining, n. The singing of the burthen of a song.

R. 749.

Refreide, v. Fr. To cool. T. ii. 1343.

Refrete, n. The same as Refrain. T. L. iii. 341. b. In

Ber. 468. it is printed corruptly Frefreit.

Refte, Rikte, n. Sax. A chink, or crevice. R. 2661.

Refute, n. Fr. Refuge. 5272. 15543.

Regals, n. pi. Fr. Royalties. L. W. 2126.

Regard, «. Fr. At regard of. P. 164, col. 2, 1. 34. 171,

col. 2, 1. 49. With respect to ; in comparison of.

Regne, n. Fr. A kingdom. 868. 14190.

Rehete, u. Fr. Relutiter. To revive; to cheer. R. 6509.

Rehbting, n. T. iii. 350. according to several JISS. " Attd

all the reheting of his sikes sore." " Some MSS. and most
of the printed Editions read richesse instead of reheting."

Gloss. Ur. Richesse, though almost as aukward an ex-

pression as the other, is more agreeable to the corre-

sponding passage in the Filostrato

—

" E sospir che gli avea a gran dovicia"

—

and one can hardly conceive that it could come from any
hand but that of the author. I can make no sen.sc of

reheting .- but at the same time I must allow that it is

not likely to have been inserted by way of a gloss.

Reile, v. nerd. To roll. Reilelh diversly. Bo. i. m. 7-

Vagatur. Orig.

Reines, pr. n. R. 3826. See Raines.
Rejoie, v. Fr. To rejoice. T. v. 395.

Rkke, v. Sax. To exhale. L. W. 2601.

Reke n, v. Sax. To reckon. 3198.—To come to a reckoning.

4530.

Rkkes, n. pi. Sax. Ricks (of com). T. L. Prol.

Relaies, n. pi. Fr. Fresh sets of hounds. Du. 362.

Relees, n. Fr. Release. B. K. ,333. See the n. on ver.

15514.

Relefe, n. Sax. What is left. T. L. Prol.

Religiousite, n. Fr. Persons of a religious profession ; the

Clergy. C. L. 686.

Relike, n. Fr. A relick. 12883. Relikes. p?. 703.

Re.menant, n. Fr. A remnant ; a remaining part. 1571.

3166.

Re.mes, n. pi. Fr. Realms. 15142.

Remissails, n. pi. Fr. Orts; leavings. T. L. Prol.

Remorde, v. Fr. To cause remorse. T. iv. 1491. To afflict.

Bo. iv. pr. 6.



GLOSSARY. 487

Hkmuable, <j(//'. Fr. Moveable; inconstant. T. iv. ItHti

Kemitr, Rk.mewe, Ue.mevb, v. Vn. To remove. II'MIS.

llo.'ii>. Cull/. Am. ir.4. b.

Remukd, p<i. <. 11517- 1!. 7^32.

Hevablv, nile. Fa. Kiasonably. 7<'91.

Uenegatk, h. Fk. An apnstate from Christianity. 5.153.

Ueneik, v. F«. To renounce ; to abjure. 47(;»>. 47iM>.

Ke.vges, n. /)/. Fn. lianks. 2.')% The steps of a ladder.

.«>L'5. See the note.

Rexve, I'. Sax. To run. 3«3«. 406.^—To rend, q ? 16090.

Kexomee, n. Fr. Renown. 6741. L. \V. I.'dl.

Rkn'ovelaunxe, n. Fn. A renewing. F. ii. IH.').

Removelle, v. Fit. To renew. M. 12(i, col. 1, 1.4. V. I7(i,

col. 2, 1. 70.

Re.vt, v. Sa.x. To tear, or rend. R. 324.

Repaire, »(. Fr. Resort. 6H06.

i: Fr. To return. 1U!)()3.

Repe.vtant, part. pr. Fr. Repenting. 228 10960.

Reprefe, Kepreve, n. Fr. Reproof. 1(108(1. I(tl37.

Reprkssiov, n. T. iii. 1040. seems to be put for power of
repressing.

Requkbe, c. Fr. To require 6592.

Rere, v. Sax. To raise C. D. 468.

RescoiS, «. Fr. Rescue. 2645.

Rescowe, V Fr. To rescue. T. v. 231.

Rksov, >i. Fr. Reason. 9552. Proportion. Bo. ii. pr. 7-

Resons, n. pi. Fr. Discourses. T. iii. UO.

Rkspcte, ji. T. v. \Si- may, perhaps, be put for Respect.

Respite.v, inf. m. Fr. To gnmt a respite. 11886.—To
excuse. R. 6084.

Resport, n. T. iv. 850. is probably put for Respect.

Reste, n. Sax. Repose. 9729.

V. Sax. To repose ; to cease from labour. 2623.

Rktenue, n. Fr. Retinue. 8146. At his retenue. 6937.

Retained by him.
Rethor, n. Fr. Lat. An orator, or rhetorician. 10a52.

Reve, n. Sax. A steward, or bailiff. See his Character,
ver. 589—624.

V. Sax. To take away. 4009. P. 159, col. 1 , 1. 4.

Revel, n. Fr. Entertainment, properly during the night.

2719. Sport; festivity. 44(i0. L. W. 2242.

Revei.ocr, n. A reveller. 4.3Ji9.

Revelrie, n. Pleasure. R. 720.

Rkvers, adj. Fr. Contrary. 7638. 14983.

Reverse, v. Fr. To overturn. R. 5468.

Revert, v. Fr. To turn back. R. 7284.

Revest, v. Fr. To cloath again. T. iii. 354.

Revv, n. A row, or line. On a rew. 2868. In a line. All by
rew. 6088. See .-Vrovv.

Rewake, v. Sax. To waken again. T. iii. 1124.

Reward, n. Fr. Regard ; respect. Take reward of Ihin

owen value. P. 149, col. 2, 1. 16. Have regard to t. o. v.

In reward of. R. 3254. In comparison with. See
Record.

Rewe, v. Sax. To have compassion. 1865.—To suffer ; to

have cause to repent, 35.;o.

Rkwelbone. 138('7. See the note.

Reves, n. pi. F. iii. 146. Dances, in use among the Dutch.
Rei/e. Belo. Chorea celerior, chorea in longam seriem.

Kilian.

Rbvsed. See the n. on ver. 54. " Lcs Gandois firenl tine

rese sur les marches de I/ai/nault, et dedans le paps pil-

lercnt, brtislerent, etjirent moult de niaux." Jlem. de la

Marche, p. 384. Whore a note in the margin says, " Rcyse
en has Alemand signifie un voyage ou course."

RiBAWNGEs, n. pi. Ii. 1077. seems to signilie Borders.
RiBAUDE, n. A poor labourer. R. 5673. But the word

generally implies profligacy of manners as well as mean-
ness of condition. See Du Cange, in v. Ribaldus.

RiBAi'DRiE, n. Ribaldry ; indecent words, or actions.

3864. 12258.

Ribire. Ji. See the n. on ver. 6959.

RiBiBLK, n. A small ribibe. ,S;j.!l. 4.394.

Richard, pr. n. 1-5.354. In the Es.say, &c. n. 50. I have
vindicated the character of this heroic prince from an
aspersion, which was first cast upon him, I find, by Mr.
Rynier, in consequence of a mistaken construction of a
passage in Hovedea. I am tempted to add here the be-

ginning of a poem, which having been compowd after
his death by Auselm Faydit, must stand clew of all hUb-

picion of having been either begged or bought.

For chausa es et tot lo maior dan.
El nmior dol, las ! q cu nnc inais agues,
Kt zo, don dci toz temps plaigner ploran,
M avcn a dir en chantar et retrairc,
De eel q era de valorz caps et paire.
Li reis valenz liizard, reis des Englcs,
Es nioM ; ai deus ! cals perda et cals danz es '

fan estraing nioz et qan greu per audir

!

Ben a dur cor toz horn co po sofrir.

Morz es Ii reis, el son passat mil an
Qauc tan pros hoin no fo ne nol vit res,

Ke ia niais horn non er del sen seiililant.

Tan larcs. tan pros. t;m ardiz, tals donaire ;

Q Alixandrcs lo reis, qe venqi Daire,
No cuit qe tan dones ni tan messes,
Ki an Charles ni Artus tan valgues,

Q a tot lo mon sen sez, qi u vol ver dir,
Als us doptar et als altres grazii.

MS. Crofts, fol. c.xi.

RicHESSE, n. Fr. Wealth. 6692. RrcHE.s.sE9, ;,/. Riches.
M. 113. col. 2, 1. 28. 114, col. 1, 1. .38.

RiDDELED, port. ;9a. R. 12.i5, 43. Plaited. 01. f/r. In the
first of the places quoted, the Frcncli Orig. has—Et fut
si bien cueillie et jitinle,—v,-}iich Chaucer has transluted
—lA>rde 1 it was riddeled fetisly.

Ridden, p(?r;. pa. of Ride. He is ridden. \M5. Tliey ben
ridden. 1689. He had ridden. 13729.

Ride, i'. Sax. He ridetk him. 1693.

Riding, n. See the n. on ver. 4375.

HiFK, Rive, f. Sax. To thrust through. 9112. 12762.

Right, n. Sax. A right, or due. At alle rightes. 1B54.

2102. At all points.

: adj. Good ; true. 189.

adv. Truely ; rightly ; exactly ; completely. It is

frequently joined to adjectives, as the adverbs well and
full are, to augment their force. 2!Kl. (!17.

Ri.vE, w. Fr. a ctmiposition in rime. I.'!6.T9. ITence the
title of The Rime ok Sire Thopas. For the original of
compositions in rime, sec the Essay, Jcc. n. 43— Rime-
dogerel. 1.3851. See Dogehkl.

RiMRVED, part. pa. Fn. Composed in rime, or verse.

1102,^ See then, on ver. 11021.

Ri.MPLED, part, pa- Sax. Wrinkled. R. 4495.

RunG, f. Sax. To make to sound. 2433. 12265.

f. neut. To sound. 2602.

Rise, n. Sax. Small twigs of trees or bushes!. 3324. R. 1015.

RisHE. n. Sax. A rush. R. I70I. T. iii. 1167.

RisT for RiSETH. .36.';8. T. ii. K12.

RiTfor Ridetii. 976. 17028.

RivAoE. F. i. 223. See Arivage.
Rive, v. neut. Sax. To split ; to fall asunder. R. 5.393. 57ia
Riveling. part. pr. Sax. Wrinkling. R. 7214. Ruijjfelen.

Belo. Riigare. Kilian.

RiVKR, M. Fr. See the n. on ver. 6466.

R CHE, /). Fr. a rock. F. iii. 26. Roche.s, ;)/. F. ii. 527.

Rode, n. Sax. The Cros.s. Rode-beem. 6078. It is also

called the Rode-tree ; from its being made of wood.
n. Sax. Complexion. 3317.

RoDY, arf/. Sax. Ruddy. 10699.

ROFE, pa. <. of Rife. L. W. 661. 1349. Rofte. F. i. 37a
should probably be Roke.

RoGGB, V. Sax. To shake. L. W. 2697- Roggyn or
MEVYN. Agito. Prompt. Parv.

Roigne, 71. Fr. a scab, mange, &c. R. 55.3.

RoiCNOus, adj. Fr. Scabby; rough. R. 6190. 98&
Rokette. »i. Fr. A loo.se upper garment. R. 124(1, 2. 4754.

HoKJSO,part. pr. of Rokke, 01 Rooge, f. neut. Sax. Shak-
ing; trembling. R. l.'X*. Roggyn or wavervn. I'acillo.

Prompt. Parv.

RojiAir.N'CEs REALE.s. See the n. on ver. 1.3777.

Rombel, n. A rumbling noise. 198] Rumour. 8X73.

Ito.ME. V. Sax. To walk about. 7904. 111.55.

Ro.VDEL, n. Fr. • A rime or sonnet which ends as It

begins. Cotgrave." L. N\'. 423.

RoNB, pr. n. Rouen in Normandy. R. 1674.

pa. I. of Ralv. f. Sax. Rained. T. iii. 67«.

BoPEN, part. pa. of Rbpe, v. Sax. Reaped. L. AV. 74.
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RosALOAR. 16282. Bed arsenic ; a preparation of orpl-

nient. Chambers, in v. Realfiar. It should rather per-

haps have beeu written Rysalyar, with AIS. C. 1. as the

Latin name is Risinallum.

RosE.v, adj. Rosy. B.K. 657.

RosER, .i. Fb. a rose-bush. P. 166, col. 2, 1. 10.

Rose red, adj. 15722. Red as a rose.

Rote, n. Sax. A root. 2. T. ii. 348.

A root, in astrology. 4/54. See Expans yebes.

. n. A musical instrument. 236. See Du Cange, in

V. RocTA. Notker, who lived in the xth century, says,

that it was the ancient Psalterium, but altered in its

shape and with an additional number of strings

Schilter, in v. Hotta.

n. Fr. Practice. By rote. 13452, '5. By heart.

Par rotine. Cotg.

V. Sax. To rot. 4405.

RoTEN, part. pa. 3871.

RoTHF.R, n. Sax. The rudder of a ship. C. D. 1.377-

RoLGHTfor Haught, pn. t. of RErcHE. 8561. T. i. 497-

RocKB, V. .Sax. To lie close. 1310. T. v. 409. But now
they Rt'CKE.v in her nest. Conf. Am. 72.

RouLE, V. nent. Sax. To mil ; to run easily. 6235. Where
some copies have roy?c. See Reile.

Roi'ME, n. Sax. Room ; space. L. W. 1997-

adj. Wide ; spacious. 4124.

RouMER, co7np. d. Wider. 4143.

RouNCEVALu, pr. n. See the n. on ver. 672.

Rou-vciE, n. Barb. Lat. A common hackne3- horse. 392.

See Du Cange, in v. Ru.vciNus.

Rou.vDEL, ?i. Fr. a sort of song. 1531. See Rondel—A
circular figure. F. ii. 283. 290.

Route, n. Fr. A company. 624. 9424.

V. To assemble in a company. 4950.

. . V. Fr. To snore. 364?. 4165.—To roar. F, ii. 530.

RouTHE, n. Sax. Compassion. 11824.—The object of com-
passion. 11833.

RouTHKLEs, adj. Without compassion. T. ii. 346.

Row, 7!. A line ofivritinp. F. i. 448. See Rew.
a-yj. Sax. Rough. 3736. 10"3-'9. CD. 572. He loked

tcel ROWE. R. G. 507

Row-VE, 1-. Sax. To whisper. 5823. 7132.

RuBEUs. 2047- See Puella.
Rubins, n. pi. Fr. Rubies. 2149.

Rucking, part. pa. of Rucke, or Rouke, v. Sax. Lying
close. 15232.

RuDDE, )!. Sax. Complexion. 13657. See Rode.
Ruddock, n. Sax. A bird, called Robin red-breast. A. F.

349.

RuFus, pr. n. 432. A Greek physician, of whose works
some are extant See Fabric. Bibl. Gr. L. iv. c. 3.

RuGGY, adj. Rough. 2885.

RussEL, pr. n. The fox is calledDan Russel in ver. 15340,

from his red colour, I suppose.

Sachelles, n. pi. Fr. Small sacks. Bo. i. pr. 3.

Sacked frebes. R. 7462. Friars wearing a coarse upper
garment called Saccus. Mat. Paris, ad an. 1257. Eodcm
tempore novits ordo apparuit Londini de quibusdam
fratribus ignotix et non prcevisis, qui, quia saccis ince-

debant induti, Fkatres Saccati vocabantur.
Sacre, n. Fr. A sacred solemnity. C. D. 2135.

Sade, adj. Sax. Grave ; steady. 8878. 8923.—Sorrowful

;

repentant. 16345.

Sadly, adv. Steadily ; carefully. 2604. This messager
drank sadly ale an I wine. 5163. This messenger applied
himself to drink a. & w.

Sadness, n. Gravity: steadiness. 8328. 946.5.

Saffron, v. Fr. To tinge with saffron. 12279.

Saie, for Seie, pa. t. of Se, v. Sax. Saw. T. iii. 993.

Saile, v. Fr. To assail. R. 73.38.

Sailours, n.pl. R. 770 may mean Dancers, from the
Lat. Fr. So in P.P. 68. For I can—neither saylen, ne
saute, ne synff to the (lyteme. The lines which Chaucer
has here translated are not in the best Edit, of the Rum.

de la Rose. Paris. 1755. but they are quoted by Junius,
Etym. Ling. Angl. in v. Timbestere, from an Edit, of

1529.

Apres y eutfarcesjoyertses,
Et batelleurs et batelleuscs,

Qu i de passe passejouoyent,
Et en. lair ung bassin ruoyent.
Puis le scavoyent bien recueillir

Sur ung day, sans point yfaillir.

Where it is plain that the author is speaking ofjugglers
rather than dancers.

Saine for Sei.ve, port. pa. of Se, v. Sax. Seen. R. 7445.
— pr. n. The river Seine. 11534.

Salade, n. Fr. A sort of armour for the head. C. D. 1554.

Salades, n. pi. Fr. Sallads of herbs. F. L. 412.

Salewe, Salue, v. Fr. To salute. 1494. 10405.

Salued, parf. _i;o. 11622.

Salvixges, n. pi. Salutations. T. ii. 1568.

SA.M1TE, n. Fk. Gr. A rich silk. R. 873. T. i. 109. See Du
Cange, in v. Esa.mitus.

Sanguiv, arf;". Fb. Of a blood-red colour 441.2170.
Sarlin'ishe. R. 1)88. should perhaps be Sarsinishe, from
the Fr. Sarrasinois ; a sort of fine silk used for veils.

See Du Cange, in v. Saracenicum and Saracenum. It is

still called Sarcenet.

Sarplekes, w. pi. Packages of a larger size than sacks.

Bo. i. pr. 3. See Du Cange, in v. Sarpleriuji. SarpilUre,
Fr. a piece of canvas, &c. to wrap or pack up wares in.

Cotgrave.

Saten, jm. t. pi. of Sit, v. Sax. 2895.

Satalie, pr. n. The ancient Attalia. 58.

Save, n. Lat. The herb sage. 2716.

Sauf, adj. Fb. Safe. See Vouche.—Saved, or accepted.

685. Ii048. 12216.

Savete, /!. Fk. Safetj'. R. 6869.

Saule for Soule. 4185. 4261.

Savour, r. neut. Fr. To taste ; to relish. 5753.

Savouring, n. Fr. The sense of tasting. P. 150, col. 2, 1. 34.

Savourous, adj. Sweet ; pleasant. R. 84.

Salsefle.me. See the n. on ver. 627. But MS. Bodl. 2463.

furnishes another etymology, which I think still more
probable. '• Unguentum contra salsum Jlegma, seabiem,

&c." See Galen, in Hippoc. de Aliment. Comment, iii.

p. 277. « >Mx-':>—'y'>'iT(xi a^o •I'AErMATO^ 'AA:^ITP0T
5fa* Tv,^ ^xv^i-Y,; y^o?.'/,^. And again, o ay.^o?— v^o rev ^AEF-
MATOi, 6-jx 'AATKOT.

Sautes, n.pl. Fr. Assaults. B. K. 419.

Sautrie, n. Fr. Gr. A musical string-instmment. 3213.

3305. See Rote.
Sawe, n. Sax. Speech ; discourse. 1528. 16159. R. 6475.—

A proverb, or wise saying. 6242.

Say for Sey, pa. t. of Se, v. Sax. Saw. 6227. 9810.

Scall, n. Sax. A scale or scab. Ch. wordes to his Scri-

vener. 3.

ScALLED, adj. Scabby ; scurfy. 630.

Scantilone, n. Fb. A pattern ; a scantling. R.7114.

Scarce, adj. Fb. Sparing; stingy. R. 2329.

Scariot, pr. n. Judas Iscariot. 15233.

ScAB.MisHE, n. Fb. A skirmish ; a battle. T. ii. 934. V. 1507.

Scathe, 7!. Sax. Harm; damage. 448. 9048.

ScATHEFUL, ScATHELiCHE, adj. Pcrnicious. 4519. L. W.
1370.

ScATHELEs, odj. Without harm. R. 1550.

Sclaundre, n. Fb. Slander. 8593. 8606.

ScLE.vDBE, adj. Slender. 9476.

Scochons, n. pi. Fr. Scutcheons of arms. F. L. 216.

ScoLAiE, V. Fr. To attend school ; tostudie. 304. Seethe

note.

Script, n. Fr. A writing. 9.i71. T. ii. 1130.

Scriptures, n. pi. Fr. Writings ; books. 2046.

ScRivENLiKE. T. ii. 1026. Like a scrivener, or writing.

master ; Comme tin escrivain.

Sbames, n. pi. Sax. Seams : Suturcc. P. 160, col. 2, 1. 12

Secree, adj. Fr. Secret. 9783. 15646.

Secrenesse, n. Privacy. 5193.

Seculeb, adj. Fb. Of the laity; in opposition to Clericali

9127- 15456.

Sede, v. Sax. To produce seed. R. 4344.
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8bb, n. Fr. a seat. 14155. T. iv. 1023. Sees, pi. F. iii. 120.

. V. .S/»x. To see. God you see.' 7751. God him see .'

457(!. Jlay God keep .voM, or Aim, in his sight ! lii T. ii.

85. it is fuller :

—

God s/ou save and see!—To look. On to

see. 3247. To look on. See the note, and T. iii. 130.

Tliat— Ye tcolile sometime /retidly on me see. That ye
would sometimes look friendly on me.

n. Sax. The sea. 2459. 3();w. The Grele see. 59. A
learned friend has suggested to me, that the Sea on the

coast of Palestine is called the Great Sea in the Hible

(See >'urab. xxxiv. fi, 7- Josh. xv. 12.) ; wliich puts the

meaning of the appellation in this passage out of all

doubt.

Skok, »i. Fr. a siege. 939.

Skie, Sey, pa. t. of See, f. Sax. Saw. 5229. 8990. T. v.

816.—part. pa. Seen. 6134.

Skig.vorie, ji. Fr. Power. R. 3213.

Ski.v, part. pa. of See, v. Sax. Seen. I(i267.

Sein-de. pari. pa. of Sexge, v. Sax. Singed. 14851.

Seint. n. Fr. Ceinct. A girdle. 331. 3>3a.

SEtNTUARjE, n. Fk. Sanctuary. 12887.

Skke, i: Sax. To seek. 13. 17.

V. adj. Sax. Sick. 18.

Sei-den-. adv. Sax. Seldom. 10125. Selden time. 8022.

Sele, >,. Vr. a seal. 7710. Seles, pi. T. iii. 14(58.

Bklf, Sei-ve, adj. Sax. answering to the Belg. Self, the

Fr. Meme, the Lat. Ipse, and the Gk. Av-rof. See the

Essay, ic. n. 30.—With the article prefixed it answers
to the Lat. Idem, and the Goth. Samo, from whence our
S(tme. Soever. 2SKC. In the sc\vc moment ,- In "the same
moment, ver. 11706. In the selve place; In the same
place.

Ther-e two usages of the adj. Self, when joined to a
substnnUve, might be confirmed by the uniform practice

of all our writers, from the earliest times down to Shake-
speare ; but, as they are both now obsolete, I clioose

rather to take this opportimity of adding a few words to

what has been said in the Essay, &c. loc. cil. upon the
usage of the adj. Self, when joined to a Pronoun ; in

which light only it appears to have been considered by
Wallis, when he pronounced it a Substantive, answering
nearly to the Latin persona.

Pr. Johnson, in his Dictionary, has very rightly

established the primary siiinijication of Self to be that

of an Adjective ,- but, in its connexions with Pronouns,
he seems rather inclined to suppose it a Siibstantive

,

first, because it is joined to possc'^sive, or adjective pro-

nouns, as jHy, thy, her, &c. and secondly, because it has
a plural numl>er selves, contrary to the nature of the
English adjective.

The latter reason, I think, cannot have much weight,

when it is remembered, that the use of Selves, as the
plural number of Self, has been introduced into our
language since the time of Cliaucer. Selven, wliich was
originally the accusative ca. sing, of Self, is used by
him indifferently in both numbers. / myfeh\n. 93.34.

Te yourselven. 9;J80. 12G76. He himselven. 4464. 9919.

The former reason also will lose its force, if the hypo-
thesis, which I have ventured to propose in the Essay, &c.
loc. Ci<. shall be admitted, viz. that, in tlieir combinations
with Self, the pronouns my, thy, her, our, ynitr, are not
to be considered as possessive or adjective, but as the old

ofe^/^Ke cajc.« of the personal pronouns /, thou, she, ice,

ye. According to this hypothesis, the use of these com-
binations, with respect to the pronouns, is almost always
solecistical ; but not more so than that of himself in the
nominative case, which has long been authorised by con-
stant custom ; and it is remarkable, that a soleci-sm of

the same sort has prevailed in the French language, in

which moi and toi, the ohl. cases of jc and tu, when
combined with meme, are \ised as ungrammatically as our
my and thy have just been supposed to be, when com-
bined with Self. Je I'ai vu moi-meme ; I have seen it

myself: Tu le verras toinieme ; Thou shalt see it thy-
self ; and so in the accusative case, moi-mime is added
emphatically to me, and toi-nieme to te.

It is probable, I think, that these departures from
grammar, in both languages, have been made for the

sake of fuller and more agreeable sounds. Jemime,
me-meme, tu-meme, and te-meme, would certainly sound
much thinner and more languid than moi mime and
toi-meine ; and myself, tht/self, iVc. .tre as clearly prefer-

able, in point of iinmunciation, to Iself, meset.^, thouself,

theeself'. Sic. though not all, perhaps, in an equal degree.

It should be observed, that itself, where a change of

case in the pronoun would not have improved the sound,
has never undergone any alteration.

Selle, n. Fr. Celle. Cell. C. U. 2»f64.

Selle for SiLLE, n. Sax. A door-sill or threshold. 3820.

See the note.

Selve, adj 2586. 2862. See Self.

Sely, adj. Sax. Silly, simple ; harmless. 4088. 410C. 5952.

Selynesse, H. Sax. Happiness. T. iii. 815. 827.

Semblable, adj Fr. Like. 9374.

Semblau.vt, n. Fr. Seeming ; appearance. l(i(130.

Skmeliche, Se.melv, (ir/;. Sax. Seemly ; comely. Seme-
lieste, sujierl. d. ]7W!8.

Semelvhkde, n. Seemliness ; comeliness. R. 777- 1130.

Skmisouv, n. Lat. A low, or broken tone. 3697-

Semicope. 71. A half, or short, cloke. 264.

Sen, Sene, in,f. m. of Se. 1711.2178.—purt. pa. 1967. 2.'?00.

Send for Sejjdeth. 4134.

Sendall, n. 442. A thin silk. See Du Cange, in v. Ckn-
ualum.

Senek, ;;r. n. Seneca, the philosopher. 6750, 6767. 93!»7.

AVhat is said of him in the Monkes tale, ver. 14421—14436.

is taken from the Rum. de la Hose, ver. 6461—6499.

Se>ge, v. Sax. To singe. 5.031.

SENtoR, pr. n. 16918. See the note.

Sentence, n. Fr. Sense ; meaning. 308. 10162.—Judge-

ment. 4533.

Septe, pr. n. 5367. Ceuta, formerly Septa, in Africa, ovcr-

against Gibraltar.

Sepulture, ji. Fr. Grave, T. iv. 32?.

Serapion, pr. n. 434. Joannes Serapion, an Arabian physi-

cian of the xith Century. Fabric. Bibl. Gr. t, xiii. p. 299.

Sere, adj. Sax. Dry. U. 4749.

Sergeant, 11. Fr. A Squier, attendant upon a prince or

nobleman. 839-'>.—A sergeant of the lavve. See his

Character, ver. 31 1—;J.32. Jlis n.ime is derived from

his having been originally a servant of the King in hia

law-business; Serviens ad lef/em, just as Serviens ad

arma. The King had formerly a Serjeant in every

county. Spelman, in v Serviens.

Serie, ji. Fr. Series. 3069.

Sermonino, n. Fr. Preaching 3093.

Servage, ji. Fr. Servitude ; slavery. 4788. 11106, 7.

Servand, part. pr. of Serve. Serving. C. D. 1627.

Serve, v. Fr. To serve. 8845 —To behave to. 8516, 7-

Set for Settetii. 7564. for Sette, pa. t. 1 1 124.

Setewale, ji. Sax The herb Valerian. 3207. 13691.

Sethk, jt. Sax. To boil. .38.7.

Sethe forSETHED. ]ia.t.S\(iX

Sette, v. Sax. To place ; to put. 7851. Sellclh him doun
P. 170, col. 1, 1. 10. Plaeeth himself on a se.it. Yet

sette I cas. M. 115, col. 1, 1. 54. Yet I put the ca.sc, or

suppose.—To put a value on a thing ; to nitc. / n'olde

selle his sorrow at a myle. T. iii. 902. I would not

value h. .s.— 7'o sette a man's cappe ; to make a fool of

him. See the n. on ver. 588.

pa. t. 6241.

Seuremk.nt, n. Fr. Security, in a leg.il sense, 118.38.

Seuretee, j!. Fr. Certainty. 6485.—Surety, in a legal

sense. 6493.

Sewe, f. Fr. To follow. R. 4953.

Sewes, ji. pi. Fr. Dishes. 10381. See the note.

Seve. See Seie.

Shaude, pa. t. of Shkdb, v. Sax. Fell in drops. 14649.

. pa. t. of Shade, i>. Sax. Shaded ; covered with

shade. Du. 426.

Shadowv, adj. Sax. UnsubstantiaL Bo. iii. pr. 4.

Shaft, n. Sax. An arrow 1.364.

Shal, auxil. V. Sax. is used sometimes with an ellipsis of

the infinitive mode, which ought to follow it. 10912.

Beth swiche as I have hen to you and shal, i. e. shall be.

15771. First tell me whither I shal, i. e. shall go. T. iL
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46. Yet all is don or shal, i. e. shall be done. Sec also

ver. 15100. T. v. 8.i3.

Shale, n. Sax. A shell, or husk. F. iii. 101. But all n'is

icorthe a iititte shale. Conf. Am. G6.

Shalmies, n. pi. Shalms; Musical string-instruments,

othcvv/ise caWed Psalteries OT Sautries. F. iii. 128. See

KorE.
ShaiMe, n. Sax. Shames dethe. 5239. 10251. A death of

shame ; a shameful death. To York he did him lede,

ScHAMES dede to deie. P. L. 24/.

Shamefast, adj. Sax. Modest. 20.17.

Shape, w. Sax. Form ; figure. 7040. 7052.

Shapelich, adj. Sax. Fit ; likely. 374. T. iv. 1452.

Shapen, Shape, part. pa. of Shape, v. Sax. Formed;
ficrured. 7045. 7096. Prepared. 1110. 1227. 1394.

Shawe, n. Sax. A shade of trees ; a grove. 4365. 6968.

T. iii. 721.

Shefe, 71. Sax. A bundle. A sheaf of arrowes 104. Shbves,

pi. of corn. R. 4335.

Shefeld pr. n. Sheffield, in Yorkshire. 3931.

Sheld, n. Sax. A shield. 2124. Sheldes, pi. French
crowns, called in Fp_ Ecus, from their having on one
side the figure of a shield. 280. 13:261.

Shejiering, n. Sax. A glimmering. 4295.

Shend, v. Sax. To ruin. 5347. P- 102, col. 1, 1. 42.

Shendship, )). Ruin ; punishment, P. 152, col. 1, 1. 22.

Shene, arf;. Sax. Bright; shining. Kl/O.

Shen't, part. pa. of Sheijd. 5351. 9194.

Shepex, ?(. Sax. A stable. 2002 6453. See then. on ver. 2002.

Sherb, v. Sax. To cut—To shave. R. 61116.

Sherte, n. Sax. A shirt. 98.^9. / hadde lever than my
sherte. 15126. I would give my shirt, i. e. all that I have.

—It seems to mean the linen in which a new-born child

is wrapped. 1568. That shapen was my dethe erst than
my sherte. Compare T. iii. 734.

0/ntal sustren, whiche. or any clothe
Me siiapen was, my destinee me spo/tne— .

and L. W. 2618.

Sensfirst that day, that shapen was my sherte,
Or by thefatal suster had my dome.—

In T. iv. 96. Alas.' that I ne had broiipht her in my
sherte! it seems to be put for skirt (or lap), which per-

haps was the original word.
Shete. v. Sax. To shoot. 3926. R. 989.

Shetes, n. pi. Sax. Sheets. 4138.

Shette, Shet. V. Sax. To close, or shut. 15985. 16605.

Shet, pa. t. and pait. 2599. 3499. So ivas hire

herte shelte in hire distresse. 5476. So was her heart
overwhelmed with h. d.

Shift, v. Sax. To divide. 5686.

Shilde, Shelde, t). Sax. To shield. Godshilde! 3427. God
shield, or forbid

!

Siiipman, 7«. Sax. A mariner ; the master of a barge. See
his Chakacter, ver. 390—412.

Shiver, n. Sax. A small slice. 7422.

Shode, n. Sax. The hair of a man's head. 2009. 3316.

part. pa. of Saoa, v. Sax. Shod, having shoes on.

R. 7463.

Shofe, pa. t. of Shove, v. Sax Pushed. R, 534. L. \V. 2401.

Shov-db, n. Sax. Harm. 13836. F i. 88.

SHOPE.pa. «. of Shape. 7J20. 11121.

Shore, part. pa. of Shbre. 139.58.

Shorte, v. Sax. To make short. P. 163, col. 1, 1. 21.

Shot, part. pa. of Shettb. Shut. 3358. 3695. See the n.

on ver. 3358.

Shoter, n. Sax. A shooter. A. F. 180. The yew-tree is

called Shoter, because bows are usually made of it.

Shottes, 71. pi. Sax. Arrows, darts; anything that is

shot. T. ii. 58.

Shove, Shov\^'e, v. Sax. To push. 39i0.

part. pa. 11593.

Shrewe, v. Sax. To curse. 6644. 7809.

n. Sax. An ill-tempered, curst man, or woman.
5947. 6087. 10302. Shrew Es, pi. Bo. i. pr. 3. Pessi/ni.

Orig.

SintEWED, adj. Sax. Wicked. Shreude folk. Bo. i. pr. 4.

Impios. Orig.

Shrewednesse, w. Sax. Ill-nature. T. ii. 85&
Shrift, n. Sax. Confession. P. 169, col. 2, 1. 11.

Shrifte-faders, n. pi. Sax. Father-confessors. 7024.

SHRrvE V. Sax. To make confession. P. 170. col. 1, 1. 41.

Shriven, part. pa. 7022. / have ben shrive7i this day ofmy
curat. 7677. I have made my confession t. d. tomy curate.

P. 170, col. 1,1. 70.

Shright for Shricheth. 2819. Shrieketh.

pa. t. of Shrich, v. Sax. Shrieked. 10731. 15368.

Shrol'de, v. Sax. To hide. B. K. 148.

Shulde, pa. I. of Shal. Should. 964. See the Essay, &c
p. xxvii. n. 35. Shulden, pi. 747. 3229.

Shullen, Shuln, Shul, i/id. m. pr. t. pi. of Shal. 3016.

2766. 1823, 4. M. Ill, col. 1, 1. 5.

SiBBE, adj. Sax. Related ; allied. M. 113, col. 2, 1. 40.

Sie for Seie. Saw. 11162. F.L. 194.

Sift, v. Sax. To shake in a sive. 16409.

Sigh for Seie. Saw. R. 818

Sighte, pa. t. of Sjke. 545.5. R. 1746. Sighed.

SiGNE, V. Fr. To appoint. C. L. 642.

SiGNiFER, n. Lat. The Zodiack. T. v. 1020.

Signiflaunce, n. Fr. Signification. T. v. 1446.

SiKE, adj. Sax. Sick. 426. 9165. lu ver. 5.976. it seems to

be used, as a noun, for Sickness.

V. Sax. To sigh. 2987. 11316.

«. Sax. a sigh. 10812. Sikes, pi. 1922. III76.

Siker, adj. Sax. Sure. 9264. 9582.

SiKKRDE, part. pa. of Siker, v. Sax. Assured. L. W. 2126.

SiKERNESSE, n. Security. 9156.

SiKERLY, adv. Surely. 13084. 13213.

Si.MpLESsE, 71. Fr. Simplicity. R. 954.

Sin, adi). S.\x. abbreviation of Sithen. Since. 5234. 10181.

SiNAMO.ME, n. Fr. Cinnamon. 36^9.

Sip, 71. Sax. Drink. An. 19.5.

SiPHER, 71. A cipher, or figure of 0, in Arithmetic. Al-

though asiphei in augrim have no might in signification of
itsdfe, yet he yeveth power in signifcatio7i to other. T. L.

ii. 333. b. There is another passage in Du. ver. 435—40.

which seems to implie, that, in Chaucer's time, the

numerals, commonly called Arabian, had not been long

in use in this country.

SiRE, n. Fk. Sieur, Seigneur. A respectful title, given for-

merly to men of various descriptions, as well as to kniglits.

Sire knight. 839. Si>-e clerk. 842. Sire 7nonk. 3120. Sire

ma/i of lawe. 4453. It was so usually given to priests,

that it has crept even into acts of parliament. Rot. Pari.

12. and 13. E. IV. n. 14. Sir James Thekeness, Preste. 1.

H. VII. p. 11. Sir Oliver Langton, P>-est. Sir Robert

Naylesthorp, Prcst. Hence a Sir John came to be a

nickname for a Priest. See ver. 14816, and the note.

—

Sire is sometimes put for personage. R. 4998. And melan-

choly, that angry sire.

—

Our sire 6295. Our husband
;

our goodman ; as the French, in their old familiar lan-

guage, use Notre sire.

Sis, n. Fr. The cast of six ; the highest cast upon a die.

14579.

Sit for SiTTETH. 3641. 9808. It sit me not to lie. 10189. It

doth not become me t. 1. 8335. 9153. It syt a kynge welto

be chast. Conf. Am. 168. b.

SiTHE for SiTHES, n. pit. Sax. Times. 5153. 5575.

Sithen, Sith, adv. Sax. Since. 1817. 4478. 5541.

SiTHEs, 71. pi. Sax. Scythes. T. L. prol.

Sitte, v. Sax. To sit.— To become ; to suit with. See Sit.

SiTTAND. part. pr. R. 2263.

SiTTEN, par*, pa. 1454. G0fi2.

Skaffaut, «. Fr. A scaffold; a wooden tower. R. 4175.

Skaffold, n. A scaffold, or stage. 3384.

Skle, 71. Sax. A cloud. F. iii. 510.

Skill, n. Sax. Reason. 9028. 9552. Skjlles, j)?. 10519.

SKfLFL'L, adj. Reasonable. T. iii. 288. 940.

Skinke, v. Sax. To pour out ; to serve with drink. 9596.

Skipte, pa. ;. of Skippe, t'. Sax. Leaped. 11714.

Skogan, pr. n. See the Account, &c. p. 449.

Skorcle, v. Sax. To scorch. Bo. ii. m. 6.

Skrippb, k. Fb. Escharpe. A scrip. R. 7405.

Slacke, adj. Sax. Slow. 2903.

Slain, part. pa. of Sle. 1743. 2040.

Slake, v. Sax. To appease ; to make slack. 8678 8983.
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Slakb, v. neut. To fail. 801X To desist. 85111.

Slaw'E, part. pa. of Slb loCiO.

Sle, u. Sax. To kill ; to slay. 2558.

Sleek, n. Sax. A killer. :;(Hi7. L. \V. 1367.

SLEI3ULV, adv. Sax. Cunningly. 1446.

Sleioht, n. Sax Contrivance. K. 7109.

Sl^ightes, pi. R. 7121. Sxictte sleightes as I shall you
never).—So this line should probably be written. See the

Orig. ver. 12495. A'evcn is from MS. Hunter.
SLBy,jir.t. )>l. of Sle. 15(59. 5;!»4.—ih/. m. 15(i.5. 5379.

Slep, Slepb. pa. t. of Slepe, v. Sax. Slept. 98. 399

Slete, 71. Sax. Sleet ; a mixture of rain and snow. 1 l.';G2.

R. 2651.

Slevelesse, adj. T. L. ii. 334. seems to signifie idle, un-
prtifilable ; as it does still in vulgar language.

Slider, adj. Sax. Slippery. 12(iC. L. "W. 648.

SLiDi.va, part. pr. Uncertain. ]C2(i(i. Lydg. Trag. 99. b.

Slid!)ip fortune. Bi>. i. m. 5. Luhrlca/ortuna. Orig.

Slie, Sligh, adj. Sax. Cunning. .3.392.

Slike for SwiLKE, adj. Sax. Such. 4128.

Slit for Slideth. 16150.

V. Sax. Tocut through, to cleave. 11.572.

Sliver, n. Sax. A small slice, or piece. T. iii. 1015.

Slo, v. Sax. To slay. R. 1953. 4592.

Slooardie, n. Vr. Sax. Sloth. 1044.

SloiMberi.nues, n. pi. Sax. Slumberings. T. v. 246.

Sloppe, n. Sax. A sort of breeches. 16101. P. 155,

col. 2, 1. 50.

&i.o\v, pa. t. of Slo. Slew. 11745. 14104.

Slowe, 71. S*!c. A moth. R. 4751. In the Qrig. Fr.
Taigne.

Sluggv, adj. Sax. Sluggish. P. 162, col. 2, 1. 27.

S.malish, adj. Sax. Diminutive of Smale, or Small.
R. 826.

S.MERTB. r. Sax- To smart ; to suffer pain. R. 7107.

149. seems to be Uied as an Adverb; Smartly,
P. L. Gl. v. Forlhought.

Smit for Smiteth, ind. m. 3 pert. sing. 7998.

Smiteth, imp. nu 2 pers. pi. Smite ye. 784.

SsiiTHE, V. Sax. To forge, as a smith. 3760. P. P. 16 b.

Smitted for S.MITTEV, part. pa. of Smite. T. v. 1544.

Smokles, adj. Sax. Without a smock. 8751.

Smoterlich, adj. 39f)l. means, I suppose, smutty, dirty.

But the whole passage is obscure.
Snehe, v. Sax. To snow ; to be in as great abimdance

as snow. 347.

Snibhe, v. Sax. To snubb ; to reprove. 525. IIOOO.

Sno\v-',vhite, adj. Sax. White as snow. 15722. 17082,

SoDE.v, arf;. Sax. Sudden. 4841.

SoGKT, 71. Fr. Subject. C. L. 93.

Soigne, n. Fr. Care. R. 3882.

SoJoL-B, 71. Fr. Stay ; abode. R. 4282.

SoKEN, 71. Sax. Toll. 3985.

SoKiNGLv, adv. Suckingly
; gently. M. 116, col. 2, 1. 14.

See SouKE.
Solas, n. Fr. Mirth ; sport. 800. 36.54.

SoLEi>f, odj. Fr. One ; single. Du. 982.—Sullen. R. 3897.

SoLEMP.NE, adj. Fr. Solemn. 10425.

SoLEMPNELV, adv. Solemnly. 276.

SOLER HALL. Sec the n. on ver. 3!)88. A solcre wiiidowe
occurs in Gam. ver. 267. for the window of a loft, or

garret. See before, ver. 252.

SOM. adj. Sax. Some. This is all and som. 5673. This is

the whole. All and some. 88I7. T. ii. 1149. One
and all.

SoMDEL, adv. Sax. Somewhat ; in some measure. 448. 3909.

60MER, pr. n. In the treatise on the Astrolabe, fol 291. b.

Chaucer professes to make use of the Ealenders of the

reverent cterkes frere Jonx So.mer and frere Nicholas
Len.ne. The Kalcndar of Jnhn Somur is extant in MS.
CoH(/n,Vesp. E. vii It is calculated for 140 years from
l:i67, the year of the birth of Richard II, and is saiil, in

the introduction, to have been published in 1380, at the
instance of Joan mother to the King. The Kalendar of

Nicholas Lenne, or Lynne, was calculated for 76 years
from 1387. Tanner in v. Nicolaus Linensis. The story

there quoted from Hakluit of a voyage made by this

Nicholas in 1360 ad insulas seplentrionales antehac

Eurojxris incognitas, and of a book written by him to

describe those countries a (jrai/u .54. usi/ne ad puluin, is

a mere fable ; as appe.ars from the vtry authorities which
ll.'ikluit has produced in siipjiort of it.

S0.M.ME. T. ii. 1249. Lu! Troiliis—

Come riding with his tenthe somme ifere.

So this line stands in the Kditt. but a JIs. quoted in

Gloss. Ur. instead ut ifnlhe has x. and ils. I. ttntilli.

Perhaps the original reading was xx. l(i(A his twenty
some ift-re, according to the Saxon mode of expression,
would signifie Together with some tw, nty of his attend-

ants. See llickes, Gramni. A. S. p. 32, j.

7j. Fr. A sum. Bo. iv pr. 2.

SoMMER, 71. Sax. Summer. A Sommer-gome. 62.10. See
the note.

SoMo.NK, So.MPNE, IV Lat. To Summon. 7159. 6929, 43.

SoMP.NoUR, 71. An officer employed to summon delinquents
to appear in Ecclesiastical courts, now called an Appari-
tor. See his Character, ver. 623—670.

SoND, 71. Sax. Sand. 15273.

71. C. D. 1147. seems to signifie a sounding line;

from the Fr. Sonde.

Sonde, 71. Sax. A message. 4808. 5469. Goddes sonde.

4943. 13149. What God has sent ; God's gift.

Some, adi'. Sax. Soon. 12u(i2,4.

»i. Sax. a son. 79. 3.58. Sones, pi. 10343.

Sonken, /larf. prt. of Sink, It. Sax. Sunk. R. 51)3.

Sonne, /». Sax. The Sun. 1511. 2524.

SoNNisH, adj. Sax. Like the Sun, T. iv. 736. See ver.

U971, 2.

Sooty, adj. Sax. Foul with soot. 148.38.

Sop, ?!. Fr. a piece of bread dipped in any sort of liquor.

336. 9717. He lake a soppe. Conf. Am. 104.

SopHiME, 71. Fr. Gb. a sophism, a subtb fallacy. 7881.

108(i8.

SoRK, v. Fr. £".?sorer. To soar. T. i. 671.

Sort, 71. Fb. Chance; de.vtiny, 846. T. ii. 754.

Sorted, pu. t. of Sort, v. Fr. Allotted. T. v, 1826.

SoRWE, n. Sax. Sorrow. 1221. 2824.

SoRV, adj. Sax. Sorrowful. 3(iiy, 9. Sory grace. 03:/8.

Misfortune. See Grace, and With.
SoTE, 71. Sax. Soot. T. iii. 12(M).

SwoTE, adj. Sax. Sweet. 3205. 3691.

71. Fr. a "fool. F. L. 101.

SoTED, /)rtr<. pa. Fr. Fooled; besotted. 16809.

SoTEL, at/;'. Fr. Subtle; artfully contrived. 1056.

SoTH, adj. Sax. True. 4355. Certain. 3885. Sother, comp. d.

15682.

Sothlv, adr. 1.523. 1627. 1186. 1201. Truly.

SoTHE, n. Sax- Truth. 3922. 6513.

Sothfastness, n. Sax. Truth. 17344.

SoTHERNE, adj. Sax. Southern. 17.'i53.

Sothness, 71. Sax. Truth; reality. 15729.

Soth-saw, 71. Veracity ; true-.saying. H. 6125.

Soudan, 71. A Sultan ; any Mahometan Sovereign. 4597.

See D'Uerbelot, in v. Solthan.
Soi:dan.vesse, 71. The wife of a Sultan. 4778.

60UDED, part. pa. See the note on ver. 13509. Sowdb-
metel. Consolidum. Prompt. Parv.

SovEttAiNE, arf;. Fr. Excellent; in a high degree. 15215.

SovERAiNLY, aitv. Above all. 15368.

SouKE, V. Fr. To suck. 4155.

Soi-KRD, part. pa. 8326.

Soui.ED, par^ /)rt. Sax. Endued with a soul. 15797.

SOL-N, 71. Fr. Sound; noise. 7815. 12487.

SouNDE, V. Sax To make sound; to heal. An. 24.5.

—

v.

neut. To grow sound. B. K. 293.

SoLNE, v. Fr. To s>iund. 5')7. As fcr as sotinelh into

honestce. 13973. As far as is consonant tt> h. Tliat

soitneth unto gentillesse of love. 10831. That is consonant

to g. o. 1.

SouNiNG, part. pr. 277. 309.

SoupE, V. Fr. To sup; to take the evening-meal. 1152ft

SOUPEN, pi. 10611.

SouPER, 71. Supper ; the evening-meal. 350. 10604

SoupLE, adj. Fr. Supple ; pliant. 203.

SouRDE, V. Fr. To rise. P. 156, col. 1 , 1. 66.



492 GLOSSARY.

Sours, n. A rise ; a rapid ascent. 7520, 3. F. ii. 36. 43.—

The source of a stream of water. 7925.

SooTEB, n. Lat. a cobler. 39112.

SowE, )•. Lat. To sew. T. ii. 1201, 3. It was usual, and indeed

necessary, formerly to sew letters, wlien they were

written upon parchment. But the practice continued long

after the invention of p;iper.

V. Sax. To sow. 1734G, 7-

Sowers, n. pi. Sores ; Bucks in their fourth year. Du. 429.

Span NEWE, adj. T. iii. 16/1. seems to signifie Quite new ,-

but ivhi/ it does so, I cannot pretend to say.

Spannishing, «. Fb. Espanouisseinent. The full blow of

a flower. R. .36.33.

Spare, v. Sax. To refrain. 7fil7. L- W. 2591.

Spareth, imp. in. 2 pers. pi. 6919. 7004.

Sparande, part. pr. Sparing ; niggardly. R. 5.363.

Sparhai'K, w. Sax. A sparrow-hawk. 15463.

Sparre, 7> Sax. A wooden bar 992.

Sparred, part. pa. Barred ; bolted. R. 3320.

Sparthb, n. Sax. An ax, or halberd. R. 5978. See Du
Cange, in v. Sparth, Securis Daxica.

Speces. n. pi Fb, Shirts, or kinds. 3015.

Spede, v. Fb. To dispatch. Bo. v. pr. 4, 5.

Spkdefl'l. a<IJ. Effectual. Bo. iv. pr. 4. v. pr. 4.

Spkktakel, n. Fr. Lat. A spying glass. 6785.

Spell, n. Sax. Sport
;
play. 4355. See the note.—Tale, or

historj'. 138-21.

Spence, n. Fb. Despence. A store-room for wine, or vic-

tuals. 7513.

Spebe, n. Fr. A sphere. 11592.

n. Sax. A spe.ir. 2712.

Spkred. R. 2099. Sperred. T. v. 531. as Sparred.

Sperme, n. Fr. Gr. Seed. 14015.

Spiced. 528. 6017. See the note. I have since met with a

passage, in which spicfd, applied to conscience, seems to

s,\^\&e nice, scrupulous. Beaumont and Fletcher. Mad
Lover. Act 3. "When Cleanthe offers a purse, the Priestess

says,
" Fy ! no corruption—

Cle. Take it ; it is yours ;

Be not so spiced ; it is good gold ;

And goodness is no gall to the conscience."

Spicks. P. 148, col. 1, 1. 20. as Speces.

gpiLLE, v. Sax. To waste ; to throw away. 17102—To

destroy. 6480.— i'. neut. To perish. 5O117. 5235.

Spire, n. A stake. T. ii. 1335. a corruption probably of

Spere. Sax.

Spired. See then, on ver. 13733.

Spitous, adj. Fb. Despiteux. Angry ; spightful. R. 9/9.

SprrousLV, adv. Angrily. 3476. 5805.

Splaie, v. Fb. Vcsploier. To unfold. B.K. 33.

Spone, )!. Sax. A spoon. 10916.

Sponne, pa. t. of Spinne, v. Sax. Spun. T. iii. 735.

Spore, n. Sax. A spur. 2605.

Spor.ve, v. Sax. To strike the foot against any thing. 4278.

T. ii. 797.

Spoi'saile, n. Fr. Marriage. 7991. 8055.

Spray, n. Sax. A twig, or sprig. 1,3700.

Spkbint, part. pa. of Sprengb, v. Sax. Sprinkled. 4842.

13570.

Springolds, n. pi. Fk. Espringalle. Machines for casting

stones and arrows. R. 4191. SeeDu Cange, in v. MuschetiA.

Sqi'amks, Ji. pi. Lat Scales. 16227.

Squaimous. 33,37. See the note.

SguiER, n. Fb. A squire. See his Character, ver. 79—100.

. V. To attend as a squire. 5887.

Squierie, n. A number of squires. IO6O7. And alle titer

squierib. p. L. 241. And of his squierie gentille men

auhtene. Ibid. 289.

Stage, pr. n. Statius, the Roman pnet. 2296.

Stacke, n. Sax. A stack of wood, &c. P. 166, col. 1, 1. 19.

pa. t. of Stick, v. Sax. Stuck. R. 458.

Staff-si ing. 13758. means, 1 suppose, a sling fastened to a

staff. Lydgate in his T7-ag. 39. b. describes David as

armed
" With a STAFFS SLYNGE, vopdc ofplate and maylc."

Staker, v. Sax. To stagger. L. W. 2676.

Stalke, v. Sax. To step slowly. 8401. Ful tlicfely gan he

stalke. L. W. 1779. And to the bedde he stalketh ttplle.

Con/. Am. 32.

Stalkes, }). pi. Sax. The upright pieces of a ladder. 3625.

Stabien, Stamin, n. Fb. Estanrinc. A sort of woollen cloth.

P. 171, col. 2, 1. 25. L. W. 2.349.

Stant for Standeth. 3677. 369.5.

Stabfe, ;;)«. ^ of Sterve. Died. 9,35. 14141.

Stark, adj. Sax. Stiff, stout. 9332. 14376.

Starlixges, n. pZ. Penceof sterling money. 12841. See ver.

12864.

Staunche, r. Vr. To stop ; to satisfie. Bo. iii. pr. 3. m. 3.

Stele, n. Sax. A handle. 3783.

Stellifie, I'. Lat. To make a star. L. W. 525. F. ii. 78.

Stente, v. Sax. To cease ; to desist. 905.

Stentex, par?, pa. 2970.

Stepe, adj. 201. 755. seems to be used in the sense of deep;

so that eyen stepe may signifie eyes sunk deep in the head.

Stere, v. Sax. To stir. 12280.

Stere,m.Sax. Ayoungbullock.2151.—A rudder. 4868. 5233.

Stereles, adj. Sax. AVithout a rudder. 4859.

Steresman, n. Sax. A pilot. F. i. 436.

Sterne, n. Sax. A rudder. F. i. 437.

Sterne, adj Sax. Fierce ; cruel. 2612.

Sterre, )(. Sax. A star. 2063.

Stert, n. Sax. A leap. At a stert. 1707. Immediately.

Sterte, pa. t. of Stertk, v. Sax. Leaped. 11689. Escaped;

ran away. T. iv. 93.

Sterting, part. pr. Leaping nimbly. 1504.

Stertling, as Sterting. L. W. 1202. 1739.

Stervb, v. Sax. To die ; to perish. 12799.

Steven, n. Sax. Voice ; sound. 2564. 15297.—A time of

performing any action, previously fixed by message,

order, summons, &c. At unset Steven. 15-26. Without any
previous appointment. They setten steven. 4381. They
appointed a time.

Stewe, n. Fr. A small pond for fish. 351.—A small closet.

T. iii. 602. 69.9. Stewes, pi. Stews, baudy-houses. 12399.

Steye, v. Sax. To ascend. T. L. i. 315 b.

Steyers, ?). pZ. Sax. Stairs. T. L. i. 315. b.

Stibborne, adj. Stubborn. C0.38. 6219.

Stike, v. Sax. To stick ; pierce. 2548.

Stile, h. Sax. A set of steps, to pass from one field to

another. By stile and eJiC by strete. 12628. Everywhere;

in town and country.

Stillatorie, »). Fb. A still. 16048.

Stille, adj. Sax. Quiet. 11782.

Stithe, n. Sax. An anvil. 2028.

Stives. 6914. as Stewes.

Stoble-goos. 4349. A goose fed on stubble-grounds.

Stocked, pnr^ pa. Confined. T. iii. 381.

Stole, n. Fr. Lat. Part of the ecclesiastical habit,

worn about the neck. 9577. See Du Cange, in v.

Stola. 2.

, n. Sax. A stool. 5870.

Stonden, part. pa. of STONDE,or Standb, v. Sax. Stood. !).368.

Stont, for Stondeth. 3921.

Stopen, part. pa. of Stepe, v. Sax. Stepped ; advanced.

9388. 14827.

Store. 10241. See the note.

n. Fk. To stock, or furnish. 1.32(13.

n. Any thing laid up for use. Hence the phrase, to

tell no store of a thing. 5785. 15160. me.ans, to consider it

as of no use or importance.

Storial, adj. Fr. Historical ; true. 3179.

Stob\ten, pa. t. pi. of Stebve. 12820.

Stot, n. Sax. See the n. on ver. 6I7.

Stote, 71. A species of weasel ; a polecat. 7212.

Stound, n. Sax. A moment ; a short space of time. 1214.

4005. In a stound. 3990. On a sudden. In stound. R-

1733. should probably be In a stound. The Orig. Fr.

has tantost. Stoundes, pi. Times; seasons. bVfiS. T

iii. 1758.

Stoundemele, adv. IMomentarily ; every moment. R. 2304

T. V 674.

Stoupen. 14827. should probably be Stopen.

Stodre, «. Sax. Fight ; battle. 14376. T. iii. 1066.

Stbake, v. Sax. To proceed directly. Du. 1312. Stracken,

Stricken. Te7idere. Kilian.
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Btrange, adj. Fr. ForeiRn. UMOa—Uncommon. 103111.

He made it slraupe. 3!(7H. ll'j.lS. Uo made it a matter
of difficulty, or nicety.

Str.\w;ute, pa. t. of Stkecchk, v. Sax. Stretched. 2918.

Con/. Aw. 184.

Stre. >i. Sax. Straw. 2920.

Streksht, part. pa. of Strecche, t'. Sax. Stretched.

Ho. iii. pr. i.

STHErxs, V. Fr. To constrain. 1525.'».—To press closely.

VG-27.

Streite, adj Fr. Strait, Sti-eite stcerd. laans.

Stke.mkdkx, pa.t.pl. of Streme, v. Sax. Streamed; flowed.

T. iv. 247.

Stremes, n. pi The rays of the Sun. 14!»7.

Strene, n. Sax. Stock ; race ; progeny, 8('.3!t. R. 4859.

Strengest-faithed, adj. Endowed with the strongest

faith. T. i. 1008.

Strkpe, v. Fit. To strip. R. 6818.

Strbte, h. Sax. A street. 3758. The maister strete. 2904.

See the note.

St.'.ike, n. Sax. A line ; a streak. A strike offiax. 678.

Stripe, n. Lat« Slirps. Race; kindred. C. L. 16.

V. 10074. as Strkpe.

Strode, pr. n. T. v. 18.56. The philosophical Strode, to

whom, jointly with the moral Gower, Chaucer directs

his Troilus, was probably Ralph Strode, of Mcrton
College, Oxford. A. AVood, who had made the antiqui-

ties of that college a particular object of his enquiries,

says only of him, " Radulphus Stkode, de quo sic vetiis

noster catalogiis. Poeta/itit et versijicavit librtim elegia-

cum vocat. Phantasma Itodiilphi. Claruit citcccLxx."

Some of his logical works are said to be extant in print.

Venet. 1517 4to. Tanner, in v. STROD.Et;s.

61HOF, pa. t. of Strive, y. Fr. Strove; contended. 1040.

Stronde, n. Sax. A shore. 13.

Struther, pr. n. A town in the North. 4012. See the
note.

Strolte, v. To strut. 331.5.

Subarbes, n. pL Lat. Suburbs. 16125.

Subfumigatio.v, ti. Lat. A species of charm by smoke.
V. iii. 174.

Subget, adj. Fr. Lat. Subject. P. 171. col. 1, 1. 64.

SuBLi.MATORiE, ?i. Fr. Lat. A ves.sfl used by Chemists in

Sublimation, i. e. separating certain parts of a body, and
driving them to the top of the vessel, in the form of a
very fine powder. 162t;i.

SuBkTAVCE, n. Fr. The material part of a thing. 14809.

SucKiNV, n. Fr. Souqttenie. A loose frock, worn over their

other clothes by carters, &c. R. 1232.

Sue, v. Fr. To follow. M. 114, col. 2, 1. 2.

SuETON, pr. >i. Suetonius, the Roman historian. 14(;.T8.

SuFPiSANCE. «. Fr. Sufficiency ; satisfaction. 492. 86.35.

SuFFiSANT, adj. Sufficient. 163.3. 3551.

SuoKED, part. pa. Sweetened as with sugar. T. ii. 384.

SuppLiE, V. Fr. To supplicate. Ro. iii. pr. 8.

SURCOTE, n. Fr. An upper coat, or kirtle. F. L. 141.

SiJRPLis, n. Fr. A surplice. 16026.

SuRQUEDRiE, n. Fr. Presumption ; an overweening con-

ceit, P. 155, col. 1, 1. 50. 172, col. 2, 1.4.

SuRRiE, pr. n. Syria. 4554.

SuRSANURE, n. Fr. A wound healed outwardly only.

11425.

SuKVEANCE, n. Fb. Superintendancc. 12029.

Suspect, adj Fr. Suspected. 8417, 8.

n. Suspicion. 8781. 12197.

SusPKCTioN, n. Suspicion. 5101.

SusTER, n. Sax. Sister. Sustre.v, pi. 1021. T. iii. 7-34.

SWA, adv. Sax. So. 4028 4038.

SwALB, pa. t. of Swell, v. Sax. Swelled. 6549. 13490.

SwAPPB, V. Sax. To throw down. T. iv. 244.—To strike

off. 8462. 15834.—!'. netit. To fall down. 8975.

Swart, adj. Sax. Rlaek ; of a dark colour. C. D. 1862.

SwATTE, pa. t. of Swete, v. Sax. Sweated. 13706. 16028.

Swegh, n. Sax. A violent motion. 4716. Bo. i. m. 5.

SwELTE, V. Sax. To die ; to faint. 3/03.

SiVELT, pa. t. 1358. 9<)50.

SwKRNE for SwERE.v, pi. n. of SwERE, »j. Sax. Swear.

K. 48,34.

SwEVEN, n. Sax. A dream. U!l02. 1492(1. Swkvknes, pi.

14929. In ver. 1492?. it is written Sictvenis for tlio

Nike of the rime.

SwiCHE, (K/j. Sax. corruption of Su-i7*<. Such. 243.487.
Swi.vKE, n. Sax. Labour. Uia

1'. To labour. 187. 12808.

SwrRK, ?i. Sax. The neck. R. 325. It ia more Commonly
written Swere.

SwiTHE, «i/i'. S.-vx. Quickly; immediately. 51.50. 12730.

Sw^vE, V. Sax. See Jiinii Elyniolog. in v.

SwoLowE, »j. Sax. A whirlpool. L. W. 1102.

Swo.NKEN, par^ pa. ofSwiNKE. 4233.

SwouGH, n. Sax. Sound; noise. 1981. 3619— A swoon.
6381. 8976.

Tarard, n. 20. See the quotation from Speght's Gloss.

Discourse, &c. n. 6.

Tables, h. pi. Fr. A game so called. 11212 TahUs Tole-

ta lies. il5S.'i. See the note.

Taboure, f. Fr. To drum. L. W. 3.54.

Tache, ?i. Fr. a spot, or blemish. C. N. 192.

Taillager. n. Fr. A collector of taxes. R. 61)11.

Taille, n. Fr. A tally ; an account scored on a piece of

wood. 572.

Take, v. Sak. To deliver a thing to another person. 5137.

I33;M. 15691.

for Taken, 7)ai7. pa. 1868. 10789.

Takel, n. Sax. An arrow. llKi. R. J727.

Tale, v. Sax. To tell stories. C. D. 103. And nameli/ tehen

they TALEN loiifie. Con/. Am. 27 b.

n. Speech ; discourse. lio. i. pr. 5 Reckoning ;

account Litel tale hath he told 0/any dreme. 15124. lie

made little account of any dreani.

Tale.vt, n. Fr. Desire ; affection. 5557. P- 151, col. 1, 1. 25.

Talino. «. Story-telling. 13.364.

Tave for Taken. C. D. 88a
Tapes, n. pi. Sax. Bands of linen. 3241.

Tapi.vage, n. Fr. En tapinvis. Lurking; sculking aboat
R. 7.!63. Con/. Am. 93 b.

Tapiser, n. Fr. A maker of tapestry. 364.

Tapite, v. Fr. To cover with tapestrj-. Du. 260.

Tappe, n. Sax. A tap, or spigot, which closes that orifice

through which the liquor is drawn out of a vessel. 38!)0.

Tapstere, ji. Sax. A woman, who has the care of a tJip

in a publickhoubC 241. 3356. See the n. on ver. 2019.

That office, fonnerly, was usually executed by women.
See the Adi\'nlure 0/ the Pardonere and the Tapstere,

in the Continuation of the Canterbury Tales, p. 594

Ed. Ur.

Tare, pa. t. of Tear, v. Sax. Tore. Magd. 150.

Targe, «. Fr. A sort of shield. 47.3. 2124.

Tars, n. Cloth 0/ Tars. 2162. Tartarium. F. L. 212. A
sort of silk. See Du Cange, in v. Tarsicls, Tabtarinus.

Tas, n. Fr. A heap. l(Ki7. Kill.

Tasseled, part. pa. Adorned with tassels. 3251.

Taste, i: Fr. To fi*!. 1.5!^1.—To examine. L. W. 1991.

Tatarwagges, »i. ;//. R. 7211- The Orig. ia—TouUs /reteUet

de CROTES. All bedagled with dirt.

Taver.ner, n. Fr. The keeper of a tavern. 12619. 12641.

Taure, pr. n. The constellation Taurus. 6195. !;761.

Tawe, n. Sax. Tow. 3772.

Teche, f. Sax. To teach. 310.

Tei.ne, n. 16(;9.3, 7. 10/08. seems to sipnifie a narrow, thin,

plate of metal ;
perhnps from the Lat. Gr. Teenia.

Temps, n. Fr. Time. 1634.3.

Te.ne, n. Sax. Grief. 3108. Con/. Am. 140.

V. To grieve ; to afflict. T. L. ii. 338 b.

Tkkcelkt, Tkr. KI.L, H. Fr. The male hawk. 101)18.—The

male eagle. A. F. 393.

Tkbi.ns, /I. /)/. It. 6i5. Asirtofsia^i -bird, called in F
Tarin. See Cotgrave in v.

Ter.magau.nt, /jr. n. 13741- See the note.

Terrestbe. n. Fr. Earthly. 9206.

Terv, adj. Sax. Full of tears. T. iv. 821.

Testeres, n.p/. Fr. Head-pieces. 2501.

Testes, n. pi. Lat. Vessels for assaying metals. 16286.
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Testif, adj. Fr. Head-strong. 4002.

Tetch, n. as Tache. R. 6517.

Tewell, n. Fr. A pipe, or funnel. F. ili. 559.

Textuel, adj. Fr. Re.idy at citing texts. 17184. 1/265.

Thackb, n. Sax. Thatch. C. D. 1771.

V. To thump ; to thwack. 7141.

THA>f, adv. Sax. Qudm. Lat. 219. 242.

Thank, n. Sax. Thankfulness; good will. R. 2741. In

THANKE

—

is taken more.—
En plus gratit gre, sont receus. Orig.

So the phrases, his thankes, hir Ikankes, (seethe n. on

ver. 1623.) answer to the French, son gri, leur gr^.

Thanne, Than, adv. Sax. Then. 12260. 12284.

Thar, v. Sax. impers. Behoveth. See the n. on ver. 4318.

Thatte, That, pron. dcm. Sax. used as a relative. 10. 699.

Thatte Seint Peter had. So this verse should be written.

—That he mighlc. 5456. As much as he was able ; Quod
potuit.—It is sometimes put, not inelegantly, for the

same. See ver. 194. With gris, and that the finest of

the land. ver. .346. 0/ fish and flesh, and that so

plenteous, ver. 3517. Shal fall a rain, and that so wild

and u'ood. See also ver. 563 3938. 9280.

Thatte, That, conj. Sax. Quod. Lat. 131. 226, 8.

The, prep. art. Sax. See the Essay, kc. p. xxiv. The when
prefixed to adjectives, or adverbs, in the comparative

degree, is generally to be considered as a corruption of

yVj which was commonly put by the Saxons for ])ani,

the ablative ca. sing, of the art. l)aC, used as a pronoun.

The merier. 716. Eo latius. The more mery. 804. Eo
l(Btiores. Of the same construction are the phrases

—

Yetfare they the werse. 4348. Tetfare I never the bet.

75.33.

AVlien the is repeated with a second comparative, either

adj. or adv. the first the is to be understood in the sense

of the Lat. Quo. See ver. 5955.

The more it brenneth, the more it hath desire

To consume every thing.

Quo magis—eo magis And ver. 8589.

And ay the further that she was in age,

The more trewe (if that it were possible)

She was to him in love and more penible.

Sometimes the first the is omitted, as in the phrases, E ;er

lenger the werse. 3870. Ever lengcr the more. 8563. See

P. 170, col. 1, 1. 30. For certes, if a man hadde a dedly
wound, ever the lenger that he taried to warishe himself,

the more wold it corrupt—and also the wound wold be
the werse for to hele.

V. Sax. To thrive. See the n. on ver. 3862.

Thedome, n. Sax. Thrift ; success. 1333.5.

Thefelv, adj. Sax. Like a thief. L. W. 1779.

Thennes, Thenne, adv. Sax. Thence. 5463. 672a
Thennesforth, adv. Sax. From thennesforth. 13495.

From that time forward.

Tkeouomas, pr.n. 9594. See the note.

Theophrast, pr. n. 9170. See the Discourse, &;c. n. 19.

and the n. on ver. 9172.

Ther, adv. Sax. There, in that place ; is frequently used
in the sense of Where. 7348. 7378. 12059.

Ther, in composition, signifies tliat, without including

any idea of place. See Here. Therabouten. 939. Ther-

ag'ain, 7070. Therbeforne. 2036. Therby. 7786. Ther-

fore.m. Therfro. n. i9il. Thergaine. R. 6555. Ther-

of. 3781. Theron. 161. Therto. 153. Therwilh. 3780.

Therwithall. 568.

Thbwes n. pi. Sax. Manners ; qualities. 8285 9416.

Thider, adv. Sax. Thitlier, to thatplace. 1265.

Thiderward, adv. Sax. Toward that place. •253S.

Thilke, adj. Sax. This same, that same. 560U. 5759.

Thinke, v. Sax. To consider. 12261. It is very frequently

used as an Impersonal in the pr. and pa. t. in the sense

of Seemeth, or Seemed. Me thinketh. 3170. Him think-

eth. 3614. Him thoughte. 956. Hire'thoughte. 9838. How
thinketh you f 7786. Hem thoughte. 8282.

Th;nne, aiij. Sax. Slender; small. 9556. A tliinne imagi-

nation. Bo. iii. pr. 3. Tenui imagine. A thinne susi^i-

cion. Bo. iii, pr. 12. Tenui suspicione.

Thirle, v. Sax. To pierce through. 2712.

THrs, pron. demonst. Sax. is sometimes put for tlie pre-
positive article. 12619. Thise, pi. 6142. 1151)8.

Tho, 2}rep. art. pi. Da. Sax. used as a demonstrative pro-

noun. Those. 2315. 23,i3. 12482. M. 1 14, col. 2, 1. 42,

Tho, adv. Sax. Then. 2214. 2393.

Thole, v Sax. To suffer. 7128. And what mischefe and
male case Christ for man tholed. P. P. 65 b.

Thore. R. 1853 is put for There, for the sake of the

rime.

Thorpe, n. Sax, A village, 8075. 17323.

Thoughten, pa. t. pi. of Thinke, v. Sax. 7612.

Thrall, n. Sax. A slave, or villain. P. 169, col. 1, 1. 42.

Thralle, v. To enslave. T ii. 773.

Thraste, jm. t. of Threste. 12194.

Thred-bare, adj. Sax. Having the threads bare, the nap
being worn away. 16.358.

Threiiote. Du. 376. should be written, in two words, thre

mole, as in the Badl. JiSS. J!oT. n. Fr. is explained by

Cotgrave to signifie, among other things, the note wind-
ed by a huntsman on his home.

Threpe, s;. Sax. To call. 16294.

Thkeste, v. Sax. To thrust. 2614. 9877-

Threswold, ji. Sax. A threshnld. 3482. 8164.

Threte, v. Sax. To threaten. L. W. 754.

Thretene, jM/m. Sax. Thirteen. 7841.

Turidde, adj. Sax. Third. 1465. 2273.

Thrie, Thbies, adv. Sax. Thrice. 63. 564. T. ii, 89. 1285,

Thrilled for Thirled, pa. t. of Thirle. R. 7636.

THRfNGE, V. Sax. To thrust. R. 7419. T. iv. 66.

Thriste, pa. t. of Threste. T. iii, 1580.

Thbonge, pa. t. of Thringe. 10227.

Thropes for Thorpes. A. F. 3j0,

Throstel, n. Sax. A thrush. 13699.

Throw, n. Sax. Time. But a throw. 5373. But a little

while. A7iy throic. Has. Any space of time. Many
a throw. 16409. Many times.

Thrust for Thurst, n. Sax. Thirst. R. 5713.

Thrusty for Thursty, adj. Sax. Thirsty. Magd. 708.

Thukgh, prep. Sax. Through. 2614, 9—By means of.

1330, 1.

Thurghfare, n. Sax. A passage. 2849.

Thurghout, prep. Sax. Throughout ;
quite through. 10;)8.

2569.

Thur.-iok, n. Sax. The hold of a ship. P. 154, col. 1, 1. 54.

See the note.

TnmTEL, n. Sax. A whittle ; Cultetlus. 3931.

Thwitten, part. pa. Chipped with a knife ; whittled.

R. 933. Bien doU. Orig.

Tidde, paW.pa. of Tide, !J. Sax. Happened. Thee shulde

never have tidde so faire a grace. T. i. 908. So fair a

fortune should never have happened to thee.

TiDiFE, n. 10962. See the note.

TiKEL, adj. Sax. Uncertain. 3428.

Til. prep. Sax. To. 2067. 29o6. Hire-till. 10812. To her.

TiMBESTERE, «. R. 769. is supposed by Lye, (Etym.. liny.

Angl. in v.) to mean the same with Tombcslere. The

Orig. French has been quoted above in v. SailouRU,

which Chaucer has thus imitated.

There was many a tirabestere

And sailours, that, J dare well swere,

Ycouthc hir craft full parfitly.

The timbres up full subtilly

Thei castcn, and hent hem full oft

Upon a finger faire and soft.

That thei ne failed never mo.

According to this description, it should rather seem, that

a Tinibestere was a woman, (see the n. on ver. 2019. who

plaid tricks with timbres, basons of some sort or other, by

throwing them up into the air, and catcliing them upon a

single finger ; a kind of Balance-mistress.

Timbres, n. pi. Fr. R. 772. Basons. See Tudjestere.

TiPET, n. Sax. A tippet. 3951,

Tipped, part. pa. Headed; covered at the tip, or top.

7319. 7322.

Tipioon, n. pi. Sax. Tiptoes; the extremities of the toes.

15313,

Tire, v. Fr. To pluck ; to feed upon, in the manner of
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birds of prey. T.i.7SS. For loke hoio that a (xisltauke

TVRKTH. ton/. Am. 132. b.

Tissue, n. Kr. A ribband. T. ii. 6,39.

TiTE for TiDETH. T. i. ;!34. Haiipeneth.

TirEKi.vfi, ;i. Sax. Courtsliip. T. ii. 1744.

TiTLKLES, ailj Six. Without title. \7\''2.

TiTLs Livius, pr. n. 11935. L. W. lti«l. Tlie Runian his-

torian.

To, adi. Sax. Too. 877- 996

— prep. S\x. To day. 77.')8. 7!!2I. On this d.iy. To
mvriic. 702. 1612. On the morrow, the /ollmrinij day.

Toyere. 5750. T. iii. 242. F. i. 84. In this year.

To, in composition with verbs, is generally aut^menta-

tive. 2611. Thi helmes theyro REWKyi a7i(/T0-sHREDE. i. e.

hewe and cat to pieces. 2613. The bones they to-brestk,

i. e. break in pieces. To-brostkn. 2693. Todasheo. T.

ii. 640. JIueh braised. To-re\t. 120.!6. Rent in pieces.

ToswiNKK. 12453. Labour greatly.—Sometimes the adv.

All is added. Al-to-re.vt. 14267. All to share H.

1858. Entirely cut to pieces. A;t.L-TO-SHENT. Ibid. 1903.

Entirely ruined.

Tofobe, Toforen, prep. Sax. Before. M. 113, col. I, 1. .'IS.

Togithers, adv. Sax. Together. T. iv. l.'?22.

Told, pa t. of Tell, v. Sax. Accounted. 14404.

To.mpesteke, h. S\x. a dancing-woman T. L. ii. ,326. b.

ToMbESTERES, pi. 12411. See the note.

ToMKDEs, T. ii. 1201. should be written as two words. To
niede, or totnedes, according to the Saxon uscige, signifies

for reward, iti return.

Tone, n. pi. Sax. Toes. 14868. F. iii. 938.

ToN.vEGRET, adj. Of the circumference of a tun. 1996.

Toos, «. pi. 133.37. as Tone.
ToRETEs. H. pi. Fr. Kings. See the note on ver. 2154.

ToR.vE, y. Fb. To turn. 2.320. The devil out of his skinne
IIim torne .' 16742. May the devil turn him, inside out

!

ToRNED, part. pa. 16639.

ToRTLors, adj- Fr. Oblique ; winding. 4722.

ToTKLER. 71. A wliispercr. L. W. ,353.

ToTKLAR. Susurro. Prompt. Parv.

ToTTY, adj. Sax. Dizzy. 4251.

Toi'ciH, «(//. Sax. Difficult. And maketh it full tough.

13309. And takes a great deal of pains. Or make it

tough. T. V. 101. Or take pains about it. See also T. ii.

1025. iii. 87- And make it neither tough ne qucint. Du.
531. Made no difficulty or strangeness.

Al be it ye mak • it never sa teivche,

To im: your labour is in vane.
MS. Maitland. The mourning maiden.

Will. Su-ane makis wonder tewehe.

Ibid. Pcbtis to the play. St. 21.

TouGHT, adj. Sax. Tight. 7849.

Tour, n. Fr. A tower. 1032.

TouiiN'ET, n. R. 4164. should be written Tourette, a.- in MS.
Hunter. A turret, or small towcT.

Tout, >.. The backside. 3810. 3851.

TowAiL, n. Fr. A towel. 14663. 14671.

Towardes. prep. Sax. Toward. 12640.

Towel, n. 7730. is perhaps put for Tewel ; a pipe
fundament.

Trace, n. Fr. A tr.ick, or path. 176.—A train. L.
Tradf, pa. t of Tread, v. Sax. Trod. 15184.

Tragetour, n. F. iii. 187. as Tregetour.
Traie, v. Fr. To betray. F. i. 390.

Trais, n. pi. Fr. Traits. The traces, by which horses
draw. 2141. T. i. 222.

Tra.misse.ne, pr. n. A kingdom in Africa. See the n. on
ver. 57.

TRaNSME\vE, V. Fb. To transform. ,3261. T. iv. 4(i7.

Trappubes, n. pi. Barb. Lat. The cloths, with which
horses were covered for parade. 2501. See Du Cange, in

v. Trappatura.
Trashed, ;)(ir<.prt. Betrayed. R. 3231.

Trate, »i. 7164. See the note. Bp. Douglas frequently
uses Tral for an old woman. JEn. vil 416. in vultus scse

transformat aniles—he renders.

And hir in schape transformyt o/ane trot.

See alao, p. 96, 28. auld trat—and p. 122, 39.

Travk, n. Fr. Travail. A frame, in whicli farriers put un-
ruly luirws. 3282.

Trk, n. Sax. A trcQ; wood. mna. CritUi tre. 3705. Tlio
Cross.

Trechour. fi. Fr. A cheat. R.6308. 71fin.

Trede ForLK, II. A treader of hens ; a cock. 13951. 1,^1.17.

Treoetodr, n. See the n. on ver. 11453.

Trenchant, ;mr^ pr. Fr, Cutting. 3928.

Trental, »i. See the n. on ver. 721(9.

Trkpeget, n. Fr A military engine R. 6279. See Du
Cange, in v. Tbebuchetum.

Tresse, n. Fr. An artificial lock, or gathering of hair.

1051. See Du Cange, in v. Tbica, Thkcia.
Tressed, part. pa. (iathered in a tress, or tresses. .')92(>.

Tressol'R, n. An instrument used in tressing thchnir ; or
an ornament of it, wlien tressed. II. 568. 3/17. See Du
Cange, in v. Trkssorh.m.

Tretable, adj. Fu. Tractable. P. 161, col. 1, 1. 67. L. W.
411.

Tbete, v. Fr. To treat ; to discourse. 105;m.

Tretee, n. Treaty. 95116.

Tretis, »i. Treaty. T. iv. 64. 670.

adj. Fr. Long and well proportioned. 152. R.
1016. 1216.

Trewe, n. Pr. A tnice. T. iv. 1312.

adj. Sax. True, faithful. 22.37. 3706.

Trewe-love, 11. 36!»2. See the note. Since which Mr.
Steevens has very obligingly suggested to me, that tliere

is a herb called True-love, according to Gerard, in his

Herbal. Ed. 1,597. p. 328. " IIerba Pabis. One-berrie,

or herbe True-love—at the very top whereof come forth

fower leaves, directly set one against another, in manner
of a IJurgunnion cross, or a true love knot ; for which
cause among the auncients it hath been called herbe
True-love." This herb, however, to the l)est of my re-

membrance, is rather too large to be carried conveniently

under the tongue-—A trewclove, of the »;imc or an other

sort, is mentioned in the concluding stanza of the Court

of Love.
Eke eche at other threw the floures bright.

The primcrose, the violete. and the gold
;

So than as I beheld the royal sight,

My lady gan me sodenly behold.

And with a trcwelovc,plitedmanyafold.
She smote me through the very heart as blive.

And Venus yet I thanke I am alive.

Tbiaclb, n. Fb. corruption of Theriaque. A rtniLdy, in

general. 4899. 12248.

Trice, v. Sax. To thrust. 1444.3.

Trie, adj. 13785. f. Tried or refined. Gloss. Ur.

Trill, v. Sax. To twirl ; to turn round. 10(;,30.

V. }ieut. To roll ; to trickle. 7446. 1.3C04.

Trine, adj. Fb. Triple. Trine campus. 15513. The Trinity.

See Com PAS.

Trippe, n. 7329. evidently means a small piece of cheese.

Lcs tripes d'un fagot, in Fr. are The smallest stieks in a

faggot. Cotgrave.

Triste, v. for Trusts. T. ii. 247.

Triste, n. T. ii. 15.'}4. A post or station in hunting. Coicell.

This seems to be the true meaning of the woril, though

the etymology is not so clear.

Trompe, n. Fr. A trumpet. 2176. 251.3.

Tro.mpour, n. A trumpeter. 2(>73.

Tp.onchoun, n. Fr. A spear, without a head. 2617-

Trose, )(. Fr. a throne. 2.531. 12776.

Tbophee, ;)r. n. 14123. See the note. It nftenvardsoceurrcU

to me that the reference might ]")5bibly be to the originij

of the Troilusand Creseide, which, according to Lydgatc,

was called Trophe ; (see the n. on P. 172, col. 2, I. 23, in

page 210 of this edit.) but I cannot find any such passage

as is liere quoted, in the Filoitralo.

TiiOTiJLA, pr. n. 6250. See the n. on ver. 6253.

Trouble, adj. Fr. Dark, gloomy. 8341.

TiioubLER, comp. d. R. 7020.

Tkowandise. R. 3954. for Truanpise.

Trowb, u. Sax. To believe. 7139. 7567.

TiiiANDiSE, n. Fr. Begging. R. 6664.

Truandi.sg. R. 6721.

Tulle, v. Sax. To allure. 4132. See ver. 5597
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Ti'LLius, pr. n.M. 110, col. 1, 1. 64. M. Tulliws Cicero. See
also R. 5286. A. F. 31.

TuRKEis, n. Fr. a sort of precious stone. C. L. 80.

adj- Fr. Turkish. 2897. See the note.

TuRMEN'TisE, n. Fr. Torment. 14435.

Turves, p?. of Turf, n. Sax. 10109.

TwAiNE. T. iii. 551. Thay. 794. Twky. 1696. Th-eine.

8526. numer. Sax. Two.
TwEiFOLD, adj. Sax. Double. 16034.

TwiEs, adv. Sax. Twice. 4346.

TwiGHT, pa. t. and part, of Twitch, v. Sax. Pulled

;

Plucked. 7145. 10732.

Twi.v.ve, u. Sax. Todepart from a place, or thing. 837. 12364.

Twinned, part. pa. Separated. T. iv. 476.

TwiRE, V. Bo. iii. m. 2. Twireth seems to be the transla-

tion of susurrat ,- spoken of a bird.

Twist, n. Sax. A twig. 10223.

TwisTE, V. Sax. To twitch ; to pull hard. 10880.

TmsTE, pa. t. Twitched. 9879.

V.

Valence, pr. n. A. F. 272. Valencia in Spain. Gloss. Ur.
Valerie, pr. n. 6-'53. See the Discourse, &c. n. 19.

Valerie. 14(!38. Valerius. 6747. pr. n. Valerius Maximus.
Valure, n. Fr. A'alue. R. 5236.

Varien. inf. m. v. Fr. To change ; to alter. T. ii. 1621.

Variaunt, part. pr. 16643. Changeable.
Vassalage, w. Fr. Valour ; couraga 3056. R. 5871.

Vavasour, n. 362. See the note.

Vauntour, n. Fa A boaster. T. ii. 724.

Vecke, h. Ital. An old woman. R. 4286. 4495.

Vein'e-iilode, n. Blood drawn from a vein. 2/49.

Ve.vdable, adj. Fk. To be sold. R. 5804
Venerik, n. Fr. Hunting. 166. 2.'?10.

Ve.vge, I'. Fr. To revenge. M. 112, col. 1, 1. 58.

Vexi.me. n. Fr. Poison ; venom. 2753.

A^e.vtousing, n. Fr, Cupping. 2749.

Ver n. Lat. The Spring. T. i. 157.

Verament, adv. Fr. Truly. 13643.
Veray. adj. Fr. True. 6786.

Verdkqrkse, n. Fr. Verd du gris. The rust of brass ; so
called from its colour, a grey green. 16258.

VERorrE, n. Fr. Judgem'ent; sentence. 789. A. F. 503.

Verger, n. Fr. A garden. R. .3618. 3831.

Vkrjieile, adj. Fr. Of a vermilion colour. R. 3645.

Vebmelet, adj. C. L. 142. as Vermeile.
Vernage. 9681. See the note.

A'ernicle, n. 6H7. diminutive of Veronike. Fr. A copy in
miniature of the picture of Christ, which is supposed to
have been miraculously imprinted upon a handkerchief,
preserved in the churcli of St. Peter at Rome. Du Cunge,
in V. Vero.mca. Madox, Form. Aiigl. p. 428. T.stara.
Joh. de Nevill. an. 1386. Item Domino Archiepiscopo
Eboritm fratri meo i. vestimentum rubeum de velvet cum
le verouike (r. veronike) in g»-anis rosarum desuper
brondata (r. broudata). It was usual for persons return-
ing from pilgrimages to bring -ivith them certain tokens
of the several places which they had visited ; and tliere-

fore the Pardoner, who is just arrived from Rome, is

represented with a vernicie, sewed upon his cappe. See
P. P. 28. b.

An hundred amples on hys hatte sette,

Sysrnes of Sinai/ and shelles of * Calice,
Jtid jnany a crouch on his cloke and kayes of Romt,
And THE VERNTCLE hcforc, far men should knowe
And sc by hys signes, whom he sought hadde.

Veunish, i>. Fr. To varnish. 4147.

Verre. h. Fr. Glass. T. ii. 867.

Versifiour, n. Fk. A maker of verses; a poet. AI. 116,

col. 2, 1. 45.

Vertules, adj. Without eflBcacy. T. ii. 344.

Vertuous, adj. Fr. Active ; efficacious. 251.

Vessell, n. Fr. Vaisselle. Plate. 14154. 14310.

Tgly, adj. Sax. Horrid ; frightful. 8549.

ViAGE, n. Fr. a journey by sea or land. 77. 794.

Vicary, n. Lat. A vicar. 17333.

* MS. Gales. Perhaps it should be Galice. See ver. 468.

Vice, n. Fr. The newel, or upright centre of a winding
stair-case. C. D. 1310.

ViGiLE, n. Fr. The eve of a festival. 37.9 The wake, or
watchingof adead body. T. v. 305. See the n. on ver. 2960.

ViGiLiE, n. Lat. as Vigile. 6138.

ViLANiE, n. Fr. Any thing unbecoming a gentleman. 7C
67.33.

ViNOLEXT, adj. Lat. Full of wine. 6049. 7513.

Virelaye, n. Fr. 11260. " A round, freeman's song."

Cotgrave. There is a particular description of a Virlai,

in the Jardin de plaisance. fol. xii. where it makes the
decima sexla species Rhetorice Gallicane.

ViRGiLE, pr. n. 7101. L. W. 924. F. i. 449.

Visage, v. Fr, To front ; to face a thing. 10147.

Vise, n. 1987. In MS. A. vcze. Perhaps we should rejid

rese, a Saxon word signifying violence, impetuosity. See
T. iv. 350. where (according to Gloss. Ur.) instead of rage
some MSS. have rees ; and the Prol. to the Contin. of the

Cant. T. ver. 498. 548. If this correction be admitted, we
must also read in the next line rese for rise, with JIS. A.

ViTAiLLE, n. Fr, Victuals. 3551. 7935.

ViTELLox, pr. 71. 10546. See the note.

tJNBETiDE, v. Sax. To fail to happen. Bo. v. pr. 6.

Unbodie, v. Sax. To leave the body. T. v. 1549.

TJnbokel, v. Fr. To unbuckle ; to open. 1733?.

Unce, n. Fr. Lat. Ounce. 16722. 16734.

Unco.mmitted, par?, pa. A. F. 518. Office uncommitted of
anoyeth. Compare ver. 16534, 5.

Unconning, part. pr. Ignorant. 2395.

n. Ignorance. B. K. 6O8.

Unovenable, adj. Inconvenient. Bo. iv. pr. 6.

Uncouple, v. To go loose ; Metaphor from hounds. 14420.

Uncouplivge, n. Letting loose. Du. 377-

Vncovth, part. pa. Unknown. See Couth.—Uncommon;
not vulgar; elegant. 10598. T. iii. 1803. F. L. 276. C. D. 93.

Uncouthly, adv. Uncommonly. R. 584.

Undepartable, adj. Xot capable of departing. R. iv. pr. 3.

Underfong. v. Sax. To undertake. R. 5709.

VNDEROROWEy part. pa. Undergrown ; of a low stature. 156.

Underling, n. Sax. An inferior. P. 164, col. 1, 1. 13.

Undbrmele, n. Sax. 6457. See the note. Upon further

consideration, I am rather inclined to believe, that

undermele signifies the time after the meal of dinner ,-

the afternoon. Under.mele. Po.^tmeridics. Prompt. Parv.

Undkrv, n. Sax. The third hour of the artificial day;

nine of the clock. A. M. 15228. See the n. on ver. 8136.

Till it icas UNDERNE hygh, and more. Conf. Am. 103. b.

Undersojie. iia. t. of Undernime, v. Sax. Took up ; re-

ceived. 15711.

Underpight, pa. t. See Pight. He dranke, and teel his

girdel underpight. 5209. He drank, and stuffed his

girdle well.

Underspobe, V- Sax. To raise a thing, by putting a spere,

or pole, under it. 3465.

Understonde, part. pa. Understood. 4940. 9559.

Undo, v. Sax. To unfold. R. 9.

Undo>.'BTous, adj. Undoubted. B. v. pr. 1. Indubilata,

Orig. See Doutous.

Uneschuable, adj. Sax. Unavoidable. Bo. v. pr. 1. Ine-

vitabili. Orig.

Unese, n Uneasiness. C. D. 867-

Un-eth, Un-ethes, adv. Sax. Scarcely ; not easily. 3123.

7685.

Unfamous, adj. Unknown. F. iii 56.

Unkestliche, adj. N-jt suitable to a feast. 10680.

Ungodely, a<y. Uncivil ; ungenteel. R, 3741. Thatln'olde

holde hire VSGODELY. Orig. Quejenetenissedvilaine.

Ungreable, adj. Unpleasant; disagreeable. Bo. i. ni. 1.

Ingratas. Grig.

Unhele, n. Sax. Misfortune. 12050.

Unhide, v. To discover. R. 2168.

Unjoine, v. To separate; to disjoin. Bo. iii. pr. 12.

Unkindelv, adv. Unnaturally. 12419.

Unknowable, arfj. Incapable of being known. Bo. ii. m. 7

Igncrabihs. Orig.

Unletted, part. pa. Undisturbed. C. D. 1829.

Unloven, v. To cease loving. T. v. 1697.

Unlcst, n. Dislike. P. 162, col. 1, 1. 9.
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Unmanhodk, n. Cowardice. T. i. 025.

TJnmiohty, ailj. Unable. T. ii. H'>8.

Unpkregai., ailj. Unequal. Bo. iii. pr. 1. Inifiir. Orig.

Unpi.v, y. Sax. To unlock. T. iii. 69i).

Unpitous, a4j- Cruel. Ho. i. ni. 1. Impia.

UNr-LiTE, I'. To unfold. Ho. ii. pr. 8

Unrkst, 71. AVant of rest. fiOUG.—Uneasiness ; trouble. Ii395.

U.VKKSTY, adj Unquiet. T. v. 1354.

Unrioht, n. AVroDR. G(J75.

UNSAr>, adj. Unsteady. 9871.

TlNstiBNCE, n. Notscience. Bo. v. pr. 3.

Unsf.ly, adj. Unhappy. 4i08. l.mie.

Unskt, part. pa. Not appointed. 1526.

Unshette, jja. (. Opened. 9921

.

Unskilfully, adv. Sax. A\'ithojir, reason. Bo. iii. pr. 6.

Injuria. Orig.

Un.'^lekked, part. pa. Unslacked. 16274.

Unslept, part pa. Having had no sleep. C. D 1834.

Unsoft, adj. Hard. 9698.

TJnsolempne, adj. Uncelebrated. Bo. i. pr. .3. Incelebris.

Orig.

U.vspebdk, part. pa. Unbolted. R. ?654.

U.NSTANCHKABLE, a,7y. Incxhaustiblc. Bo. ii. pr. 7. Itwx-

haiisla. Orig.

tJNsTANcnED, part. pa. Unsatisfied. Bo. ii. pr. 6. Inex-
pletam. Orig.

Unsufficibnt. a*/; Insufficient. 10351.

Unswell, v. To fall after swelling. 'I. iv. 1146.

Unthank, n. No thanks ; ill-will. 4()«0. T. v. 699.

Until, prt'p. Sax. To ; unto. 214.

Untime, 71. An unseasonable time. P. 171, col. 2, 1. 20.

Unto, adv. Sax. Until. A. F. 64/.

Untuessed, part. pa. Not tied in a tress, or tresses, 2291.

8255.

Untretable, adj. Not admitting any treaty. Bo. ii. pr. 8-

Belliim inexorab'de. Orig. no>.i,uj>; axy.^uxTs;.

U.ntriste for U.mtruste, v. To mistrust. T. iii. 841.

Untri'st, 71. Distrust. 10080.

Uni:sage, n. Want of usage. Bo. ii. pr. 7. Insolenlia. Orig.

Unware, pari. p<7. Unforeseen. 4847. 11668.

Unwelo, adj. Unwieldy. 3884. R. 359.

Unu'Emmed, part. pa. Unspotted. 5344. 15605.

Unweti.vg, part. pr. Not knowing. Vnweting of thit

Durit/im. 11248. Dorigen not knowing of this.

Un\vet(NGly, adv. Ignorantly. 12420.

Unwist, part. pa. Unknown. T. ii. 1294. Unwist o/him.
2979. It being imknown to him.—Not knowing. T. ii. 1400.

Unwit, n. "Want of wit. 16553.

Unwotb, v. Sax. To be ignorant. Bo. v. pr. 6.

Unwrte, v. To uncover. T. i. 859.

Unyolde.v, part. pa. Not having yielded. 2644. 2726.

VoiiiE, V. Fr, To remove. 8786. 10502.—To quit ; to make
empty. 8682. 9689.

V. neut. To depart ; to go away. 11462. T. ii. 912.

Voided, part. pa. Removed. 11507. 1161.3.

Volage, a^j. Fr. Light; giddy. I7IR8. R. 1284.

Volatile, n. Fr. Wildfowls; game. 13002.

Volunteb, n. Fr. Will. R. 5276.

VoLUPERE, 7). A woman's cap. ,3241. A night-cap. 43f>I.

VoLYPKRE. Kercher. Tcrislrum. Prompt. Parv. But
theristrum signifies properly a veil. See i)u Cange in v.

Vouch E, v. Fr. Vouchcn savf. 11885. To vouchsafe.
Vouchcth sauf. 11355. Vouchsafe ye. As ye. have made
present, the king vouches it save. P. L. 260.

Up, prep. Sax. Upon. Ther lith on tip my irombe and tip

myn bed. 4288. There lieth one upon my belly and upon
my head. Up peine. 1709. 2545. Upon pain. Up peril.

6727. Upon peril.

~— adv. Sax. Up on lond. 704. Up in the country. Up
so dotin. 1379. 16093. P. 151, col. 2, 1. .53. Upside down.
The londe was tourued up so doun. Con/. Am. 37. 159.

But Pandare up. T. iii. 549. An elliptical expression,

of which it is not easy to give the precise meaning.
Upper, comp. d. Higher. F. ii. 376.

Uphaf, pa. t. of Uphkve, v. Sax. Heaved up. 2430.

Upheping, n. Sax. Accumulation. Bo. iL pr. 3. Cumulum.
Orig.

Upon, arfif. 6964. IJe had upooi a courlpcy 0/ fficne. lie

had on a courtepy. *c. Or perlinpH it is nn elliptical

expression for Jle hail upon him. See ver. 6141.

lU'i-KUKAT, adj. siipi-rl. Highest. Ho. i. pr. I.

Upright, adj. Sax. Strait. Upriyhl at a boll. 3264.

Strait as an arrow It is applied indifferently to perHi>nH

/(/ ('".'/, as well as standmg. 4264. 6350. l:)246. 13541. 144!)!!.

Urchon, 71. A hedge-hog. R. 3135.

Ure, 71. Fr. Fortune ; destiny. H. K. I.'i2. C. L. 634.

Ured. adj. Fortunate. Wei iired. V. 1). 144.

Us/.GE, H. Fr. Experience; practice. 2450.

UsANT, part. pr. Fr. Using ; accustomed. 39.38. P. lO'i,

col. 2, 1. 14.

Uttkr, coHi;). (/. of Out, nrft;. Sax. Outward; niorcimt.

15966. T. iii. 665.

Uttkrkstk, stiperl. d. Uttermost 8663.

Uttkrlv, ailv. Fr. OullriemeuL Thoroughly; entirely.

SSii). L W. 1488.

Uttben, inf. 771. of Uller, v. Sax. To publish. 1G302.

pr. t. pi. 6103. Give out ; sell.

W.

Wade, pr. n. 9298. Pee the note.—Sec also Cambden.
Brit. 907. and Charlton's Hist, of Whitby, p. 40.

V. Sax. Lat. To pass through water, witlmut

swimming. 7666.—To pass, gencrall}'. 95.08. 14412. q.?

Wakkrers, 7i. pi. Sellers of wafers ; a sort of cakes. 12413.

Wakoures, 71. jji. Wafers; a sort of cakes. 3379.

Waokt. 3321. See the note. But, upon the whole, I be-

lieve that a light ivaget should be understood to mean a

light blue colour.

Waimenting, 71. Sax. Lamentation. 904. 997.

Waine, 71. Sax. A waggon. Bo. iv. m. 1.

Waite, v. Fr. To watch. .329.5.

Wake, v. Sax. To watch. 7482. C. D. 1904.

Walachik, jtr. n. Walachia. Du. 1024.

A\'ala wa, or Wa la «'a, inlerj. Sax. Woe I alas ! 94(-.

See the note. Il'a la tea the trhile ! 47!Kl. Alas the tiinel

Walnote. 71. Sax. A walnut, i. e. a French, or loreign nuti

P. iii. 191.

Walwe, i". Sax. To tumble about ; to wallow. 6667 C684

Wahving, /(art. ;«•. 3()I6.

Wan, pa. I. of AVin, v. Sax. Gained. 444. 7'i59.

Wane, v. Sax. To decrease. 2080. 3027.

Wang, 71. Sax. A cheek-tooth. 4028.

Wanger, 71. Sax. A support for the check ; a pillow. l.'KMu

Wanhope, 71. Sax. Despair. 1251. P. 172, col. 1, 1. 21.

Wantrust, 71. Sax. Distrust. 17230.

Waped, ;/ar/. j)a. Sax. Stupefied. An. 217.

A^'ARDEC0RPS, 71. Fr. Body-guard. 5941.

Wardein,71. Fr. A warden 0/ a Cnllege. .3997—A guard

T. iii. 666.—A keeper of a gate. T. v. 1177- Wardkins,

pi. Guards ; watchmen. 6788.

Warderere. 4099. perhaps a corruption of the Fr. Onrde

arrtere.

Wardropb, 71. Fr. Garderobe. A house of ofiice. 1.35(i2.

WariA.ngle-s. 6990. See the note ; and Cotgrave, in v. Pie

and Engroude, where he explains " tlie Wariangle to be

a sm-M Woodpeclcer, black and white of colour, and but

halfe as big as the ordinary grten one."

AVARICE, AVarish, v. Fr. To heal. 12840.—1». 7i<ru/. To

recover from sickness. M. 107, col. 1, 1. 22.

AVariso.v, 71. R. 15.37. seems to be put for Reward. Son

meriti:. Orig. AA'ary.son. Donntivuin. Prompt. P.ttv.

Warne. f. Sax. To caution ; to apprize. 8949. 1(>05».—To

refuse. R. 3652. .3730.

AA^vrnestore, v. To furnish ; to store. M. 11.3, col. 1, 1. 2.1

AVarrie, f. Sax. To abuse ; to speak evil of. 4792. T. ii. 1619.

AVashen, part. pa. of AVash, v. Sax. a31l.

AVastel-brede. 147. Cake-bread ; Bread made of the

finest flower ; from the Fr. Gasteau, a cake.

AA'astour, n. Fr. A spoiler. 9409.

AVate, v. Sax. To know. R. 5.399.

AV.\TKRING OF Seint Thomas. 8211. A place/or watering

horses, I suppose, a little out of the borough of S«iutli

wark, in the road to Canterbury. The s,-»me place, 1

apprehend, was afterwards called St. Thomat a Water-

B K
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ings, probably from some chapel dedicated to that Saint-

It was a place of execution in Q. Elizabeth's time. AVood.

Ath. Oxon. i. 229.

AVatly.nge stkete. F. ii. 431. An old street in London.
\Vavk, pa. t. of Weave, i'. i>Ax. AVove. L. "W. 2353.

Wawe, n. Sax. A wave. 1960.

Way, n. Sax. is often put for (he time in which a certain

space can be passed through. A furlong way. 3637. 4197-

A mile ivay. 13206. Any short time At the teste wet/

16144. seems to signifie no more than At the lest. 4458.

At loast

—

A devil way. 3136. 7824. A twenty devil way.
3713. 4255. 16250.

adv. Away. Do way. 328/. 15955. Do away ; put
away.

Wave, v. Sax. To weigh. L. W. 398.—To press with weight.

L. V\'. 1786.

AVebbe, n. Sax. A weaver. 364.

Wbdde, n. Sax. A pawn, or pledge. To wedde. 1220.

13353. For a pawn. Ami leyde to ^tt^vdb Norinandie.

R. G. 393.

Wede, n. Sax. Clothing ; apparel. 8739. Under wede. '

13845. See the note ; and R. 6359. where Under wede
seems to signifie simply In my clothing.

71. Sax. a weed ; an useless herb. T. i. 947.

Wehee. a word to express the neighing of a horse. 4064.

P. P. 36 b.

Wbive, v. Sax. To forsake. 17127- 17344.—To decline ; to

refuse. T. ii. 284.

V. neut. To depart. 9357. 10298.

VfEWTSo, part. pa. Departed. 4728.

AVeke, v. Sax. To grow weak. T. iv. 1144.

adj. Sax. AA^eak 889.

Wel, adv. Sax. AVell ; in a good condition. 4372. AA'el

WAS THE M'ENCHE, wilh him mighte mete. C. D. 270. AVel
were they, that Ihider might twin. It is joined to

other adverbs and adjectives, as full and right are ; and
still more frequently to verbs; in the sense of the
Fr. bien.

AA^ELDE, V. Sax. To govern ; to wield. 7529. 14583.

AVeldv, adj. Sax. Active. T. ii. 636.

Wele, adv. for AVel. 928. 2233.

n. Sax. AA'ealth ; prosperity. 3103. 4595. 9166.

AVeleful adj. Productive of happiness. 4871.

AA'elefulness, n. Sax. Happiness. Bo. ii. pr. 8.

AA^ELKE, pa t. of AA'alk, v. Sax. AValked. C. D. 828.

VA'elked, part. pa. of Welke, v. Sax. AVithered ; mouldy.
5859. 12672.

Welki.v, n. Sax. The sky. 9000.

Well, «. Sax. A spring. 7924. Well of vices. i7i3—of
perfection. 5689.

—

of alle gentillesse. 10819.

AA'elle, v. Sax. To flow, as from a spring. T. iv. 709.

AA'elmeth. R. 1561. seems to be put for AA'elleth
;

Springeth.

AA'elte, pa. t. of Welde. 14016.

AA'bl-thewed, adj. Sax. Endowed with good qualities.

Bo. iv. pr. 6.

AA'elwilly, adj. Sax. Favourable
; propitious. T. iii. 1263.

AVe.mme, )i. Sax. A spot ; a fault. 10435. R. 930. Without
WEMME. P. P. i)8 b.

AA'enche, n. Sax. A young woman. 4165. It is sometimes
used in an opprobrious sense. 10076. 1 am a gentil woman
and no wenchi:

AVend for AVeved, pa. t. of AA'ene Thought ; intended.

3.;93. 42.57. AA'endex, p?. T. iv. 683. 724.

\\'E>fDE, V. Sax. To go. 21. 1393.

w. Sax. Guess ; conjecture. B. K. 463. perhaps
for AA'ene.

Wene, n. Sax. Guess ; supposition. Withouten wene. R.
574. 732. Not by supposition ; certainly.

f. Sax. To think ; to suppose. 2197. 5893.

AVent, part. pa. of AA'exde. Gone. 3665. 13470.

Wente, AAV.nt, pa. t. of AVknde. 78. 257. Went at borde.

6110. Lived as a boarder. AVenten, p/. 822.

AA"ENf, j(. A way; a passage. T. iii. 788. F. i. 182.—

A

turn, in walking. T. ii. 81,5. T. v. 605. in bed. T. ii. b3.

V. P. L. 150. for AVant.
Wep, pa. t. of AA'Ei-K, V. Sax. AA'ept. 2823.

WijpKi.v, adj. Sax. Causing tears. Bo. iii. m. 12.

AVbpen, n. Sax. A weapon. 1593.

AA'erche, n. Si V. as AA^erke.

AVerb for AA'eren-, ind. m. pa. t. pi. of Am, v. Sax. 18. 41.

It is sometimes used for Had, according to the French
custom, with reflected verbs. 12595. 2'hise riuiuures—
AVeke set HEM in a taverne for to drinke.—S'etoient

mis, s'EToiENT assis.

subj. m. pa. t. sing. 39. As it were. 148. Ifon of
hem were. \\5iO. Whether she were. 2ilo. Were it. ^iSS.

It were a game.
V. Sax. To wear. 2177. 2950.—To defend. 2552.

n. Fr. Ouerre. Confusion. His kerte in suck a
WERE is set. R. 5699. Son cueiir a mys en tel guerre.

< Orig. 5289. L. AA\ 2675. And in a WEV.B. ganlwexeand
with myself to dispute. P. P. 54. b.

n. Sax. A wear, for catching fish. T. iii. 35.

A. F. 138.

WEREN.pa. t. pi. of Am, v. Sax. 28, 9. AVere.

AA^KRKE, n. Sax. AVork. 3311. 12-274. AA'erkbs, pi. 3308.

V. Sax. To work. 313,3. 3530, 1.

AA'erne, v. 5915. as AA'arne.

AVerre, n. Fr. War. 47- 1673. In T. v. 1392. it seems to

be used as AA'ere.

AA'erreie, v. Fr. To make war against. 1546. 10324.

14338.

AA^ERSE, comp. d. of III, adv. Sax. AA'orse. 4.'?48. 5753.

. comp. d. of Bad, adj. Sax. AVorse. 1 226. 387(1.

AVkrste, superl. d. of Bad. AVorst. 9094. 13091.

AVery, adj. Sax. AA'eary. 4105. 49.34.

Wesh, pa. t. of Wash, v. Sax. AVashed. 2285. 4873.

AVestren, inf. m. v. Sax. To tend towaid the AVest

T. ii. 906.

AVete, adj. Sax. AA'et. 9.903.

V. Sax. To wet. T. iii. 1121.

v. Sax. To kcow. 7096. 10305.

AA'ether, n. Sax. The weather. 10306.—A castrated ram.

3542. T. iv. 1374.

AVetixg, n. Sax. Knowledge. 1613. 6231.

AVeve, v. Sax. To weave. L. A\^ 2341.

v. Sax. To put off; to prevent. T. ii. 1050. See

AA'epve.

AA'ex, pa. t. of Waxe, or AA'exe, v. Sax. AA'^axed ; grew. 4232.

Wexisg, part. pr. Increasing. 2080.

AVeyeden, pa. t. pi. AA'eighed. 456 See AVaye.

AVhat, pron. interrog. Sax. is often used by itself, as a sort

of interjection. 856. AA'hat ? welcome be the cutte.—3477

AVhat? Nicholas! vraXT how? man!—3491. AVhat!

thinke on God.—See also 3900. 6496. 7820.

pron. ind^. Something. A little what. Bo. iv. pr. 6.

M(;s;ov Ti. What for love and for distress. 1455. Partly

for love and partly f. d. See 3905. 4441, 2. F. ii. 43. W,te

ye what ? 103(t5. 17031. Do ye know something? Ne elles

what. F. iii. 651. Nor any thing else. O'jh' oi.xy.us ri.

when joined to a n. subst. (either expressed or un-

derstood) is a mere adj answering to Qualis. Lat. Quel.

Fr. 40, 41. What they weren. I705. AVhat jnen they

were.— jrAaify. 524. 6873. JF/iaUAa«. 5602. 7113. AVhat-

soever.

AVheder, covj. Sax. AATiether. 9838: 15141.

AA'helm, v. Sax. T. i. 139. To sink ; to depress. AVhel-

MYN A vessell. Supprimo. Prompt. Parv.

Whe.vnes, adv. Sax. AA'hence. 12269.

AA'her, corij. S.\x. AVhether. 7032. 10893.

adv. Sax. AVhere. 423. 899.

in composition, signifies Which. See Here and
Ther. Wherefore. 8533. Wherein. 13732. Wherthrough.

R. 3733. Whervjirh. 304.—or What, when used interro-

gatively. Wherof. 5654. Wherwith. 5713.

AVhether, arf;. Sax. AA'hich o//ifo. 1858. 6316.

Whette, part. pa. of AVhet, v. Sax. Sharpened. T. v. 1759.

Whiche, pron. rel. Sax. AATio. 16482. AVhom. 1308a—

adj. AA'hat ; what sort of . 2677- 6621. 6875.

AVhile, n. Sax. Time. In this mene while. "tf^^T. In the

meantime.

—

How he might guile hire ivhile. 5004. How
he might requite her time, pains, &c. L. A\'. 2225. R.

1542. God canful wel your while quite. So MS. Iluntei'

AA'hilere, adv. Sax. Some time before. 16796.

AVhilju:, adj. Sax. AVhich. 407e 4169.
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Whilom, adv. Sax. Once-, on n time. 861. 9121.

Whivk, v. Sax. To iittcr a plaintive cry. 59(i(i. See An. 158.

White, adj. Sax. Fair ; specious. T. iii. 1573.

t'. To grow white. T. v. 276.

Who, pron. interro(i. Sax. 1350. 1456.

Whos, pen. ca. siii/i- 54.'i8.

Who, pmn. rel. Sax. 3154. It is i;cneraUj' expressed b}' Ihal,

Whos, pen. ca. sinp. 7W8. 9047

Who, prun. inde/. T. iii. 268.

For icel tJiou wost. the name as pet of her
Amonges the people, as who savth, haloired is.

Where as who sapih seems to be equivalent to as one
should say. See also Du. 559. In Bo. iii. pr. 4. the same
phrase is used to introduce a fuller explanation of a
passage ; as we niiglit use

—

That is to sou Who so. 743.

Who that. 8O7. Whosoever. In ver. 4298. there is a
phrase which I know not how to explain grammatically.
Jiul sikerli/ she n'isle who was who. See also C. D. 1305,6.

WiDB-WHKRE, adv. Sax. Widely ; far and near. 4556. T. iiL

405. Con/. Am. 162.

W1ERDE8, n. pi. Sax. The fates, or destinies; Parcee.

T. iii. 618.

WiF, n. Sax. A wife. 22G0.—A woman. 6580.

WiKHooD, n. Sax. The state of a wife. lOWM.
\Vii--LES, adj. Sax. Unmarried. 9112. 9124.

WivLY, adj. Si\x. Becoming a wife. 8305.

Wight, n. Sax. A person, male or female. 2108. 13917.

4234.—A small space of time. 4281.—Weight. T. ii. 138.5.

A witch. 3484. Wvtch clepyd nvght mare. Epialtes.

Prompt. Parv.

iidj. Sax. Active; swift. 408i. 14273. 0/hcmthaf.
fc'n deliver and wight. Con/. Am. 177 b.

Wiohtes, n. pi. Witches. ;5479. See the note.

\V(KE, »i. for Were. T. ii. 1273.

Wiket. n Fr. a wicket. .091.9.

WiKKE, adj. Sax. Wicked. 5448. 15429.

William St. Amocr, pr. n. U. G763. A doctor of the Sor-

bonne in the xiiJth Century, who took a principal part
in the dispute between the University of Paris and the
Dominican Friers. See Jtoreri, in v.

Willy, adj. S^vx. Favourable. B. K. 658.

^^lL.v for WiLLEX, pi. n. of Wu.le, v. Sax. 6870. 12848.

Wii.NK, f. Sa-k. To desire. 2566.

Wimple, n. Fr. A covering for the neck. It is distin-

guished from af<;i7, which covered the head also. R. 3864.

Wering a vaile, instede of wimple,
As nomtes don in hir abbey.

WiNDAs, n. Fr. Guindal. An engine to raise stones, &c.
10498.

Wi.vDE, f. Sax. To turn round. 6684.

as We.vde ; To go. I?. 2055.

WiN'E OF APE. 1699.3. See the rote.

WiN.vE. U. ,3()7-l. t'. Sax. To gain. 71.5.700.3. Totcinnefo.
R. 3674. To attain. SeeL. W. 2416.

Wirrv, v. Sax. To worry. R. 6264.

Wis, a(/t'. Sax. Certainly. 11780. See Ywis.

Wise, n. Sax. Manner. 16C3. T. ii. 921.

WisLV, adv. Sax. Certainly. 1H65. .3992.

WissE, V. Sax. To teach; to direct. fi5.90. 6991. So God
me wisse. 7440. So may God direct me. AVyssvN or
LEDYN. Diriiio. Prompt. Parv.

WisTE, pa. t. of Wistk, 1-. Sax. Knew. ll.'>8. 8690.

Wn-E, V. Sax. To know. 9614. R. 766} —To blame. 10051.

14588—To impute to. n'ile it the ale 0/ Southu-nrk.

3142. Impute it to the a. o. S —or. Blame the a. o. S. for

it 14/56.

ji. Sax. BLime. 16421.

With, prep. Sax. is iised in the sense of 6//. 489">. Jf'as

with the leon/rette; was devoured by the lion J 11 leilh

his thought. .9460. In with hire bosom. 9818. Within his

t. Within hire b.— Il'iVft mesehance. 5316. 7797. JVilh

meschance and with misaventure. 6916. With sorwe and
with meschance. 4410. With sorwe. 5890. 5922. are
phrases of the same import as God i/eve him meschance.
5334. God peve me sorwe. ,57.33. They are all to be con-

sidered as. parenthetical curses, used with more or less

seriousness. And so are the following phrases. With

evil pre/e. 5C29. With harJe grace. 78ia With torf
grace. 12810.

Withholde, I'. Sax. To stop. 14inp2.

Withholdkn, WrriiHOLD, pari. pa. Retained; dotaiiu-d.

513. JI. 107, col. 2, I. 30. 15813.

WiTHsAi.N', III/, m. of Withsav, f. Sax. 1142.

WiTHSAYE, WiTHSKVB, V. Sax. To contrndlct ; to dtnle.
1.W15 L. W. 3«7.

WiTVESFULLV, adv. Sax. Evidently. Bo. iv. pr. .V

WiT.N'EssE. n. Sax. Testimony ; a witness. Wilnestt on
Mida. 6533. Witncsse on Mnthew. \i:<6n.

WiTTE, n. Sax. Understanding ; capacity. "48. To viij

witle. 11187. F. ii. 194. In my judgement.
WiTTES, n. pi. Sax. The senses of man. Jl. 114, col. 1, 1. 61.

Wive, n. for Wif. 1862.

W.'VERE, n. Sax. A serpent. T. iii. 1012.

Wlatsom, adj. Sax. Loathsome. 14542. l.W.W.

Wo. n. Sax. Woe; sorrow. 1360. 128-). Wo were us,f»)\:,.

Wher me Kcre wo. 10893. are expressions derived from
the Saxon language, in which vs and wc were equivalent
to nobis and wuVii, without the addition of the prep. to.

adj. Sax. Sorrowful. R. 312. C. L. 32.

Wo BEGoy. 3372. 3658. Far gone in woe. See Beoon.
WoDB, Wood, adj. Sax. Mad. .3507. Violent. .3517. /•'"r

wode. L. W. 2409. F. iii. 657. Like any thing mad. See
ver. 2952. Into the/re, that brcnl as it were wood.

V. Sax. To grow mad. 1.59.35. Bo. iv. m. .'».

WoDEWALE, R. 658. pr. n. of a bird. Widewael. Bru).
Oriolus. Kilian. According to Ray, our Witwalt is a
.sort of Wood-pecker. Synop. Av. p. 43.

WoL, f. anxil. Sax. To will. 42. 8(0. It is u.sc<I sonie-

tiines by itself, the in/m. v. being understood. 10810. .'.*

she to water wolde ; i. e. ytould dissalvi' into w. Iiiitl.

.^iirf to the wood he wol ; i.e. will 170. 1645.3.' Fulnump
a man hath he bcgiled er this, And tcol ; i. e. will

begile.

WoLEE, pa. t. Would. 144. Woldev, pi. 46<)ti.—pn. /. sulj.

m. Wolde God! •>932,5. God wuldc ! l>u. 665. 814. O
that God were willing! It'e wolde God.' II06U. <Mjd

forbid !

Wold, part. pa. AVilled; been willing. M. I07, col 1,

1. 67, 114, col. 1, 1. 6.'. L. W. 1207.

WoMANHiiDE, Ji. Womanlioijd ; the virtue of a woman.
8951.

WoNDE, V. Sax. AVandian. To desist through fear.

L. W. 1185.

pa. t. C. M. V. 102. may perhaps be dcUuced fi-om

WiNDE ; to turn ; to bend. See T. i. 257.

The verde is bet, that bowen wol and wi.sde.

Than that that brcst.

pa. t. of WoNE. Dwelled. L. W. 2241.

Wo.nder, adj. Sax. Wonderful. 2075. .5465.

WoNE, JI. Sax. Custom; usjige. .337. 1.'W.34. Du. 47.'>.

—

Habitation. 7687- 13730.—A heap ; an a^s<.mbly. R. IffiS.

L. W. 2159.

f. Sax. To dwell. 7745.

WoNEDEN, pa. t. pi. Dwelled. 2.">29.

WossD, part. pa. Wont, accustomed. T. i. 511. Du. 140.

Wo.MNU, 71. Sax. A dwelling. 6(r«.

WoNNE, part. pa. of Winnk, v. Sax. Won ; conquered.

51. 59.—Begotten. L. W. 255.3.

Wont, part. pa. of Wone. Accustomed Bo. iv. pr. J.

Wood, adj. as Wodk.
Wooo.NEss, n. Madness. 3\ri2. 124.3a

Wokdles, adj. Sax. Speechles.-. C. I). 514.

WoRLDKS, gill. c. of World, n. Sax. is used in the sense

of the adj. Worldly. Every worldct sore. 2851. Mp
worldes bliss. 15206.

Wort, n. Sax. A eabbiige. 8102. I5227-—New beer, in a

state of fermentation. 16281.

Worth, i'. Sax. To be ; to go. C. JI. 95. Wo worthe ! T. ii.

344.5,6. Inhappy be! or Wo bet»i!—To climb: to

mount I.'i681. T. ii. 1011.

Wost fur Wotest. 1165 1176. 6144. Knowcst
WoTE, Wot, v. Hax. To know. 1142 1262,4.5

Wot, pa. t Knew. 4856.

WowE (rather Woe), i'.Sax. To woo. T. \: 791. U W. IP^LI

K K 2
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WoxE, pa t. of Waxe, or AVexe, v. Sax. Grew. 7703.

"WoxEs , part, pa . Grown. T. v. 1(M4.

Wraie, v. Sax. To betray ; discover. T. Hi. 285.

Wrathe.v, inf. 7n. v. Sax. To make angry. 17029. P. 148,

col. 2, 1. 41.

\Vra\v^, adj. Sax. Peevish ; angry. le-iiSS. AVrawe.
Froward. ongoodly. PerverSHS. Bilostis. Prompt. Parv.

O'rawn'Ess, n. Peevishness. P. 162, col. 1, 1. 8.

Wray, v. 11256. as AVkaie.

Wreche. n. Sax. Revenge. 14521. 14533.

Wrenchks, n. pi. Sax. Frauds; stratagems. ifi54f).

Wrest, v. Sax. To twist. B. K. 48. The nicihtingide v:Uh

so great miyht hire voice began out wrest. To tm'n

forcibly. T. iv. 1427.

Wretchfs, Bo. ii. pr. 7- should probably be AVretched.
AVrethev, part. pa. of Writhe. F. L. 57. yTretlien iti

fere; Twisted together. In Urry's Edit, it is printed

—

Within in fere.

Wreye, v. 3503, 7- as Wraie.
Wrie, v. Sax. To cover. 7409. R. 6795 To turn; to

incline. 17211. T. ii. 906.

Wright, n. Sax. A workman- 616.

AVrine, for AVrien, inf. m. of Wrie. R. 6684.

Wring, v. Sax. To squeeze so as to express moisture.

137C6-

Writhb, v. Sax. To twist ; to turn aside. 3283. T. iv. 986.

Writhin.'}, n. A turning. 10441.

Wbonge, part. pa. of Wring. His hnndes wronpe. T. iv.

1171. Later writers have used the same expression of

distress. I suppose it means -to clasp the hands, and
«<j'!(e?,2'(! them strongly one against the other. I do not

recollect a similar expression in any other language.

Wrote, v. Sax. To dig with the snout, as swine do. P.

149, col. 2, 1. 30. Or like a worm, that wroteth in a tree-

Lydg. Trag. 33.

Wrought, part. pa. of Wokke, v. Sax. Made. 11184.

Y at the beginning of many words, especiallj' verbs and

participles, is merely a corruption of the Saxon Ee,
which has remained uncorrupted in the other collateral

branches of the Gothic language. What the power of it

may have been originally, it is impossible, I apprehend,
now to determine. In Chaucer it does not appear to h.ave

any effect upon the sense of a word : so that there seems
to be no necessity for inserting in a Glossars' sucli words
as yblessed. ygranted, &c. which differ not in significa-

tion from fcZt'M^rf, .yrrtji^cd. &c. Some, however, of this

sort are inserted, which may serve at least to sliew more
clearly the extent of this practice in Chaucer's time.
Several other words are shortly explained under this

letter, of which a more full explanation may be found
under their respective second letters.

Ya, adv. Sax. Yea. 3455. 8231. It is used emphatically
with both. 4827. Ya, bothe younge and olde. 6832. Te,
bothefaire and good.

Yaf, pa. t. of Yeve, v. Sax. Gave. 498. 1.902.

Yalte for Yelte. R. 4904. Taltehim. Y'ieldeth himself.

Se rend, Orig.

Yare, adj. Sax. Ready. L. AV. 2258.

Yate, n. Sax. A gate. 8889.

Yave, pa. t. of Yeve. Gave- 304. 602.

Y-be, part. pa. Been. 10?75.

Y-BERiED, part. pa. Buried. 948.

Y'-EETE, 981. See the note, and R. 837.

Y-BLE.s'T, pa)-?, pa. of Blend. R. 1610 Blinded.

Y-blent, part. pa. of Blenche. 3/51. Shrunk ; started

aside. See the note on ver. 1080.

Y-blint, part. pa. 3H()G. Blinded.
Y-bore. part. pa. of Bere. 380 Bom ; carried.

Y-BOURDEn, part. pa. Jested. A. F. 589.

Y-brent, part. pn. of Bren.ne. 918. Burned.
Y-CHAPPED, part. pa. 368. Furnished with chapes. From
chappc. Fr.

Y-CLOUTED, part. pa. R. 223. AVrapped in clouts, or rags.

Y-coRVEN, part. pa. 2015. Cut. See Corvkj.
Y--\>VPLED, part. pa. 909.'i.

Y-crased, part. pa. Du. 324. Broken.
Y-DELED, part. pa. 7831. Distributed.

Y-dight, part. pa. T. v. 541. Adorned.
Y-no, part. pa. 2536. Done ; finished.

Y'-DRAWE, part. pa. 946. Drawn.
Ye, adv. Sax. as Ya. 9212. Ye wis. T. ii. 887. Yea

certainly.

Yeddinges. 237. See the note. The Prompt. Parv. makes
Yedding to be the same as Geste, which it explains thus.

Geest or ro.mawnce. Gestio. So that of yeddinges may
perhaps mean of story-telling.

A'ede, part. pa. of A'ede, v. Sax. Went. 13249. 16'i09.

Yefte, n. Sax. A gift 9185. Yeftes, pi. 2200. 9186.

Y'ELDE, V. Sax. To yield ; to give. 6494. 8/19.—To pay.

5712. God yelde you .' 7759. God reward you I

Y'elleden, pa. t.pl.of Yelle, w. Sax. 15395.

A^ELPB, )). Sax. To prate; to boast. 2240. T. iii. 308.

A'elte for Yeldeth. T. i. 386.

Ykman, ?i. Sax. A servant of middling rank ; a bailif.

6962. 6977-—The Knightks Yemen. See his Character,
ver. 101—17.

—

The Ckanones Yeman. See his Prologue,
ver. 16022—16187. Ye.men, pZ. 2511. 2730. See the n. on
ver. 101.

Yemanrie, n. The rank of Yeoman. Seethen. on ver. 101.

Yerde, n. Sax. A rod, or staff, 149. T. ii. 154. Under the

yerde. 13027. See the note.

Yere for Yeres, M. p?. Sax. Years. 4919. 11125.

Yerne, adj. S.AX. Brisk ; eager. 3257.

adv. Briskly; eagerly. 6575. 123,12. Early. T. iii.

337. As yerne. T. iii. 151. T. iv. 112. Soon; immediately.
. V. To desire ; to seek eagerly. T. iii. 152. T. iv. 198.

A'erning, n. Activity; diligence. R. 5951. Esveil. Orig.

Yeten, part pa. R. 5702. Gotten.

A'eve, v. Sax. To give. 507. 613.

Yeven, Y''EvE,par«. pa. Given. 1038. 1091. 7135.

Y-FALLE, part. pa. 25. Fallen.

Y'-FEiNED, part. pa. 8405. Lordes hestes may not ben

y-feined. The commands of sovereigns may not be ex-

ecuted with a feigned; pretended zeal ; they must ba

executed strictly and fully.

Y-fette, part. pa. 10488. Fetched.

i A'-FONDE.v, part. pa. 10154. Found.
Y-FOSTERED, part. pa. 3944. Educated.
Y-FRETEN, pari. pa. L.W. 1949. Devoured
A'-GETKN, part. pa. 3564. Gotten.

Y-GLOSfcD, part. pa. 16983. Flattered.

Yglued, part. pa. 10496. Glewed ; fastened with glew.

Y-GO. pa ;•<. pa. 288. Gone.
Y-GRAVE. part. pa. 6078. Buried.

A'-HALOWED, part. pa. L. AA\ 1869. Kept holy.

Y-HEKD, part. pa. 3736. Covered with hair.

Y- HOLD, part. pa. 1309. L. AV. 19.52. Beholden

Y'-JAPED, pa)7. pa. 17094. Tricked; deceived.

Ylessed, pari pa. T. i. 1090. Relieved. See Lissed.

Y-LiCHK,Y-UKE,adJ. Sax. Resembling. 594. 1541. Equal. 2736.

adv. Sax. Equally ; alike. 2528. 77!X).

Y-LiiMED, part. pa. 6516. Limed ; caught, as mth bird-lime.

Y-logged, part. pa. 149D/. Lodged.

Y-MASKED, part. pa. T. iii. 1740. Mashed, or Meshed.

Masche. Belg. yiacrila retis. Kilian.

A'-MEiNT, part. pa. 2172. Mingled.

A' MELL, prep. Sax. Among. 4169.

A'menel's, pr. n. HymeuEeus. 9604.

A'xoUGH, A'NO\v,arfy. Sax. F.nough. 11020. 13988.

YoLDEN, par/, pa. of A'elde. Given. 3054.—Yielded. T. iii.

1217.—Repaid. R. 4556.

YoNuHEDE, n. Sax. A'outh. R. 351.

Yore, adv. Sax. Of a long time. 4692. 7944 —A little

before. 9990.— Yere agon. 1.3(;39 Long ago. In olde

times yore. 9016. Gf time yore. 11275.

A^ovE, p. t. of A'eve. C. L. 688. Gave.

YouRK, pron. pass. Sax. is used for A'oures. 16716- T. ii.

587- L. AA'. 683. C. L. 855.

YouRES, pron. pass. SA-t. used generallj', when the noun.

to which it belongs, is understood, or placed before it.

7495. 8.379. 10911. He was an old felaw of yottres. J260f>.

He was an old companion of yours, i. e. of, or amon<r,

your companions. See the Essay, Src. n. 29.
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yourHEDE, n. Sax. Youth. R. 4!t.JI.

YoxE, i'.Sax. Tohicliup. 4149. Yvxyn. SinguUio. Prompt.

Parv.

Y-piKED, part. pa. 3ti7. Picked ; spruce.

Y-q,VK\ST, part. pa. 3752. QuenclK'd.

Y'-RKiGHT, pa. t. P. iii. ^iU. Keached.

Y-REKEM. ;J880. seems to be put for the old part, pr,

Y-RKKEXD. Recking.

Yrk.v, n. Sax. Iron. wm. 6480.

Y'-RBNT, part. pa. SiO'S. Torn.

Y-RONVK, Yronnev, jjdW. pa. .1891. SfinS. Run.
Y-aATEi,ED, part. pa. 1027!). Settled ; established.

YsK, n. Sax. let:. F. iii. 40.

Y-SERVED, part. pa. Treated. 90.">.

Y-sETTE, part. pa. 10487. Set ; placed. Appointed. 1()37.

Y-SHENT, part. pa. 6894. Damajjcd.

Y-SHOVE, part. pa. L. W. 726. Pushed forwards.

YsLAWE, pari. pa. 945. 4904. Slain.

YsopE, pr. 7). M. 110, col. 2, 1. 4C. So the name of the Fa-
bulist was commonly written, notwithstandiiiR the dis-

tinction pointed out by the following technical verse.

" Ysopus est hcrba, ted .^sopus dat bona verba."

In this and many other passages, which are quoted

from jEsop by writers of the middle ages, it is not easy

to say what author they mean. The Greek collections of

fables, which are now current under the name of jEsop,

were unknown, I apprehend, in this part of the world,

at the time that MelWec was written. Plia;drus too had
disappeared. Avienus indeed was very generally read.

He is quoted as yEso)) by John of Salisbury, i'olycrat. L.

vii. Ut ^sopo, Vil A vieno credas.

But the name of ^sop was chiefly appropriated to the

anonymous * author of 60 fables, in Elegiac metre, which

* Several improbable conjectures, which have been made
with respect to the real name and age of this writer, may be
seen in the Mcnariiana, Vol. i. p. 172. aud in Fabric. Bibl.

Lat Vol. i. p. 871). V.A. Pal.av. In the edition of these fables

in l.")03, the commentator, of no great authority, I confess,

mentions an opinion of some people, that " Galtcrus Amjeli-

eus fecit hunc libruin sub itomiiie Esopi." I suppose the

person meant was Giuiltcnis Atijilicus, who had been tutor

to William II. Iving of Sicily, and was .Vrchbishop of Palermo
about the year 1170, 1 cannot believe that they were nuich
older than his time ; and in the beginning of the next century
they seem to be mentioned under the name oi JUsopus, among
the books commonly rea<l in schools, by Eberhardus Bethu-
uiensis in his Labyrinthns, Tract, iii dc Versi/icalioiie, v. ii.

See Leyser, Hist. Poet. Med. JEvi. p. 826. About tlie middle
of the same century (the xiiith) Vincent of Beauvais in his

Sjieculum Jlistor. L. iii. c 2. gives an account of .lisop, and
a large specimen of his fables, qiias Iiomulu.i quidam deGrcuco
ill Latinum transtulit,etadJHiuni suuinTyheriHumdirigit."
They are all, as I remember, in the printed Romulus.
Soon after the invention of printing, that larger collection

of the fables of ^Fsop was made and published in Ciermany,
which has been mentioned in this Vol p. 202. It is divided
into VI books, to which is prefixed a life of .Ksop c Grcrco-

Latina per Riinicium facta. The three first are composed of

the 60 Elegiac fables of the metrical ^Esopus, witli a few
trifling variations ; and to each of them is subjoined a fable

on the same subject in prose from Honuilus. Book iv. con-
tains the remaining fables of Konmlus in prose only- The
vth Book has not more than one or two fables which had ever
appeared before under the name of yEsop. The rest are
taken from the Gexta Homannrum, the Calilah u Damnah
(see p. 2U1, note * ; and p. 202, note %) and other obscurer
authors. The vith and last Book contains 17 fables with the
following title : Seiiuinitur fabulcf novce Ksupi ex transla-

tione Riiiiieii. There has been a great diversity of opinion
among learned men concerning this Reniicius or liiiiiiciiis

(See Praef. Nilant.), while some have confounded him with
the fictitious Ronmlus,and others have considered him as the

F.ditor of this collection. I have no doubt but the person
i

meant is that Hinucius who translated thelifeof yEsopby I'la-
|

nudes and 96 of his fables, from the Greek into Latin, about
the middle of the xN-th Century. !^ee Fabi-ic. Bild. Med. JEt,

ill v Uijircirs. In his translation of the lOpistles of Hippo-
crates, MS. Ilarl 3.527. he is styled in one place Verdcnsis,
and in another Castiliimensis. \\\ the fables from Heiiiieliis

which compose this vitb Book, as well as the Life of ^Esop,
w hicli is jirofessedly taken from liimicius, are to be found in

ibis translation by Rinuciui. There is an Edition of it

priuted at .Milan about 14S0 ; but it might very possibly have

are printed in Novelet's collection under the title of
" Anomjmi fahMlie JEspjiiea." I have netn nn Kdltion

of thorn in IS*!."), by Wynkyn de Wordo. In which they
are entitled simply" Esii/ii fahuhe" The sntijwt.i njo

for the most part plainly taken from 1'Ii.tiIiii> ; but it

may bo doubted whether the author copied from tliu

original work of I'hadrus, orfnun some ver!-ii>n of it into

Latin prose. Several versions of this kind are still ex-

tant in MS. Oncof very cimslderable antiquity liiis been
published by Nilant, Lugd. Bat. I7i»9, under the title of

Fabiilie Aniiqute, together with another of a later date,

which is pretended to have been nuide from the Greek
by an Emperour Romulus, for tlie use of his win Tilieri-

nus. They all shew evident nnirks of bi'ing derived
from one common origin, like what has l)een obj-erved of

the several Greek culleetions of yEsopean fables in prose

{Dissert, de Bahrio. Lond. 1776.); like them ton they dlfTer

very much, one from another, in style, order of fables,

and many little particulars ; and, what is most material,

each of them generally contains a few fables, either

invented or stolen by its respective compiler, which are

not to be found in the other cuUections ; so that it is

often impracticable to verifie a quotation from yEhop in

the writers of Chaticer's time, unless we happen to light

u])on the identical book of fables wliich the writer who
quotes had before him.

I have printed in the Discourse, lic. n. 29. a fable of

the Cock and the Fox, from the French Esnpe of Marie,
which is not to be found in any other collection that I

liave seen, .and which, I suppose, furnished Chaucer with
the subject of his A'onins I'reestes tale. In the same
French .Esop, and in a Latin ^MS. Bihl. Idy. 15 A. vii,

there is a fable, which, I think, might have given the

hint for Prior's Ladle. " A country fellow one day laid

hold of a faery innfolct, Fn.), who, in orrtir to be s*'t at

liberty, gave him three wishes. The man goes home,
and gives two of them to his wife. Soon after, as they

are dining upon a chine of mutton, the wife feels a long-

ing for the marrow, and not being able to get it, she

wishes that her husband h.-id an inm beak {lon(; com li

Witecocs. Fr. long ;is the Woodcock) to extract this mar-

row for her. An excrescence being immediately formed

accordingly, the husband angrily wishes it off from his

own. face upon his wife's."—And here the story is un-

luckily defective in both copies ; hut it is e.isy to suppose,

that the third and last remaining wish was employed by

the wife for her own relief.

A fable upon a similar idea, in French verse, may be

seen in MS. Bodl. 1687; the same, as 1 apprehend, with

one in the King's library at Paris (MS. n. 7989. fol. 189.)

which is entitled " Les qnalre souhaits de Sainz Martin."

SeeF.'bliaitx, kc. T. iii. p. 311. The vanity of human
wishes is there exposed with more pleasantry than in

the story just cited, but as it often happens, with much
less decency.

Y-ao\VK, part. pa. .5653. Sown.

Y-si'Rki.vt, part. pa. 2171- Sprinkled.

Y-sTicxEP, iiart. pa. 1567- Sticked ; thrust

Y-.sTORVKN, part. pa. 2016. Dead.

V-TAKE, part. pa. 3X>X TaKx-n.

Y-TEVED, part. pa. 45!). Tie<l.

Y-TRKSPASED, part. pa. M. 114, col. 1, 1. 52. TrespasBcd.

Y-VANisHED, part. pa. 6.i78.

YvKL, adj. Sax. Bad; unfortunate. 4172. 4182. Yvkl,

arfi'. Sa.\. IU. 1129. 371.''..

YvoiKK, ?i. Fb. Ivory. Uu. 946.

Y-wiMPr,ED, part. pa. Covered with a wimple. 472.

Y-wis, adv. Sax. Certainly. ;t277- •JTO.'i.

Y-WRAKE, pa. t. T. v. 1467. Wreaked ; revenged.

Y-WRIE, part. pa. 2906. Covered.

Zeuxis, pr. n. 11950. A Grecian painter.

come into the hands of the German collector in MS. some
years sooner, as the first tiaiislatioiiK of Greek authors were

eagerly sought after and circulated through ICurope at that

time, "when very few persons were capable of reading tlip

original.
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